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"  HER  VOICE  WAS  DELIGHTFUL,  HER  TEETH  NOT  HER  OWN — 
AND  A  CANE-BOTTOMED  CHAIR  WHEN  SHE  SAT  SEEMED  A  THRONE.  " 

THE  FINISHING  SCHOOL. 

THE  SCHOOL. 

MISS  MARY  DEGAI,  at  the  age  of  sixteen, 
Was  as  pretty  a  maiden  as  ever  was  seen. 

Her  eyes  were  deep  blue — 
Not  that  meaningless  hue 

That  one  sees  on  old  china,  and  sometimes  on  new  ; 
Which  really  implies 
Hers  were  not  saucer  eyes, 
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Though  the  people  declared — and  I'm  not  f^ure  which  worser  is-,- 
That  though  not  saucer  eyes  they  had  worked  many  sorceries. 
Her  hair  was  that  shade  of  which  poets,  are  fond, 

A  compromise  lustrous  'twixt  brown  and  'twixt  blonde. 
Her  figure  was  fragile, 
Yet  springy  and  agile  ; 

AVhile  her  clear  pallid  skin,  so  essentially  Frenchy, 
Neither  brunette  nor  fair, 

Just  gave  her  the  air 
Of  a  sort  of  Fifth  Avenue  Beatrix  Cenci. 

With  a  spick  and  span  new,  superfine  education. 
Befitting  a  maid  of  such  fortunate  station. 
Miss  Mary  Degai  had  just  made  her  debut, 

From  the  very  select. 
Genteel,  circumspect, 

Establishment  kept  by — it  can  not  be  wong 
Just  to  mention  the  name — ^by  one  Madame  Cancan. 
This  Madame  Cancan  was  a  perfect  Parisian, 
Her  morals  infernal,  her  manners  elysian. 
She  was  slender  and  graceful  and  rouged  with  much  art, 
A  mistress  of  dumb  show,  from  ogle  to  start. 
Her  voice  was  delightful,  her  teeth  not  her  own — 
And  a  cane-bottomed  chair  when  she  sat  seemed  a  throne. 
In  short,  this  dear,  elegant  Madame  Cancan 
Was  like  a  French  dinner  at  some  restaurant — 

That  is,  she  completely  was  made  a  la  carte, 

And  I  think  she'd  a  truffle  instead  of  a  heart  ! 
But  then  what  good  rearing  she  gave  to  her  pupils  ! 

They  dressed  like  those  elegant  ladies  at  Goupil's 
One  sees  in  the  prints  just  imported  from  France  ; 
With  what  marvelous  grace  did  they  join  in  the  dance  ! 

No  Puritan  modesty  marred  their  tournure — 
Being  modest  is  nearly  as  bad  as  being  poor — 
No  shudder  attacked  them  when  man  laid  his  hand  on 

Their  waists  in  the  Redowa's  graceful  abandon, 
As  they  swung  in  that  waltz  to  voluptuous  music  ; 

Ah  !   did  we  but  see 

Our  sisters  so  free, 

I  warrant  the  sight  would  make  both  me  and  you  sick  ! 

Thus  no  trouble  was  spared  through  those  young  misses'  lives 
To  make  them  good  partners,  and — very  bad  wives. 
Receptions  were  given  each  regular  Wednesday — 

Wliich  day  by  the  school  was  entitled  "  the  men's  day," 
Because  on  such  date  young  New  York  was  allowed 
To  visit  en  masse  that  ingenuous  crowd, 

When  tliey  talked  threadbare  nothings  and  flat  shilly-shally, 

Of  Gottschalk's  mustache,  or  Signora  Vestvali, 
Followed  up  by  the  thrillingest  questions  and  answers, 

Such  as — which  they  liked  best,  the  Schottische  or  the  Lancers? 
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 "their  gait  in  the  street 
WAS  FIVE-BARRED  ONE  MIGHT  SAY — 'tWAS  SO  HIGH  AND  COMPLETE.' 

No  flirting  of  course  was  permitted.    Oh  dear  ! 
If  Madame  Cancan  such  a  word  were  to  hear 

She  would  look  a  whole  beltful  of  dagger-blades  at  you, 
And  faint  in  the  style  of  some  favorite  statue. 
The  men  were  invited  alone  to  impart 

To  her  young  2^'>^otegees  that  most  difficult  art 
Of  conversing  with  ease  ;  and  if  ease  was  the  aim 
That  Madame  had  in  view  she  was  not  much  to  blame, 

For  I  vow  she  succeeded  so  well  with  lier  she's, 
That  her  school  might  take  rank  as  a  chapel  of  ease  ! 

Au  reste,  Madame's  2^<^ns{on  was  quite  the  foshion  : 
None  better  knew  how  to  put  shawl  or  pin  sash  on 

Than  did  her  young  ladies  ;  'twas  gOod  as  a  play 
To  watch  the  well-bred  and  impertinent  way 
They  could  enter  a  room  in.    Their  gait  in  the  street 

Was  five-barred — one  might  say — 'twas  so  high  and  complet 
Then  their  boots  were  so  small,  and  their  stockings  so  neat 
Alas  !  that  such  dainty  and  elegant  feet 
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"S.MUGGLED  CANDY  IN  SCHOOL;  SMOKED  CIGARS,  AND — OH,  FI1< 
KEAD  A  GREAT  MANY  VERY  QUEER  BOOKS  ON  THE  SLY." 

Should  be  trained  a  la  mode 

In  tliat  vicious  gymnasium — the  modern  school — 
To  trip  down  the  road 
That,  while  easy  and  broad, 

Conducts  to  a  place  that's  more  spacious  than  cool  ! 

Miss  Mary  Degai 
Was  the  pet  protegee 

Of  dear  Madame  Cancan.    She  was  excellent  pay. 

In  her  own  right  an  heiress — a  plum  at  the  least — 
A  plantation  down  South,  and  a  coal-mine  down  East — 

I  can't  state  the  sum  of  her  fortune  in  figures, 
But  I  know  she  had  plenty  of  dollars  and  niggers. 

She  was  petted  and  feted, 
And  splendidly  treated, 

Lay  abed  when  she  chose,  and  her  school-teachers  cheated  ; 
Smuggled  candy  in  school  ;   smoked  cigars,  and — oli,  fie  ! — 
Head  a  great  many  very  queer  books  on  the  sly. 

She'd  a  love-affair,  too— quite  a  sweet  episode — 
With  a  wonderful  foreign  young  Count,  who  abode 
In  the  opposite  dwelling — a  Count  Cherami — 

A  charming  young  beau, 
AVho  was  trh  comme  il  faut, 

And  who  was  with  our  boarding-school  Miss  hien  j^ris. 
So  he  shot  letters  on  to  the  roof  with  an  arrow. 
From  whence  they  were  picked  by  a  provident  sparrow, 
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"  THAT  5IILLIOX 

OF  MARVELOUS  MAZES — THE  GERMAN  COTILLION."' 

An  amiable  liousemaicl,  who  thought  that  the  course 
Of  true  love  should  run  smooth, 

And  had  pity  on  youth — 
So,  sooner  than  leave  the  fond  pair  no  resource, 
She  disinterestedly  brought  all  the  letters  to  Mary, 
At  a  dollar  apiece — the  beneficent  fairy  ! 

THE  BALL. 

'Twas  the  height  of  the  season,  the  spring-time  of  Bro-\\ai, 
Who  sowed  invitations  all  over  the  town. 

Soirees  musicale^  tableaux,  matinees, 
Turned  days  into  nights,  and  the  nights  into  days  ; 
And  women  went  mad  upon  feathers  and  flounces, 

And  scruples  gave  way  to  auriferous  ounces. 
Amanda  came  over  her  father  with  new  arts 

To  grant  her  a  credit  at  amiable  Stewart's, 
And  sulked  till  he'd  promised  that,  if  she'd  not  miff  any,- 
He'd  give  her  the  bracelet  she  wanted  from  Tiffany. 
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As  a  matter  of  course, 
Young  New  York  was  in  force. 
Tight  boots  and  loose  coats. 

Stiff,  dog-collared  throats  ; 
Champagne  under  chair, 
Drunk  with  dare-devil  air. 

Mr.  Brown's  light  brigade 
Was  in  splendor  arrayed. 
Oh  !   that  season,  I  wot, 
Will  be  never  forgot. 

For  'twas  then  that  young  Belzebub  proved  all  his  vigor 
Of  mind  by  inventing  a  wonderful  figure, 

To  be  danced  every  night  by  "  his  set,"  in  that  million 
Of  marvelous  mazes — the  German  cotillion. 

THE  POOR  SUMMER  FLOWERS 

WERE  FORCED  TO  COME  OUT  AT  UNREASONABLE  HOURS." 

'Twas  the  height  of  the  winter.    The  poor  summer  flowers 
Were  forced  to  come  out  at  unreasonable  hours. 

Camelias,  amazed  at  the  frost  and  the  snow, 
Without  asking  their  leaves,  were  requested  to  blow ; 

And  gardeners,  relentless,  awaked  the  moss-roses 
From  slumbers  hybernant  to  tickle  the  noses 
Of  maidens  just  budding,  like  them,  out  of  season  ; 
And  pale,  purple  violets,  sick  and  etiolate, 
Tried  in  vain  to  preserve  their  wan  blossoms  inviolate. 

In  short,  'twas  the  time  of  the  ball-giving  season. 
The  reign  of  low  dresses,  ice-creams,  and  unreason. 
And  the  greatest  event  of  the  night — not  the  day — 

Though  the  latter's  the  phrase  the  most  proper  to  say — 
Was  the  hal  de  debut  of  Miss  Mary  Degai. 

What  a  ball  that  one  was  !  All  the  city  was  there. 
Brown  reigned  like  a  king  on  the  white  marble  stair, 
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And  whistled — perlia[)s  'twas  to  diivc  away  care- 
Loud,  shrilly,  and  long,  to  cadi  cariia^M'  and  pair 
As  it  landed  its  burden  ot"  Icniinine  lair. 
And  Kanimcrer  hid  in  a  nice  little  lair 

Of  thick-tufted  laurels,  played  many  an  air. 
Soft  waltz,  wild  mazourka,  (juick  polka,  slow  scholtisclie, 

With  all  those  cpiadrilles  called  by  Jullien  "  the  Scottish." 
Globed  lamps  shed  soft  light  over  shoulders  of  satin, 

While  men,  hat  in  hand — fashion  ()  /a  INIaidiattan  — 
Talked  in  tones  that  were  muflled  in  sweet  in(j(lulation 

To  all  those  fair  flow'rs  of  the  fairer  creation. 
About — whether  the  play  or  the  ballet  were  propcrer  ? 
Or — they  did  not  observe  them  last  night  ̂ t  tlie  Opera. 

Oh  !   the  nooks  and  the  corners — the  secret  exji\nsions — 
That  are  found  in  the  depths  of  Fifth  Avenue  mansions — 
The  deeply-bayed  windows,  screened  off  by  camelias. 
Just  made  for  the  loves  of  the  Toms  and  Amelias  ; 

''tete-a-t£:te,  that  is,  close  as  'twas  proper  to  be, 
MISS  MARY  DEGAI  AND  THE  COUNT  CHERAMI." 
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The  dim  little  boudoir 

Where  nestles — proh  pudor  ! — 

That  pair  of  young  doves,  in  the  deep  shadow  cooing — 
Which  means,  in  plain  English,  legitimate  wooing. 

The  ancients,  I  know,  or  I've  got  the  idea, 
Placed  Love  in  some  spot  that  they  called  Cytherea — 
A  commonplace  garden,  with  nothing  but  sparrows 

To  shoot  at — and  that  would  be  wasting  Love's  arrows — 
And  where,  if  he  sat  on  the  grass  with  his  Psyche, 

He'd  probably  start  before  long  with,     Oh,  Criky  ! 
lliere's  a  bug  on  my — tunic  !"    But  that  was  all  gammon. 
The  true  home  of  Love  is  the  palace  of  Mammon, 
AVliere  gardens  grow  up,  under  glass,  nice  and  neat, 

And  lovers  may  wander. 
And  ever  grow  fonder, 

Without  even  once  getting  wet  in  their  feet  ! 

In  one  of  those  bowers,  remote  and  secluded. 

With  pale-blossomed  roses  ip.geniously  wooded, 

"  THE  COUNT  WAS  EXACTLY  THE  MAN  FOR  SIXTEEN, 
HE  WAS  TALI>,  HE  WAS  DARK,  HE  WAS  HAUGHTY  OF  MIEN." 



Tin:  FiMsiiiN(;  sciiuol. 

Through  wliosc  light-sronted  lojivos  a  faint  mupic  stole  in — 
Like  iHTfiimc  made  au(lil)le — licre  niijrlit  he  seen 
Tete-a -(('((',  tliat  is,  close  lus  'twa.s  projx-i-  to  he. 
Miss  INIaiy  Degai  and  the  Count  Clicranii. 
The  Count  was  exactly  tlic;  man  for  -ixtccn. 
He  was  tall,  he  was  dark,  he  was  haughty  of  mi.  ii, 
He  had  beautiful  feet,  jind  his  smile  was  serene. 
Though  his  hair  might  have  needed  a  lit  tie  waliix-ne  — 
Still,  what  he  had  left  was  of  glossi(>st  sheen  ; 
His  age— let  me  see — well,  his  age  might  have  been 
Between  thirty  and  forty — a  dangerous  age  
All  the  passions  of  youth,  and  the  wit  of  the  sa^'e. 

DISCONSOLATE  WANDERED  IN  SEARCH  OF  MISS  MARY — 

SEEKING  HERE,  SEEKING  THERE,  THAT  INVISIBLE  FAIRY.'' 

The  Count  was  an  exile — a  matter  of  course — 
A  foreigner  here  has  no  other  resource, 
Saving  labor — and,  what!  ask  a  noble  to  work? 
Ask  a  Scotchman  for  money,  or  a  Jew  to  eat  pork ! 
The  Count  was  an  exile,  for  reasons  political, 

Though  some  said — but  people  are  really  so  critical — 
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That  he  was  but  a  croupier  who'd  made  a  good  swoop, 
And  had  tried  change  of  air  for  his  fit  of  the  croupe. 

And  'twas  true  that  his  eyes  had  a  villainous  flash — 
But  then  he  had  got  such  a  lovely  mustache, 
And  his  English  was  broken  to  exquisite  smash  ! 

There  he  sat  tete-a-tete  with  Miss  Mary  Degai, 
Talking  low  in  her  ear,  in  his  Frenchified  way, 
Of  his  chateau  at  home,  and  the  balls  at  the  Tuileries, 

Longchamps,  and  Chantilly,  and  other  tom-fooleries. 
While  poor  Madison  Mowbray — a  rising  young  lawyer 
Who  promised,  his  friends  said,  to  be  a  top-sawyer — 
Disconsolate  wandered  in  search  of  Miss  Mary — 
Seeking  here,  seeking  there,  that  invisible  fairy, 

Who'd  promised  him  a  turn  in  the  very  next  waltz, 
And  who  now  was  accused  as  the  falsest  of  false. 

Oh,  Madison  Mowbray,  go  home  to  your  briefs — 
To  your  Chitty  and  Blackstone,  and  such  like  reliefs  I 
For  though,  Mary  Degai  pledged  her  hand  for  the  dance, 
And  though  Mr.  Degai  promised  it  in  advance 

To  your  keeping  forever,  you'll  never  possess  it, 
Or  swear  at  the  altar  to  hold  and  caress  it; 

For  while  you  are  moping  in  blankest  amazement. 

Two  black-shrouded  figures  slip  out  of  the  basement, 
And  so  to  the  corner,  then  into  a  carriage — 
Which  looks  rather  like  an  elopement  and  marriage. 
But,  to  cut  matters  short,  of  the  whole  the  amount 

Is  that  Mary  Degai  has  run  ofl'  with  the  Count. 

'and  so  to  the  corner,  thex  into  a  carriage — which  looks  rather  like  an  elopement  and  marriage. 
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DKNOUEMKNT. 

There's  n  tonomoiit-lioii?;e  in  ̂ Iiilhorry  Street, 
Where  thieves,  and  begjiars,  and  h)arers  meet — 
A  house  whose  face  wears  a  leprous  taint 
Of  mouldy  plaster  and  peeling  paint. 
The  windows  are  dull  as  the  bleary  eyes 
Of  a  drunken  sot,  and  a  black  pool  lies 
Full  of  festering  garbage  outside  the  door. 
The  old  stairs  shudder  from  floor  to  floor, 
As  if  they  shrank  with  an  occult  dread 

From  the  frequent  criminals'  guilty  tread. 
And  blasphemous  women  and  drunken  men 
Inhabit  this  foul,  accursed  den, 
And  oaths  and  quarrels  disturb  the  night, 
And  ruffianly  faces  offend  tlie  light. 
And  wretches  that  dare  not  look  on  the  sun 

Burrow  within  till  the  day  is  done. 

Here,  in  a  room  on  the  highest  flat — 
The  playground  of  beetle  and  of  rat — 
Almost  roofless,  and  bare,  and  cold, 
With  the  damp  walls  reeking  with  slimy  mould. 

A  woman  hung  o'er  one  smouldering  ember 
That  lay  in  the  grate — it  was  in  December. 
Oh,  how  thin  she  was,  and  wan  ! 
What  sunken  eyes !  what  lips  thin  drawn  I 

Pier  mouth  how  it  quivered ! 
Her  form  how  it  shivered ! 

Her  teeth  how  they  chattered  as  if  they'd  cheat 
Each  skeleton  limb 

With  the  pantomime  grim 

Of  having  something  at  last  to  eat ! 

There  is  no  sight  more  awful,  say  I, 
To  look  upon,  whether  in  earth  or  sky, 
Than  the  terrible  glare  of  a  hungry  eye  ! 

The  woman  sat  over  the  smouldering  ember 
Pinched  with  the  cold  of  that  bitter  December, 

Passing  her  hand  in  a  weariful  way 
Over  the  sparkles  that  faded  away. 
Till  one  could  see  the  faint  red  ray 
Gleam  through  the  thin,  transparent  palm 
As  one  beholds  the  sunshine  calm 

Through  a  painted  window  play. 
Who  that  beheld  her  in  sunnier  day, 
Lapped  in  roses  and  bathed  in  balm. 

Would  credit  that  this  was  Mary  Degai?  • 
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But  where  was  the  money  in  stocks  and  in  rents  ? 
All  squandered !    The  niggers  ?    All  sold !    The  per  cents.  ? 
All  gone!    The  magnificent  Count  Cherami 

Had  made  with  her  money  a  seven-years'  spree 
In  Paris  and  London :  had  known  figurantes^ 

Played  at  poker  and  blutf  with  one-thousand-franc  antes, 

Bred  racers,  built  yachts,  and  in  seven  years'  time 
Neither  husband  nor  wife  had  as  much  as  a  dime. 

There  was  no  help  from  father.    The  old  man  was  dead 

With  the  curse  unrevoked  that  he'd  laid  on  her  head. 
No  help  from  her  husband.    A  Count  could  not  work 
And  slave  to  enrich  some  tyrannical  Turk. 

No  help  from  herself — thanks  to  Madame  Cancan, 
She  had  not  a  notion  of  getting  along. 
Her  fingers  revolted  from  needle  and  thread, 
And  to  earn  a  loaf  were  by  far  too  well  bred. 

"HARK^  A  STEP  ON  THE  STAIRS  !    HOW  HER  THIN  CHEEK  GROWS  WHITE 

AS  SHE  COWERS  AWAY  WITH  A  SHIVER  OF  FRIGHT." 



Till':  MNISIIINC  S(  ilOOL.  4  J - 

Too  proud  for  a  hepgar,  too  thin  for  tlie  Ptagc, 

She  lay  Wkr  u  lo^j;  in  Ihi-  lianl-workiiig  iv^v — 

The  dreary  result  of  a  lii.-liion  I'aiuitic, 
And  helplessly  starved  in  a  coml'urtless  attic. 

JIark!  a  step  on  tlie  stairs!     How  \\ov  ihiu  cliock  prow.s  while 

As  slic  cowers  away  with  a  shixci-  of  rii|j:lii. 
And  the  door  is  burst  open — the  Count  sta<:f£(rs  in. 
With  a  hiccup  and  oath,  and  a  blasphemous  din. 
JNIad  with  drink,  crazed  with  hunger,  and  weary  of  life, 
He  revenges  his  sins  on  the  head  of  liis  wife. 
Let  us  hasten  the  door  of  that  garret  to  close 
On  the  nakedness,  poverty,  hunger,  and  woes ; 
On  the  oaths,  on  the  shrieks,  on  the  cowardly  blows ! 

Oh!  young  ladies  who  sigh  over  novels  in  yellow, 
And  think  Eugene  Sue  an  exceeding  smart  fellow, 
There  are  more  aims  in  life  than  a  crinoline  skirt. 

And  a  maid  may  be  charming  and  yet  not  a  flirt; 
And  merit  is  better  than  title,  my  dears ; 

In  this  country  we've  no  occupation  for  peers 
Save  those  ones  that  our  beautiful  harbor  aflbrds, 
And  those  piers  are  worth  more  than  the  whole  House  of  Lords. 

And  though  money,  I  know, 
Ls  voted  quite  slow 

In  circles  pretending  to  elegant  rank,  - 

There's  no  very  great  sin  in  a  sum  at  the  Bank. 
Nor  is  marriage  the  portal  to  idle  enjoyment. 
The  true  salt  of  life  is  an  active  employment. 

And  if  you  have  money  there's  plenty  of  work 
In  the  back-slums  and  alleys,  where  starvingly  lurk 

Humanity's  outcasts,  'mid  want  and  disease ; 
Broken  hearts  to  be  healed  ;  craving  wants  to  appease : 

Who'll  come  forward  ?  don't  speak  all  at  once  if  you  please  I 
Above  all,  ye  young,  heroines,  take  this  amount 

Of  wholesome  advice, 

Which  like  curry  with  rice 
Gives  a  flavor,  and  saves  one  from  saying  things  twice. 
Be  this  axiom  forever  with  you  paramount. 

Don't  you  ever  advance  all  your  cash  on  a  Count. 

Madame  Cancan  still  lives,  and  still  ogles  and  teaches. 
And  still  her  lay  sermons  on  Fashion  she  preaches ; 
Still  keeps  of  smooth  phrases  the  choicest  assortment ; 
Still  lectures  on  dress,  easy  carriage,  deportment ; 
And  spends  all  her  skill  in  thus  moulding  her  pets 

Into  very-genteelly-got-up  marionettes. 

Yes  I  Puppet's  the  word ;  for  there's  nothing  inside 
But  a  clock-work  of  vanity,  fashion,  and  pride ; 
Puppets  warranted  sound,  that  without  any  falter 

When  wound  up  will  go — -just  as  far  as  the  altar; 
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But  when  once  the  cap's  donned  with  the  matronly  border, 
Lo !  the  quiet  machine  goes  at  once  out  of  order. 

Ah !  Madame  Cancan,  you  may  paint,  you  may  plaster 
Each  crevice  of  Time  that  comes  faster  and  faster ; 

But  you  can  not  avert  that  black  day  of  disaster. 

When  in  turn  you'll  be  summoned  yourself  by  a  master ! 
You  may  speak  perfect  French,  and  Italian,  and  Spanish, 
And  know  how  to  enter  a  room  and  to  vanish, 
To  flirt  with  your  fan  quite  as  well  as  did  Soto, 

To  play  well-bred  games  from  ecarte  to  loto ; 

But  in  spite  of  all  this,  won't  you  sing  rather  small 
When  you're  called  up  before  the  great  Teacher  of  all  ? 
False  teacher,  false  friend — more,  false  speaker,  false  wife, 
Dare  you  stand  to  be  parsed  in  the  grammar  of  life? 
What  account  will  you  give  of  the  many  pure  souls 
To  be  guided  by  you  through  the  quicksands  and  shoals 

'•BUT  YOU  CAN  NOT  AVERT  THAT  DAY  OF  DISASTER, 
WHEN  IN  TURN  YOU'lL  BE  SUMMONED  YOURSELF  BY  A  MASTER.'" 
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That  beset  their  youth's  shore?    Were  they  harbored  or  ̂ NTCcked  ? 
You  didn't  take  troul)lc  to  lliink,  I  expect  ; 

For  each  cocklcslicll  boat, 
When  you  set  it  afloat, 

Had  guitar  strings  for  ropes,  crinoline  for  a  sail — 
Nice  rigging  that  was  to  encounter  a  gale  ! 

Ah  !  Madame  Cancan,  our  great  INIastcr  above, 
Who  instructs  us  in  chaiity,  virtue,  and  love, 

When  he  finds  you  deficient  in  all  oi"  your  lessons, 
A  deliberate  dunce  both  in  substance  and  essence. 
Will  send  you,  I  fear,  to  a  Finishing  School, 
Wiich  differs  from  yours  though,  in  being  less  cool. 
And  kept  on  the  corporal  punishment  rule. 

There's  excellent  company  there  to  be  found: 

The  uppermost  ranks  you'll  see  floating  around  ; 
Some  for  grinding  the  poor  are  placed  there  underground — 
So  the  hind  has  his  justice  as  well  as  the  hound. 
Nor  is  dress  much  less  thought  of  there  than  in  Manhattan, 

You  may  not  find  silks,  but  you'll  surely  find  Satan  ; 
And  I  doubt  if  you'll  like  their  severe  education — 
There's  lots  to  be  learned,  and  no  recreation. 
And  what's  worse  is — you'll  never  have  any  vacation. 

"had  guitar  strings  for  ropes,  crinoline  for  a  sail — 
NICE  rigging  that  WAS  TO  ENCOUNTER  A  GALE  !" 
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CHOCTAWS. 

THE  TRIBES  OF  THE  THIRTY-FIFTH 
PARALLEL. 

UNDER  the  10th  and  11th  sections  of  the 
Military  Appropriation  Act,  approved  3d 

March,  1853,  directing  such  explorations  and 
surveys  to  he  made  "as  might  be  deemed  ne- 

cessary in  order  to  ascertain  the  most  practica- 
ble and  economical  route  for  a  railroad  from 

the  Mississippi  River  to  the  Pacific  Ocean,"  the 
War  Department  (on  May  14,  1853)  directed 
such  "explorations  and  surveys"  to  be  begun 
as  would  develop  the  availability  for  that  pur- 

pose of  the  portion  of  our  territory  lying  near 
the  parallel  of  35°  north  latitude  ;  and  a  party 
was  forthwith  organized  under  the  command 
of  First  Lieutenant  A.  W.  Whipple,  of  Topo- 

graphical Engineers,  assisted  by  Brevet  Second 
Lieutenant  I.  C.  Ives,  T.  E.,  together  with  such 
civil  assistants  as  seemed  to  be  required. 

The  main  party  was  ordered  to  rendezvous 
at  some  convenient  point  on  the  Mississippi 
River,  and  thence  proceed,  by  the  most  favor- 

able route,  westward,  toward  the  Rio  del  Norte  : 
"The  reconnoissance  will  continue  along  the 
head -waters  of  the  Canadian,  cross  the  Rio 
Pecos,  turn  the  mountains  east  of  the  Rio  del 
Norte,  and  enter  the  valley  of  that  river  at  some 

available  point  near  Albuquerque.  Thence, 
westward,  extensive  explorations  must  deterai- 
ine  the  most  practicable  pass  for  a  railway 
through  the  Sierra  Madre,  and  the  mountains 
west  of  the  Zufii  and  Moquis  countries,  to  the 
Colorado.  From  Walker's  Pass  it  would  be 
advisable  to  pursue  the  most  direct  and  practi- 

cable line  to  the  Pacific  Ocean,  Avhich  will  prob- 
ably lead  to  San  Pedro,  the  port  of  Los  Ange- 

les, or  San  Diego." On  the  29th  of  May  the  last  division  of  the 
party  left  Washington  for  the  Mississippi  River 
and  the  frontier  ;  on  the  2d  of  July  they  arrived 
at  Fort  Smith,  just  one  hundred  feet  west  of  the 
western  boundary  of  the  State  of  Arkansas ;  and 
here  the  business  of  the  expedition  began  in 
earnest. 

Let  us  accompany  Messrs.  Whipple  and  Ives, 
for  the  sake  of  some  new  and  curious  acquaint- 

ance— for  which  we  shall  be  indebted  to  those 
intelligent  and  experienced  path-finders — with 
the  interesting  Indian  tribes  who  hold  the  right 
of  way  in  the  territory  they  traversed. 

On  July  15  the  explorers  struck  camp  and 
moved  southwest  ten  miles,  to  Ring's  Planta- 

tion, within  the  country  ceded  to  the  Choctaw 
nation,  wherein  no  white  man  can,  in  his  own 
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right,  acquire  a  land-title  or  residence  without 
permission  of  the  Indians  or  their  agents.  Ring 
married  a  Choctaw  woman,  and  in  her  name 
holds  a  valuable  estate. 

From  Ring's  the  route  lay  westwardly,  over 
gentle  slopes  and  through  wooded  valleys,  to 
Scullyville,  the  seat  of  the  Choctaw  Agency, 
whence  a  party  made  an  excursion  to  Fort  Cof- 

fee, six  miles  distant,  on  the  south  side  of  the 
Arkansas.  This  is  no  longer  a  military  post, 
but  a  flourishing  academy  for  Choctaw  boys, 
under  the  direction  of  Methodist  missionaries, 
whose  system  of  education  is  strictly  practical, 
and  includes  agriculture  as  a  special  branch. 

On  the  18th  of  August  the  exploring  party 
had  traversed  the  whole  extent  of  country  occu- 

pied by  the  semi-civilized  Indians  of  the  Choc- 
taw nation,  and  were  now  on  the  verge  of  the 

great  Western  prairies,  over  which  the  veritable 
Bedouins  of  the  Western  continent  hold  undis- 

puted sway.  The  season  had  been  remarkably 
dry;  many  streams  and  springs,  usually  unfail- 

ing, were  now  waterless.  Tlie  Canadian  River 
was,  almost  without  precedent,  low  ;  and  Black 
Beaver,  a  Delaware  chief  and  famous  guide, 
apprehended  that  they  would  soon  suffer  for 
want  of  water. 

Every  inducement  was  held  out  to  the  tried 
guides  of  the  neighborhood.  Black  Beaver, 
the  only  Indian  of  the  country  who  had  trav- 

ersed the  route  to  be  taken,  near  the  Canadian, 
was  in  ill  health  ;  nor  could  he,  by  any  means, 
be  prevailed  itpon  to  accompany  the  party. 
Johnson,  the  Shawnee  guide,  who  had  conduct- 
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cd  them  thus  far,  refused  to  proceed,  for  fear 
of  savages.  John  Bushman,  the  Delawari''. 
said,  "Maybe  you  find  no  water — maybe  you 
all  die."  Impressed  with  this  idea,  no  av^u- 
ments,  no  money,  could  prevail  on  him  to  go. 
Jesse  Chisholm,  the  Cherokee,  had  just  arrived. 
He  is  a  man  of  considerable  wealth,  and  en- 

gaged in  trade.  In  the  prosecution  of  his  reg- 
ular business  he  could  realize  twice  the  amount 

that  Government  would  be  willing  to  pay  for 
his  services.  Therefore  he  also  declined.  This 
was  the  more  to  be  regretted,  as  he  is  a  man  of 
excellent  judgment,  who  has  decided  influenc:' 
among  the  wild  tribes  westward.  At  a  great 
Indian  Council,  held  not  long  before  his  intro- 

duction to  the  Whipple  party,  lie  was  chosen 
Interpreter-General  for  all — Comanches.  Kio- 
ways,  Kichais,  Creeks,  Delawarcs,  Shawnecs, 
Chickasaws,  and  Choctaws.  He  has  traded 
much  among  the  Comanches,  and  understands 
not  only  their  language  but  their  customs,  tra- 

ditions, and  ceremonies,  probably  better  than 
any  Indian  not  belonging  to  their  tribe.  Lieu- 

tenant Whipple  succeeded  in  compiling  a  toler- 
ably accurate  vocabulary  of  Comanche  words, 

according  to  his  pronunciation. 
Chisholm  possesses  several  Mexican  captives, 

purchased  from  the  Comanches.  Among  these 
was  a  bright,  active,  intelligent  lad,  named  Vi- 

cente, son  of  one  Demensid,  from  I'arras.  Vi- 
cente was  a  long  time  among  the  Comanches, 

and  had  learned  to  speak  their  language  per- 
fectly ;  so  that  Chisliolm,  although  much  at- 

tached to  the  boy,  very  kindly  permitted  the 
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explorers,  who  greatly  needed  an  interpreter, 
to  take  him  with  them. 

On  the  23d  of  August  two  Indians,  profess- 
ing to  be  Kichais,  came  into  the  camp  ;  one 

was  tall  and  well-formed,  the  other  ill-looking. 
Their  dress  consisted  of  a  blue  cotton  blanket, 
twisted  around  the  waist,  a  head-dress  of  ea- 

gle's feathers,  brass-wire  bracelets,  and  mocca- 
sins. The  outer  cartilages  of  their  cars  were 

perforated  in  many  places,  and  short  sticks  in- 
serted instead  of  rings.  They  were  painted 

with  vermilion,  and  carried  bows  of  bois  (Tare 
three  feet  long,  and  cowskin  quivers  filled  with 
arrows.     Tlie  latter  were  about  twenty-six 

inches  in  length,  with  very  sharp  steel  heads, 
tastefully  and  skillfully  made ;  the  feathers 
with  which  they  were  tipped,  and  the  sinews 
that  bound  them,  were  prettily  colored  with  red, 
blue,  and  green ;  the  shafts  were  colored  red, 
and  said  to  be  poisoned. 

After  the  two  Indian  visitors  had  eaten  and 

smoked,  Vicente,  Chisholm's  "Spanish  boy," 
Avas  required  to  examine  them.  They  under- 

stood neither  Comanche,  Spanish,  nor  English, 
but  the  little  interpreter  was  not  at  all  disi.'on- 
certed  by  that  difficulty.  With  an  occasional 
word  of  Caddo,  which,  to  some  extent,  seems 
to  be  understood  by  all  the  tribes  of  the  "  Cana- 

IlUiOO  INDIAN'S. 
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diaii"  ref^ion,  and  with  signs,  such  tw  arc  com-  I 
prehcnded  by  the  universal  Indian  race,  n  rap-  I 
id  conversation  was  maintained.  The  j^raceful 
motions  of  their  hands  seemed  to  convey  ideas 
faster  than  words  couUl  have  done,  and  our 
friends  were  lii^hly  amused  and  interested  by 
the  performance. 

The  strangers  now  acknowledged  that  tliey 

were  not  Kichais,  but  Ilue'cos,  and  that  they were  on  a  hunting  excursion  ;  that  their  tribe 
numbered  "plenty,"  and  lived  beyond  the 
Washita  Kiver,  toward  Texas.  When  they  iiad 
received  some  presents,  and  the  accompanying 
sketch  of  them  had  been  taken,  they  took  their 
leave,  well  pleased  with  the  entertainment  they 
had  met  with.  These  Ilue'cos  wore  neither 
beard  nor  mustache,  so  common  among  tlic 
Shawnces  and  Delawares.  Some  of  the  Choc- 
taws  sport  a  heavy  beard,  for  wiiieh  manly  de- 

velopment their  intermixture  of  white  blood 
may  account. 

September  7th.  A  relief  party,  sconring  the 
prairies,  came  across  a  small  party  of  mounted 
Comanches,  whom  they  brought  in  prisoners ; 
they  appeared  wary  and  watchful.  Having  told 
their  captors,  glibly  enough,  that  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Canadian  were  large  numbers  of 
their  tribe,  they  suddenly  forgot  all  their  Span- 

ish, and  by  signs  protested  that  they  could  not 
understand  a  word  that  was  said  to  them.  In- 

dians consider  it  undignified  to  speak  out  of 
their  native  tongue,  hence  all  great  chiefs  have 
their  interpreters.  Vicente  was  sought  for,  but 
as  usual,  when  urgently  needed,  he  was  oif, 
chasing  deer  and  buffalo  over  the  prairies — that 
was  his  passion. 

The  Comanches  declined  an  invitation  to 
camp ;  but  before  suffering  them  to  depart,  the 
explorers  gave  them  pipes  and  tobacco  to  smoke. 
They  performed  the  operation  in  an  especially 
noticeable  manner:  the  first  two  puffs,  with 
much  ceremony  and  muttering  between,  were 
discharged  toward  the  sun ;  the  third,  with 
equally  imposing  demonstrations,  was  blown 
downward  to  the  earth. 

Speaking  of  the  Comanches,  Jesse  Chisholm 
expressed  much  respect  for  their  intellect. 
Their  language  is  copious,  but  difficult  to  learn 
— there  being  often  many  words  to  express  the 
same  idea.  They  entertain  an  unwavering  con- 

fidence in  the  Great  Spirit,  and  believe  that, 
however  formidable  the  disproportion  of  num- 

bers or  strength,  if  He  be  on  their  side  the  vic- 
tory must  surely  fall  to  their  share.  If  defeat- 

ed, they  say,  "He  was  angry  with  us,  and  He 
sends  this  punishment  for  some  offense."  They 
have  yearly  gatherings  to  light  the  sacred  fires  ; 
they  build  numerous  huts,  and  sit  huddled  about 
them,  taking  medicine  for  purification,  and  fast- 

ing for  seven  days.  Those  who  can  endure  to 
keep  the  fast  unbroken  become  sacred  in  the 
eyes  of  the  others.  While  the  ceremony  pro- 

ceeds perfect  silence  reigns — not  a  word  is  spok- 
en. 13 ut  when  the  "  Spirit  moves,"  they  arise 

and  dance  until  they  are  exhausted  ;  then  re- 
sume their  seats  on  the  ground. 

The  custom  of  fiiAtine  is  practiceJ  by  all  ihc 
trilKis  of  tluH  rt'u'ion.  With  the  Clierukcc«  il  in 
the  received  mode  of  purtliration,  und  uii  nbftti. 
ncnce  of  scv(mi  dayH  ri-nders  the  devotee  famouii. 
Seven  is  u  magic  ntimU'r,  The  seventh  Hon  i<» 
nece-snrily  a  prophet,  und  liu-**  the  gift  of  hc*l- 
ing  by  the  touch. 

On  {\ir.  'Mh  of  SoptemlKT  the  patli-findcru  en- 
tered upon  a  broad  trail  which,  leading  throug  i 

a  doscutiHl  cam}),  mum  brought  them  to  an  In- 
dian village.  Their  advent  threw  the  red  cit- 

izens into  noisy  excitement.  The  scene  pre- 
sented was  a  strange  one.  On  one  side  of  the 

"Valley  liiver" — a  rapid  stream  flowing  into  the 
Canadian  a  hundred  yards  below — was  gathered 
a  crowd  of  wild  Indians;  on  the  other,  the  ex- 

ploring party,  each  ignorant  of  the  other'.-*  pur- pose and  temper.  The  Indians  were  plainly 
prepared  for  battle,  decked  in  their  gayest  at- 

tire, mounted  on  spirited  horses,  having  bows 
and  arrows  in  their  hands. 

As  the  whites  advanced.  Viccnto  thought 
proper  to  attach  a  white  handkcn  hief  to  the 
end  of  a  ramrod,  and  wave  it;  whereupon  the 
Indians,  with  friendly  shouts,  rode  briskly  toward 
the  party.  They  called  themselves  Kaiowa.s,  and 
professed  to  be  amicablv  disposed.  They  pre- 

sented quite  a  splendid  spectacle  as  they  flew  U) 
and  fro,  their  horses  prancing,  their  silver  trap- 

pings gayly  glittering  in  the  sun.  An  old  fel- 
low, who  appeared  to  be  their  chief — or,  more 

probably,  their  medicine-niaii  —  was  on  foot, 
and  almost  naked.  He  begged  permission  to 
ride  in  the  carretcla,  and  informed  tlie  strangers, 
through  Vicente,  that,  as  friends,  tiicy  ought  ii 
encamp  at  the  village  and  hold  a  council.  The 
road  beyond,  he  said,  was  very  bad.  The  explor- 

ers accepted  his  invitation,  and  drove  at  onre 
into  the  village,  where,  among  a  mixed  ciowd 
of  old  men,  women,  and  children,  were  two 
Mexicans,  endeavoring  to  trade  floiu',  biscuits, 
and  sugar,  for  horses  and  buffalo-robes.  They 
confirmed  the  Kaiowa"s  statement,  that  there 
was  no  better  place  for  encamj)ment  than  this, 
and  that  our  friends  would  be  coiii])elled  to  cross 
the  river  at  this  point.  They  added  that  they 
were  defenseless,  with  only  th.ree  peons  to  attend 
them  ;  and,  the  Indians  having  robbed  them  of 
nearly  all  their  goods,  they  wished  to  accou\j)a- 
ny  the  exploring  party  toward  New  Mexico. 

The  village  contained  about  a  dozen  large 
conical  tents  and  as  many  wigwams.  The 
tent-frames  were  of  shapely  jHtles.  from  fifteen 

to  twenty  feet  long,  "stacked"  at  tiie  top,  ami 
covering  a  circular  area  of  about  twelve  feet 
diameter — the  whole  being  covered  with  butVa- 
lo  robes,  with  the  hair  inside,  the  skins  beauti- 

fully dressed  and  ])ainted  with  curious  ligures, 
A  pretty  blue-eyed  boy  of  twelve  years  nnide 

his  appearance,  to  the  pleasant  surprise  of  tlic 
i'oi/a(jears.  His  mother  was  a  Mexican  captive, 
named  Jose  Maria,  from  Kio  deNoccs,  who  had 
been  captured  by  the  Comanches  when  she  was 
but  twenty  years  of  age,  and  liad  lived  with  them 
seven  years.  Her  pretty  child  was  the  son  of 
a  chief ;  but  she  earnestly  desired  to  quit  her 
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hard  masters  and  accompany  our  friends,  in 
the  hope  of  being  restored  to  her  home.  She 
was  closely  watched,  and  with  difficulty  stole  a 
chance  to  speak  with  the  strangers.  There  were 
other  captives  ;  one,  a  man  named  Andres  Nu- 
fiai'es,  from  Chihuahua,  who  had  been  a  prison- 

er five  years.  On  a  pole  in  the  centre  of  the 
village  hung  two  scalps,  sacredly  guarded  by 
an  old  woman,  who  made  much  ado  if  any  one 
attempted  to  approach  them. 

Scarcely  had  the  explorers  pitched  their  tents 
when  the  Kiowas  began  to  assemble  for  the 
council.  A  wilder-looking  crew  could  scarcely 
be  imagined ;  cunning,  duplicity,  treachery, 
were  stamped  upon  every  lineament.  Men, 
women,  and  children — all,  indeed,  except  the 
chiefs — wore  fine  blue  blankets,  which  had  been 
given  them,  they  said,  by  their  good  father,  the 
white-haired  man  whom  they  had  met  on  the 
northern  trail.  They  said  he  had  assured 
them  that  the  Americans  would  continue  to 
make  them  presents  so  long  as  they  behaved 
well.  This  they  had  apparently  construed  into 
a  claim  to  tribute  from  every  party  of  whites  they 
might  meet. 

C6-tat-Sin,  the  great  chief  of  the  Kaiowas, 
was  said  to  be  on  a  buffalo  hunt  to  the  north- 

ward. Some  who  appeared  to  be  petty  chiefs 
had  painted  their  faces  yellow,  and  colored  the 
tops  of  their  heads,  where  the  long  black  hair 
was  parted,  with  vermilion.  Their  noses  were 
long  and  aquiline,  their  chins  beardless,  their 
eyes  small,  bright,  and  sparkling,  their  fore- 

heads retreating,  their  clieek-bones  high  and 
ugly.  They  carried  superb  bows  of  bois  d'arc, 
adorned  with  brass  nails,  silver  plates,  and  wam- 

pum beads;  the  arrows  were  about  twenty-eight 
inches  long,  with  steel  points  and  painted  feath- 

er trimmings;  the  quiver  and  belt,  of  wolf-skin, 

were  wrought  with  beads.  They  wore  mocca- 
sins and  buckskin  leggins,  bound  with  wam- 
pum and  bead-work,  and  fastened  with  silver 

buckles.  From  the  crown  of  the  head  was  sus- 
pended a  queue  of  horse-hair  reaching  nearly 

to  the  ground,  and  decorated  with  ten  circular 
plates  of  silver,  from  one  to  three  inciios  in  di- 

ameter, and  terminating  in  a  silver  crescent 
and  wampum.  They  wore  no  pendents  to  the 
nose,  but  in  their  ears  were  brass  rings,  to  which 
were  attached  chains  and  bugle-beads  of  bone 
or  iridescent  shells,  hanging  low  on  the  shoul- 

ders. Similar  ornaments  were  worn  on  the 
neck ;  and  all  had  bracelets  of  brass  wire  or 
silver  bands.  One  of  the  chiefs  had  suspended 
from  his  neck  a  large  silver  cross,  Aveighing  half 
a  pound  or  more,  curiously  wrought,  and  term- 

inating in  a  crescent — a  trophy,  probably,  from 
some  Mexican  church.  Hanging  on  a  post  in 
the  village  was  a  yet  more  elaborate  head-dress 
— a  cap,  richly  embroidered  witli  wampum,  with 
a  pendent  eight  feet  long  to  trail  behind,  com- 

posed of  a  row  of  scarlet  goose-quills,  which, 
when  worn,  stand  out  fiercely  from  the  back. 

Our  friends  expressed  a  wish  to  purchase 
some  of  these  fine  vanities;  but  the  Indians  said 
they  loved  their  ornaments,  and  would  not  part 
with  them.  In  truth,  there  was  nothing  in  the 
exploring  train  of  equal  magnificence  where- 

with to  tempt  the  red  nabobs  to  exchange. 
At  length  the  chiefs  were  invited  to  be  seat- 
ed in  what  they  styled  the  Grand  Council.  A 

pipe  was  passed  from  hand  to  hand  around  the 
circle  ;  and  it  was  especially  noticeable  that  ev- 

ery man  of  them  directed  his  first  puff"  toward the  sun.    The  old  chief  then  spoke. 
At  a  short  distance,  he  said,  were  two  other 

camps,  where  formidable  numbers  of  Kaiowas 
were  congregated.    He  boasted  of  their  inva- 
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rinbly  };()0(1  conduct  towiird  Amcricnns;  claiincd 
particular  friendsliip  witli  his  prescMit  j^iicsts; 
and  closed  by  juskinp,  without  circumlocution,  ! 
for  the  reward  wiiich,  he  said,  the  good  Indian  i 
agent  had  i)roniiscd  thoni. 

Mr,  Whipple  replied,  that  the  Great  Ciiicf  at  i 

Wasliington  had  sent  him  and  his  friends  on  a  ' 
long  journey  through  many  Indian  tribes,  and  j 
had  given  them  merely  a  few  presents,  to  in-  | 
di  ate  to  the  good  i)eoplc  tliey  might  meet  his  , 
approbation,  and  in  token  of  his  assurance  that, 
if  they  continued  friendly  to  small  parties  of  j 
emigrants.  Government  would  protect  and  as-  i 
sist  them. 

A  red  blanket,  some  beads,  and  tobacco  were  ; 

then  oflf  rcd  to  ca  h  of  tht:  fivt?  c-hiefs,  'I  lu  \ 
looked  disdainfully  on  the  gifts,  nnd  said  tl.u: 
the  good,  whilc-hnired  Father  had  led  tijcm  fo 
expect  at  least  a  blanket  for  each  indivitluul  ol 
the  band,  besides  (alico  for  t!»c  women  urn! 
( hildren,  and  that  on  these  terms  only  coiih! 
they  be  friends  with  Americans. 

They  were  told  that  the  American  Om-orn- 
ment  gave  free  gifts  only — nothing  on  coinpnl 
sion;  if  they  were  not  satisfied  uith  tl.c  pres- 

ents they  could  return  them ;  no  doubt  the 
peace  could  be  i»reserved  with  powder  and  bnll. 
Besides,  there  was  another  a' count  to  settle 
with  them,  regarding  certain  Me\i<  an  .-  .ipfiv. 
w!io  wished  to  return  to  their  fiicnds. 
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This  unexpected  demand  created  a  lively 
commotion.  The  old  chief  was  fairly  convulsed 
with  anger;  his  hitherto  jjlacid  countenance  as- 

sumed an  expression  of  dark  malignity.  He 
said  it  was  not  the  part  of  a  friend  to  come 
among  them  separating  wives  and  children  from 
imsbands  and  fathers.  He  was  assured  that 
none  would  be  taken  save  such  as  wished  to  go. 
So,  making  a  virtue  of  a  necessity,  he  present- 

ly agreed  that  if  they  really  desired  to  leave, 
and  their  protectors  Avould  give  him  "a  heap  of 
things,"  he  would  consent  to  their  departure; 
but  he  begged  that  his  white  brothers  would  be- 

stow something  to  eat  on  their  red  friends,  who 
were  hungry. 

As  the  storm  was  lulled,  and  the  fear  of  ag- 
gression now  evidently  on  tlie  Indian  side,  the 

explorers  could  afford  to  be  generous,  and  a 
cow  was  presented.  Good-liumor  was  at  once 
restored ;  the  Kaiowas  proposed  to  entertain 
their  guests  by  hunting  and  killing  the  cow,  as 
if  she  Avere  a  wild  buffalo.  So,  mounting  their 
horses,  and  goading  the  poor  animal  to  mad- 

ness, they  pursued  her,  piercing  her  with  ar- 
rows until  she  fell  exhausted. 

During  the  commotion  in  the  tent  Vicente 
was  terribly  frightened  ;  he  disliked  their  smok- 

ing toward  the  sun,  and  said  "they  were  bad 
men  to  do  that ;  they  were  sorcerers,  and  were 
casting  a  spell  to  do  us  harm."  Nothing  could 
shake  the  boy's  belief  in  the  witchcraft  he  had 
seen  practiced  among  the  Comanches.  An- 

dres, the  Mexican  captive,  was  asked  why  the 
Kaiowas  smoked  to  the  sun ;  he  replied,  that 
they  thus  invoked  the  blessing  of  their  God. 

Next  day  a  chief,  the  reputed  father  of  the 
pretty  blue-eyed  boy,  came  into  camp  soon  aft- 

er daybreak,  leading  the  child,  for  whom  he 
begged  a  present.  Doubtless  he  thought  that, 
by  the  judicious  exhibition  of  a  little  paternal 
affection,  he  might  be  spared  the  costly  pangs 
of  separation.    The  mother  soon  followed,  rid- 

ing up  to  the  tents  on  a  vicious-looking  pony, 
with  a  rough  thong  for  a  bridle  and  two  strings 
for  stirrups.  The  old  chief  seemed  vexed  at 
her  coming,  she  being  his  third  and  favorite 
wife.  He  probably  ordered  her  to  return,  for 
she  suddenly  retired  without  speaking  a  word  ; 
the  child  followed  her.  The  woman  seemed 
very  sad ;  her  looks  eloquently  supplicated  for 
freedom. 

While  Messrs.  Whipple  and  Jones  (First 
Lieutenant  7th  infantry,  in  command  of  escort) 
were  discussing  this  matter,  one  of  the  Mexican 
traders  reported  that  the  Indians  had  robbed 
him  of  several  articles.  The  chief  was  ordered 
to  see  them  restored,  and  repaired  to  the  vil- 

lage as  if  to  obey;  but  almost  instantaneously 
their  skins  were  packed,  their  lodge-poles  tied 
to  the  sides  of  their  horses,  and  the  whole  party 
mounted,  ready  for  a  start.  Confiding  in  the 
fleetness  of  their  horses,  and  with  their  captives 
well  guarded,  they  quietly  awaited  the  depart- ure of  the  exploring  party. 

On  the  14th  of  November  we  find  the  ex- 
plorers at  Covero — a  small  Mexican  town,  of 

about  sixty  families,  in  one  of  the  valleys  be- 
tween San  Mateo  and  the  Kio  San  Jose', 

Covero  being  a  frontier  settlement,  the  people 
had  suffered  much  from  incursions  of  the  Na- 
vajos.  Occasionally  they  had  been  driven  from 
their  village  to  take  refuge  among  the  neigh- 

boring cliffs,  where  defiles  and  difficult  pas- 
sages afford  concealment  and  defense.  Many 

had  been  made  captives  by  the  Indians,  and 
ransomed  after  years  of  servitude.  One  of  the 
men  exhibited  a  Navajo  shield  called  "  chimal" 
■ — a  trophy  he  had  won  in  battle.  It  was  of  raw 
hide,  circular,  about  two  feet  in  diameter,  with 
an  image  of  a  demon  painted  on  one  side ;  it 
Iiad  also  a  border  of  red  cloth,  the  ends  of 
which  hung  in  long  streamers  trimmed  with 
feathers. 

The  Navajos  are  not  always  hostile — they 

RKilOVING  CAMV 
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liave  frequently  vi.^itcd  the 
village  on  friendly  terms ; 
and  probably  tlie  inhabit- 

ants have  gained  as  nmch 
in  trade  with  them  as  they 
have  lost  in  war.  It  was 
onee  the  boast  of  these  In- 

dians tiiat,  if  they  chose, 
they  could  exterminate  the 
Mexicans,  and  that  they 
spared  them  only  to  save 
themselves  the  trouble  of 
raising  corn  and  sheep.  Ca- 
ravajal,  the  Navajo  chief, 
seems  to  have  been  a  man 
of  much  enterprise  and  cun- 

ning. It  is  said  that,  for- 
merly, he  was  accustomed 

to  hover  about  the  settle- 
ments until  a  chance  for  pil- 

lage presented  itself,  when 
he  would  communicate  the 
fact  to  some  band  in  the  vi- 

cinity, prepared  to  improve 
the  opportunity;  then,  turn- 

ing informer,  he  put  the  Mexicans  on  the  trail 
of  the  freebooters — thus  securing  a  reward  from 
both  sides. 

On  the  23d,  the  explorers  entered  the  val- 
ley, several  miles  in  width,  which  leads  to 

Zufii.  The  soil  seemed  light ;  but,  where  cul- 
tivated, it  produces  fine  crops  without  artificial 

irrigation.  Not  an  acequia  was  to  be  seen,  and 
an  Indian,  who  accompanied  the  party,  said  they 
were  not  resorted  to,  the  rains  affording  sufli- 
cent  moisture.  Within  the  valley  were  towers, 
here  and  there,  whence  laborers  and  herdsmen 
watched,  to  prevent  a  surprise  from  Apaches. 
Near  the  centre  of  the  apparent  plain  stood,  on 
an  eminence,  the  compact  city  of  Zuni.  Be- 

side it  flowed  the  river  of  the  same  name — 
said  to  be  sometimes  a  large  stream,  but  at 
present  an  humble  rivulet.  The  Zunian  guide 
was  communicative  by  the  way,  and  pointed  out 
various  places  where  he  had  displayed  valor  in 
battle  with  the  Navajos.  Of  the  ruined  pueblo 
on  the  mesa^  called  by  Simpson  "Old  Zuni," 
he  related  a  tradition,  which  he  said  had  been 
handed  down  by  the  caciques  from  time  imme- 

morial. In  the  most  ancient  times  Qievijm 
quanto  hat)  their  fathers  came  from  the  West, 
and  built  the  present  town.  Here  they  lived 
till  one  7wche  triste,  at  midnight,  a  great  flood 
came,  rolling  in  from  the  west.  The  people 
fled  in  terror — some  to  the  jnesa,  and  escaped  ; 
the  rest  perished  in  the  deluge.  The  waters 

rose  to  near  the  top  of  the  'mesa,  and  there  ' 
rested ;  and  the  people  built  the  pueblo  crown-  j 
ing  the  hill.  To  appease  the  angry  spirit  Avho 
had  brought  this  calamity  upon  them,  a  young 

man  and  a  maiden  were  thrown  from  the  clitl"  | into  the  flood,  which  thereupon  subsided,  leav-  | 
ing  the  victims  transformed  into  statues  of  I 
stone ;  and  so  they  stand  to  this  day.  The  | 
people  then  returned  to  the  valley.  | 

On  reaching  the  town  of  Zuni  a  most  revolt- 

ing spectacle  met  the  eyes  of  our  friends  ;  firaall- 
])ox  had  been  making  terrible  ravages  among 
the  people,  and  the  strangers  were  soon  sur- 

rounded by  men,  women,  and  children  inficted 
with  this  loathsome  disease  in  the  difiercnt 
stages  of  its  progress.  Passing  beneath  an  an  h. 
they  entered  a  court  consecrated  to  the  Monte- 

zuma dances — ceremonies  of  a  most  singular 
character:  the  corn-dance,  also,  is  a  fantastic, 
annual  festival.  This  court  was  quite  surround- 

ed by  houses  of  several  receding  stories,  com- 
municating by  means  of  ladders.  One  of  three 

stories  was  pointed  out  as  the  residence  of  a 
cacique,  where  frequently,  at  night,  all  the 
oflicers  of  Government  met  in  consultation. 
The  caciques  are  the  chief  of  those ;  tlicy  are 
four  in  number — their  office  hereditary.  The 
caciques  exercise  a  general  superintendence 
over  all  that  pertains  to  the  pxiblic  welfare,  and 
have  the  power  of  declaring  war  or  ]><';icc. 
They  appoint  two  chief  captains,  ̂ \hcm  they 
consult  on  all  occasions — one  is  the  war-chief, 
the  other  a  sort  of  superintendent  of  jiolice. 
The  latter,  mingling  intimately  with  the  peo- 

ple, selects  the  most  active  and  intelligent, 
whom  he  nominates  to  the  caciques  for  the 

ai)pointment  of  Governor  and  subordinate  olii- 
cers.  Should  any  one  of  these  prove  avariciou^ 
and  exacting,  the  people  comi)lain  to  the  ca- 

ciques, and  the  oflcndcr  is  otlicially  decapitated. 
The  caciques  are  su])reme.  though  somctimi^s 
voluntarily  deferring  to  the  will  of  the  people. 

The  strangers  ascended  to  the  house-tops, 
climbing  ladder  after  ladtier,  and  encountering 
on  the  Avay  successive  groups  of  miserable 
wretches  who  bore  unmistakable  signs  of  in- 

cipient or  departing  disease.  Here  were  many 
tamed  eagles ;  they  are  caught  in  the  cliffs 
when  young,  and  become  quite  domesticated : 
the  people  arc  attached  to  them,  and  can  not 
easily  be  persuaded  to  part  with  them. 
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From  the  top  the  puebio  reminds  one  of  an 
immense  ant-hill,  from  the  denseness  of  its 
population,  and  even  some  similarity  of  form. 
There  are  said  to  be  white  Indians  in  Zuni, 
with  fair  complexions,  blue  eyes,  and  light  hair; 
the  prevalence  of  small-pox  prevented  the  ex- 

plorers from  seeing  them.  A  sort  of  tradition, 
too  vague  to  be  worthy  of  credence,  prevails 
among  the  New  Msxicans  in  explanation  of 
this  phenomenon.  They  say  that,  many  years 
ago — centuries  perhaps — a  company  of  Welsh 
miners,  with  their  wives  and  children,  emigrated 
thither,  and  that  the  Zufiians  killed  the  men 
and  married  the  women. 

There  is  a  most  curious  resemblance  between 

certain  Zuiii  and  English  words:  "  Eat-a"  is 
to  eat ;  "  Eat-on-o-way"  signides  eaten  enough  : 
to  express  admiration  they  exclaim,  "Look 
ye!"  or,  somatimes,  "Look  ye  here !"  These 
facts,  known  to  Americans,  may  serve  to  ex- 

plain the  origin  or  revival  of  the  Welsh  legend. 
As  the  train  unwound  itself,  stretching  along 

in  the  direction  of  Zuni,  the  explorers  turned 
their  looks  wistfully  toward  the  legendary  table- 

land that  lay  about  a  league  away,  on  their  left. 
A  Zurii  captain,  who  had  promised  to  conduct 
them,  not  appearing,  Messrs.  Whipple  and 
Parke  and  Dr.  Bigelow  resoh'ed  to  find  their 
own  way  to  the  top,  if  possible.  Striking  a 
trail,  they  proceeded  southward  two  miles,  to 
a  deep  canon,  where  were  sprinj;s  of  water, 
whence,  by  a  zigzag  course,  they  led  their  mules 
up  to  the  first  bench  of  the  ascent.  Here,  hol- 

lowed from  the  rock,  was  an  Indian  cave,  look- 
ing down  into  which  they  saw,  in  the  centre, 

six  small  birds,  carefully  placed  side  by  side, 
in  two  rows  ;  as  no  other  object  was  visible 
within  the  apartment,  they  concluded  that  some 
superstitious  rite  was  being  performed.  Beyond 
this  place,  on  the  sandy  slope,  were  orchards 
of  peach-trees,  which,  although  the  soil  seemed 
dry,  and  there  was  no  arrangement  for  artificial 
irrigation,  presented  a  flourishing  appearance. 
Overhead,  the  projecting  summit  of  the  cliff 
seemed  inaccessible,  and  as  Indians  were  here 
gathering  fuel,  an  effort  w^as  made  to  engage 
their  services  as  gui  Jes ;  but,  being  very  young 
men,  and  probably  fearful  of  offending  their 
elders,  they  were  shy  and  not  to  be  tempted. 
At  length  an  old  man,  crippled  by  his  weight 
of  years,  accepted  the  reward,  and  pointed  to 
the  road,  along  which  the  young  fellows  now 
led  the  way  with  alacrity;  and  the  explorers, 
leaving  their  mules,  followed  a  trail  which,  with 
singular  pains,  had  been  hammered  out  from 
seam  to  seam  of  the  rocks  along  the  side  of  the 
precipice.  At  various  points  of  the  ascent, 
wherever  a  projecting  ledge  permitted,  were 
barricades  of  stone,  whence,  the  old  man  said, 
the  Zuaians  had  hurled  rocks  upon  the  invading 
Spaniards.  Having  ascended  about  one  thou- 

sand feet,  they  found  themselves  on  a  plateau 
covered  with  thick  cedars,  the  old  man  having 
been  left  fer  behind.  The  young  guides,  who 
understood  no  Spanish,  led  the  way  to  tiie  op- 

posite side  of  the  incsa,  and  pointed  to  a  pair 

of  stone  pillars,  which,  from  description,  were 
at  once  recognized  as  the  legendary  statues  of 
the  Flood  and  the  Sacrifice. 

Jose  3Iaria,  the  war-chief,  on  another  occa- 
sion, repeated  this  story  of  the  flood  : 

Once,  he  said,  the  waves  rolled  in  from  the 
west,  and  water  gushed  from  the  earth.  It 
was  at  midnight.  A  few  of  the  people  fled  to 
the  top  of  the  mesa  and  were  saved ;  the  rest  per- 

ished in  the  greedy  waters.  Navajos,  Apaches, 
and  even  wild  beasts,  save  only  such  as  took 

refuge  on  the  mountain-top,  sufi'ered  a  common fate.  The  Zunians,  on  the  lofty  eminence, 
built  a  pueblo  to  await  the  subsidence  of  the 
waters.  But  as  time  passed,  and  the  waves 
still  resounded  from  the  sandstone  cliffs  that 
begirt  their  island  of  refuge,  it  was  evident  that 
the  Great  Spirit  was  angry.  A  sacrifice  of 
signal  honor  and  awfulness  must  be  offered  to 
appease  him.  The  youthful  son  of  the  cacique 
a,nd  a  beautiful  virgin  were  the  devoted  ones. 
Girt  with  sticks  trimmed  with  feathers,  they 
were  lowered  into  the  deep.  Immediately  the 
waters  retired,  leaving  the  young  man  and  the 
maiden  solemn  statues  of  everlasting  stone. 
Then  the  people  returned  to  the  valley,  aban- 

doning the  city  on  the  hill  till  the  Spaniards 
came,  when  once  more  they  climbed  the  heights 
— fortifying  at  every  turn  two  steep  approaches, 
by  which  alone  they  could  be  assailed.  "  Old 
Zuni"  was  rebuilt;  and  by  hurling  down  stones 
upon  the  heads  of  their  invaders,  for  a  long 
time  they  held  their  own.  But  at  last  the  ene- 

my were  victorious — the  heights  were  scaled ; 
and  the  Zuaians  say  that,  imprinted  in  the 
solid  rock,  as  though  in  clay,  may  be  seen  to 
this  day  the  foot-print  of  the  first  white  man 
that  reached  the  summit. 

Xhe  top  of  the  mesa,  a  mile  in  width,  was 
of  an  irregular  figure,  detined  by  perpendicular 
bluffs.  Three  times  our  friends  crossed  it, 
searching  in  vain  for  traces  of  a  ruin  ;  not  even 
a  fragment  of  pottery  could  be  found,  and  they 
were  about  to  relinquish  to  pleasant  fable  all 
claim  to  the  vaunted  pueblo,  when  the  old  In- 

dian, to  the  surprise  of  all,  made  his  appearance, 
like  Meg  Merrilies,  at  the  top  of  the  cliff.  Prob- 

ably the  guide  had  waited  for  his  permission ; 
for  he  now  led  the  party  at  once  to  a  spot  which, 
on  examination,  displayed  interesting  traces  of 
art.  A  few  very  small  fragments  of  potteiy 
were  lying  on  the  ground,  and  with  some  care 
the  remains  of  a  thick  wall,  in  the  shape  of  a 
V,  could  be  demonstrated. 

But  the  guide  hurried  the  party  forward 
half  a  mile,  where,  indeed,  appeared  the  ruins 
of  a  city ;  crumbling  walls,  from  two  to  twelve 
feet  high,  were  gathered,  in  confused  heaps, 
over  several  acres  of  ground.  Covering  ever}- 
mass  of  rubbish  were  tall  cacti,  opuntia  arhor- 
esrens,  tipped  with  bright  yellow  fruit,  that  gave 

I  the  place  the  appearance,  from  a  little  distance, 
of  a  garden.  On  examining  the  pueblo,  the 
explorers  found  that  the  standing  walls  rested 
j  on  ruins  of  greater  antiquity.  The  original 
mason-y,  as  well  as  they  could  judge,  must  have 
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been  about  six  feet  thick ;  the  more  recent  did 
not  exceed  a  foot,  or  eighteen  indies,  but  the 
small  sandstone  blocks  liad  been  laid  in  mud- 
mortar  with  considerable  skill. 

Ilavinf^  gathered  a  few  specimens  of  painted 
pottery,  abundant  in  such  j)laces,  and  an  obsid- 

ian arrow-head  tliat  was  found,  the  i)arty  ap;ain 
followed  the  {xnide.  Within  a  forest  of  cedars 
a  secluded  nook  disclosed  a  Zuni  altar.  An 
oval  basin,  seven  feet  in  lenjjth,  had  been 
scooped  from  the  ground.  Near  one  end  stood 
a  vertical  shaft,  two  feet  high,  neatly  trimmed 
with  feathers,  and  a  circular  net-work  of  cord. 

Symmetrically  placed  upon  the  op|K)sito  »'\dp  was a  cedar  post,  alK)Ht  two  and  a  half  (vol  liiph. 
and  (juaintly  carved.  Sliclls  were  susj»fndcd 
from  the  centre ;  and  Ixdow  was  in^orU'd  a 
grooved  hori/ontal  i)iece,  decorated  with  lK.-ad<» 
and  sIk'Uh.  Between  and  aroimd  these  was  a 
little  forest  of  fi-athr-red  sticks,  planted  gener- 

ally in  rows,  and  united  by  means  of  twine 
Behind  stood  a  thin  board,  two  or  three  inches 
wide  and  three  feet  high,  with  sfvcn  angular 
notches  at  the  top;  wliiU;,  in  regular  ord<T  lx"- 
low,  were  rei)res('ntations  of  a  star,  the  moon, 
the  sun,  a  T,  and  two  parall'-l  lines,  liai-k 

ZtJNI  INDIANS 
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all  lay  a  flat  rock,  apparently  placed  for  an 
altar,  though  there  were  no  signs  of  a  fire  or  a 
sacrifice.  Upon  this  rock  were  piled  a  great 
number  of  sticks,  cut  precisely  like  those  al- 

ready described,  all  partially  decayed,  and  some 
in  the  last  stage  of  decomposition  :  it  was  evi- 

dent that  they  had  once,  in  their  turn,  occu- 
pied places  in  the  basin.  Judging  from  the 

soundness  of  cedar  ties  at  El  Moro,  some  of 
these  remnants  of  carved  pieces  of  wood  indi- 

cated great  antiquity. 
Although  many  sea-shells  and  other  orna- 

ments were  lying  around  the  guide  would  not 
suffer  the  strangers  to  take  away  the  least  thing. 
When  the  party  were  about  to  leave  he  took 
from  his  j)Ouch  a  white  powder,  and,  muttering 
a  prayer,  blew  it  three  times  toward  the  altar. 
He  then  followed  the  ofhcers,  intimating  by 
signs  that,  on  other  table-lands,  east,  south,  and 
west,  were  similar  consecrated  spots.  The  white 
powder  he  had  used  was  found  to  be  "  pinole," 
the  flour  of  parched  corn.  His  object,  he  said, 
was  "pidiendo  fortuna,"  to  ask  the  blessing  of 
Montezuma  and  the  Sun  on  his  daily  bread. 

On  the  28th,  a  Mexican  herder  deserted. 
His  services  could  not  well  be  spared,  and,  be- 

sides, should  he  have  escaped,  his  example  would 
have  been  followed  by  others ;  so  the  Governor 
was  requested  to  search  the  town.  The  church 
bells  were  rung,  and  the  chief  of  police  passed 
through  the  streets  proclaiming  the  order.  Very 
soon  the  fugitive  was  dragged  from  his  hiding- 
place,  and  sent  under  escort  to  the  train,  where 
he  was  delivered  over  to  the  safe- keeping  of  the 
guard.  The  promptness  and  success  with  which 
the  Governor  discharged  the  duties  of  his  office, 
in  this  case,  spoke  well  for  his  ability  to  main- 

tain discipline  among  his  people. 
Having  heard  that  some  carious  manuscripts 

were  in  the  keeping  of  the  chief  cacique,  sev- 
eral of  the  exploring  party  went  to  his  house  to 

see  them.  Climbing  a  ladder,  they  entered  a 
comfortable  room  where  the  old  man  sat  by  the 
fire  in  the  midst  of  his  family.  The  papers 
were  sent  for,  and,  after  some  delay,  brought 
in  by  a  very  gooJ-looking  boy  of  twelve  years, 
with  auburn  hair,  blue  eyes,  and  fair  com- 

plexion— a  son  of  the  cacique,  and  claiming  to 
be  of  pure  Indian  blood.  These  manuscripts 
were  found  to  consist  of  a  correspondence  be- 

tween the  Governor  of  New  Mexico  and  certain 
priests  of  Zuai,  and  one  bore  the  date  of  1757. 
The  old  man  declined  giving  them  to  his  guests, 
saying  that,  a  long  time  ago,  they  had  been 
found  in  a  corner  of  the  old  church,  and  had 
ever  since  been  handed  down  from  generation 
to  generation,  till  now  they  were  regarded  as 
a  part  of  the  insignia  of  the  cacique's  office. 
Besides,  they  were  sacred,  and  to  part  with 
them  would  bring  evil  upon  the  pueblo.  He 
consented  that  they  might  be  copied ;  but  there  ! 
was  not  time  for  that. 

The  Pueblo  Indians  say  that  there  is  but  one 
God,  but  Montezuma  is  his  equal.  Inferior  to 
both  of  these  is  the  Sun,  to  whom  they  smoke 
and  pray,  because  he  looks  upon  them,  knows 

their  wants,  and  answers  their  prayers.  The 
Moon  is  the  younger  sister  of  the  Sun,  and  the 
Stars  are  their  children  ;  all  are  worshiped. 
Besides  these  there  is  the  Great  Snake,  to  whom, 
by  command  of  Montezuma,  they  must  look  for life. 

Some  Pueblo  Indians,  called  Tiguex,  who 
visited  the  camp  on  the  Canadian,  near  the 
Llano  Estacado,  related  many  interesting  tra- 

ditions of  their  tribe : 
The  Tiguex,  they  said,  first  appeared  at  Shi- 

pap,  the  northwest  source  of  the  Rio  del  Norte. 
Whence  they  came  is  not  known.  They  were 
wandering  without  fixed  abode,  and  sought  shel- 

ter among  the  canons  of  the  river,  in  caves 
which  yet  remain.  They  sojourned  a  while  at 
Acoti,  the  birth-place  of  Montezuma,  who  be- 

came the  leader  and  guide  of  the  subsequent 
migration.  He  taught  them  to  build  pueblos, 
with  lofty  houses  and  estvfas^  and  to  kindle  sa- 

cred fires,  to  be  guarded  by  priests.  Taos  was 
the  first  pueblo  established  by  him.  Thence  he 
proceeded  southward,  forming  settlements  in 
the  order  of  succession  represented  in  a  rude 
map  which  they  traced  upon  the  ground.  Aco- 
ma  was  strongly  built  and  fortified  under  his 
direction.  Pecos  also  was  one  of  his  principal 
towns.  While  here,  Montezuma  took  a  tall 
tree  and  planted  it  in  an  inverted  position,  say- 

ing that  when  he  should  disappear  a  foreign 
race  would  come  and  rule  over  his  j)eople,  and 
there  would  be  no  rain  ;  but  he  commanded 
them  to  watch  the  sacred  fire  till  that  tree  should 
fall,  at  which  time  white  men  would  pour  into 
the  land  from  the  east,  and  overthrow  their  op- 

pressors ;  and  he  himself  would  reappear  to  re- 
store his  kingdom ;  the  earth  would  again  be 

fertilized  by  rain,  and  the  mountains  yield  treas- 
ures of  silver  and  gold. 

From  Pecos,  which — as  though  it  had  fulfill- 
ed its  destiny — is  now  desolate,  Montezuma 

continued  southward,  spreading  pueblos  far  and 
wide,  till  he  reached  the  City  of  Mexico.  There, 
they  say,  he  lived  till  the  arrival  of  the  Span- 

iards, when  he  disappeared. 
"Since  then,"  said  the  narrator,  becoming 

quite  excited  by  his  story,  "the  prediction  has 
been  verified,  and  the  tree  at  Pecos  fell  as  the 

American  army  was  entering  Santa  Fe."  For 
some  time  previous  the  Indians  of  that  pueblo 
had  been  dwindling  away ;  and  soon  after  the 
falling  of  the  sacred  tree  an  old  priest,  the  last 
of  his  tribe,  died  at  his  post,  and  the  sacred  fire 
was  extinguished.  They  are  now  anxiously 
expecting  the  return  of  Montezuma;  and  it  is 
related  that,  in  San  Domingo,  every  morning 
at  sunrise,  a  sentinel  climbs  to  a  house-top  and 
looks  eastward  for  his  coming. 

The  Tiguex  say  that  Comanches,  Navajos, 
and,  indeed,  all  tribes  of  Indians,  are  alike  de- 

scended from  Montezuma.  All  smoke  to  the 
Sun,  that  he  may  send  them  antelope  to  kill 
and  Indians  to  trade  with,  and  that  he  may 
save  them  from  their  enemies. 

The  first  of  the  Indian  hieroglyphics  discov- 
ered on  the  route  were  at  Rocky  Dell  Creek, 
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oetween  the  edge  of  the  Llano  Estacndo  and  |     In  thevulley  of  Zufti  thcru  i«a«inj;uIiir»prinB;, 
the  Canadian.  Tlic  stream  flows  throii{j;h  a  surrounded  by  lii^jh  walln  of  earth,  on  tho  to|> 
•ijorgc,  on  one  side  of  which  a  shelving  sunJ-  '  of  which  jire  many  cartlMsn  jar«  in  an  inverted 
stone  rock  forms  a  sort  of  cave.  The  roof  is  position.  iVdro  I'ino,  Governor  of  Zufji,  wns 
covered  with  paintings,  some  evidently  ancient ;  (luestioncd  regarding  this  fountain.  lie  replied : 
and  beneath  are  innumeraJjlc  carvings  of  foot-  ,  ''We  live  in  a  country  without  (trt^f/uiax,  and 
prints,  animals,  and  symmetrical  lines.  |  for  the  growth  of  our  erojjs  defK?nd  upon  rain. 

The  carvings  arc  of  horses  and  men,  with  i  To  obtain  this  blessing  from  the  (ireat  Spirit  ii 
combinations  of  right  lines  and  curves,  jiroduc-  j  is  necessary  that  we  i>erform  the  rites,  and  keep 
ing  various  hieroglyphic  figures.  A  favorite  |  holy  the  traditions,  of  our  ancestors.  Tins 
symbol  is  the  track  of  a  moccasin.  Seven  is  ;  spring  has  been  ever  sacred  to  the  rain-god ; 
the  number  most  frequently  noted,  reminding  no  animal  may  <lrink  of  its  waters.  It  must  Ik; 
one  of  Chisholm's  remarks.  The  Tigucx  rec-  ;  annually  cleansed  with  ancient  vases,  transmit- 
ognized  these  hieroglyphics,  and  said  that  this  ted  from  generation  to  generation  hy  the  ca- 
plaee  was  once  a  favorite  buffalo  range ;  here  ciqucs,  and  Avhich,  having  been  thus  uscfl,  are 
their  fathers  hunted,  feasted,  and  danced;  and  deposited  uj)on  tiie  walls,  never  to  be  removed, 
then,  sitting  by  the  water-side,  recorded  their  I  The  frog,  the  tortoise,  and  the  rattlesnake,  rep- 
deeds  and  thoughts  upon  the  rocks.  I  resented  uj>on  them,  ar;.'  ."^acred  to  Montezunia. 

INDIAN  rOTTKKY. 
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the  patron  of  the  place,  who  would  consume  by 
lijjjhtning  any  sacrilegious  hand  that  should 
dare  to  despoil  the  holy  place  of  its  relics. 

The  caciques  are  priests  as  well  as  govern- 
ors;  and  Pedro  Pino  is  the  high  priest  —  his 

special  duty  being  to  officiate  before  the  water- 
deities.    To  him  belong  the  invocations  for  rain. 

Although  tolerating  in  their  pueblo  a  church 
of  the  Cross,  and  the  occasional  visits  of  a 
Christian  priest,  these  people  seem  to  have  but 
little  regard  for  the  Catholic  religion.  In  se- 

cret they  glory  in  their  loyalty  to  Montezuma. 
They  endeavor  to  keep  their  Spanish  neighbors 
ignorant  of  their  ceremonies,  but  say  that  Amer- 

icans are  brothers  of  the  children  of  Montezu- 
ma, and  their  true  friends ;  therefore  they  hide 

from  them  neither  their  sacred  dances  in  the 
courts  nor  the  midnight  meetings  of  caciques 
in  the  estufa. 

In  passing  through  the  Navajo  country  the 
natives  kept  obstinately  aloof  from  the  explor- 

ing party.  A  Mexican  herder,  from  Covero, 
who  understood  their  language,  supplied  the 
materials  for  a  vocabulary.  A  few  years  since, 
while  playing  at  Covero  spring,  he  was  cap- 

tured by  Navajos.  For  nine  months  he  was 
a  prisoner,  and  followed  the  Indians  on  their 
hunting  and  war  paths.  He  accompanied  a 
party  of  one  thousand  warriors  through  the 
Moqui  country,  and  afterward  spent  much  time 
among  their  rancherias  in  the  famous  Caiion 
de  Chelly.  Though  their  fields  are  numerous, 
they  are  cultivated  by  women  alone — no  man 
ever  condescending  to  lend  a  helping  hand. 
Their  numbers,  he  says,  can  not  be  told.  They 
are  thickly  spread  from  Caaon  de  Chelly  to  Rio 
San  Juan,  and  he  believes  them  equal  to  the 
total  population  of  New  Mexico.  But  these 
statements  must  be  taken  with  abatement,  in 
consideration  of  the  characteristic  and  invaria- 

ble exaggeration  of  these  people.  It  is  prob- 
able that  the  number  of  Navajos  exceeds  the 

usual  estimates.  Their  wealth,  according  to 
this  herder's  account,  consists  of  immense  flocks 
and  herds  ;  some  of  the  richer  chiefs  own  one 
thousand  horses  each,  besides  mules,  cattle,  and 
sheep. 

The  Navajo  marriage-ceremony  consists  sim- 
ply of  a  feast  upon  horse-flesh.  A  plurality  of 

wives  is  allowed,  and  a  man  may  purchase  ac- 
cording to  his  means — the  price  being  paid  in 

horses ;  hence  the  wealthy  often  keep  from  ten 
to  twenty  women — the  wife  last  chosen  being 
always  mistress  of  the  household. 

The  Navajos  believe  in  one  Great  Spirit,  to 

whom,  like  the  Zuaians,  they  make  off"erings  of flesh  and  flour,  imploring  particular  blessings, 
or  invoking  general  good  fortune.  They  also 
erect  altars,  with  stones,  and  sticks  trimmed 
with  feathers.  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  are  sacred 
to  them,  as  the  authors  of  rain  and  harvest. 
15ut  here  the  resemblance  to  the  Pueblo  In- 

dians ceases  ;  they  do  not  acknowledge  Monte- 
zuma, nor  is  he  referred  to  in  their  traditions. 

Neither  they  nor  any  other  tribe  of  Apaches 
regard  rattlesnakes  as  sacred,  though  they  have 

a  superstition  which  leads  them  to  entertain  a 
particular  veneration  for  bears,  which  they  will 
neither  kill  nor  eat.  Pork,  also,  they  have 
been  known  to  refuse,  even  when  suffering  from 
hunger. 

The  tribe  now  occupying  the  region  from 
Pueblo  Creek  to  the  junction  of  the  Rio  Verde 
Avith  the  Salinas  is  called  Tonto — a  wild,  rude 
people,  living  in  huts,  ignorant  of  labor,  and 
subsisting  only  upon  game,  mezcal,  and  what- 

ever nature  yields  spontaneously.  "Tonto,'" in  Spanish,  signifies  stupid;  but  the  Mexicans 
do  not  so  characterize  these  Indians.  On  the 
contrary,  they  consider  them  rather  sharp,  es- 

pecially as  thieves.  Therefore,  as  it  is  not  a 
term  of  reproach,  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose 
that — as  is  frequently  the  case — "Tonto"  is  a 
Spanish  corruption  of  the  original  Indian  name. 
It  is  a  coincidence  worth  noting,  that  Avhen 
Father  Marco  de  Ni^a,  in  1539,  was  in  search 
of  the  kingdom  of  Cevola  (now  Zuni),  he  met 
an  Indian  from  that  place  who  gave  him  in- 

formation of  several  great  nations  and  pueblos. 
Having  described  Cevola,  the  friar  adds :  ' '  Like- 

wise he  saith  that  the  kingdom  of  Totonteac 
lieth  toward  the  west — a  very  mighty  province, 
replenished  with  infinite  store  of  people  and 
riches."  The  position  indicated  (west  from 
Zuiii)  would  apply  to  Pueblo  Creek  ;  and  from 
"  Totonteac"  to  "Tonto"  is  an  easy  corruption. 
Don  Jose  Cortez  calls  them  Apaches ;  but  Sa- 
vedra,  a  well-informed  Mexican,  who  has  been 
much  among  the  wild  tribes,  and  is  considered 
authority  as  to  whatsoever  relates  to  them,  says 
the  Tontos  are  Indians  of  Montezuma,  like  the 
Pueblo  tribes  of  New  Mexico  ;  Pimas,  Marico- 
pas,  Cuchans,  and  Mojaves,  also,  he  says,  be- 

long to  the  same  great  nation.  In  proof  of 
this  he  asserts  that  they  have  a  custom  in  com- 

mon— that  of  cropping  the  front  hair  to  meet 
the  eyebrows,  and  suffering  the  rest,  behind  the 
ears,  to  grow  and  hang  down  its  full  length. 
Lieutenant  Whipple  says  there  is  not  an  ex- 

ception to  this  rule  among  the  Gila  and  Colo- 
rado Indians. 

On  the  29th  of  January,  while  the  exploring 
party  were  at  breakfast,  an  Indian  whoop  was 
heard,  and  two  tawny  figures  looked  down  upon 
them  from  the  hills.  A  couple  of  Mexicans 
were  sent  out  to  bring  the  savages  into  camp — 
which  they  did  under  cover  of  a  flag  of  truce, 
and  all  the  ceremonious  precautions  that  per- 

tain to  it.  These  fellows,  calling  themselves 
Yampais,  produced  a  fire-brand  from  behind  a 
bush,  and  showed  a  slender  column  of  smoke 
as  their  signal  of  peace.  One  of  them  Avas 
facetiously  inclined,  and  without  ceremony  con- 

verted the  Mexicans'  flag  of  truce,  which  hap- 
pened to  be  a  towel,  into  a  breech-cloth  for  hi  - 

abominable  person. 
These  Yampais  were  broad-faced  specimen:- 

of  the  red  man,  Avith  aquiline  noses  and  small 
eyes,  not  unlike  the  Dieginos  of  California. 
Their  language,  also,  bore  some  resemblance  to 
that  of  the  Dieginos.  The  first  Avord  they  ut- 

tered— "  hanna,"  meaning  good — was  at  once 



recognized  as  an  old  acquaintance,  learned  sev- 
eral years  before,  from  the  Mission  Indians  at 

San  Diego.  Two  other  words — "n'yatz,"  I; 
and  "pook,"  beads — were  likewise  familiar  as 
belonging  to  the  language  of  the  Cuchans  (Yu- 
mas)  and  of  the  Coco  Maricopas.  Their  hair 
was  rudely  clipped  in  front,  to  hang  over  the 
forehead,  in  tlie  fashion  of  the  Gila  and  Colo- 

rado tribes.  Their  back  hair  hung  down  nearly 
to  the  Avaist,  and  was  bound  with  variegated 
fillets  of  rima  manufacture — a  custom  ])revail- 
ing,  but  not  universal,  among  all  the  tribes 
that  trim  the  hair  in  front.    For  costume,  the 

strangers  were  not  remarkably  distiiiguisIuHl  : 
the  breech-doth  was,  of  course,  the  principal 
feature.  One  had  a  blue  woolen  shirt,  and 
the  other  a  Navajo  blanket,  which,  they  said, 
were  obtained  from  the  IMoquis.  Tlieir  moc- 

casins were  of  buckskin,  of  home  manufacture  ; 
and  one  sported  leggins,  made  from  the  skin 
of  a  mountain  sheep.  This  man  had  also  a 
quiver  of  sheep-skin,  on  wliich  the  soft  hair  of 
the  same  animal  yet  remained.  On  his  neck 
he  wore  strings  of  white  and  blue  beads,  which, 
he  said,  were  obtained  from  IMnjaves.  Both 
had  painted  their  faces  with  red  ochre. 
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Although  the  evidence  is  abundant  that  the 
Yampais  are  allied  to,  and,  as  it  were,  a  con- 

necting link  between,  the  Gila,  Colorado,  and 
Puebla  Indians,  they  by  no  means  display  the 
fine  muscular  development  and  the  intelligence 
generally  found  among  those  nations,  if  the 
specimens  seen  were  fair  samples  of  their  tribe. 
They  permitted  the  explorers  to  purchase  their 
best  bow  and  a  quiver  of  beautiful  arrows.  The 
former  was  of  cedar,  strung  with  sinews;  the 
arrows  of  reed,  fledged  with  feathers,  tipped 
with  a  wooden  stem,  and  pointed  with  stone. 
Some  were  of  white  quartz  or  agate,  others  of 
obsidian — all  exquisitely  cut  and  highly  fin- 

ished. As  lapidaries,  these  Yampais  would 
seem  to  excel  the  other  tribes. 

Savedra  had  already  recounted  some  inter- 
esting examples  of  the  courage  and  daring  of 

the  Yampais.  He  had  formerly  joined  a  party 
of  Moquis  and  Mexicans,  for  the  purpose  of 
stealing  children  for  slaves.  On  entering  this 
country  they  w' ere  met  by  the  Yampais,  and  at- 

tacked with  such  fury  that  the  wdiole  party  fled. 
They  are  said  to  possess  in  a  most  remarkable 
degree  the  characteristic  stoicism  of  the  Indian 
race.  Neither  fear  for  their  lives,  nor  the  hope 
of  escape,  nor  despair,  nor  gratitude  for  free- 

dom and  for  gifts,  disturbs  even  for  a  moment 
the  quiet  dignity  of  their  deportment. 

On  the  22d  of  February,  in  the  magnificent 
V alley  of  the  Colorado,  our  friends  first  came 
in  contact  with  the  Colorado  Indians.  As  they 
entered  a  ravine  a  whooping  band  sprang  up  on 
all  sides,  some  armed  with  bows  and  aiTows, 
others  without  weapons,  and  many  carrying  ar- 

ticles of  private  baggage  abandoned  at  the  hist 
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camp.  They  professed  to  be  Chemehue'vis — a 
band  of  the  great  Pai-Ute  nation — and  spoke  a 
language  bearing  no  relation  to  that  of  the  Cu- 
chans  or  the  Mojaves. 

About  fifty  Pai-Utes  came  into  camp.  The 
chief,  followed  by  a  long  train  of  warriors,  ap- 

proached to  pay  his  respects.  He  was  short, 
muscular,  and  inclining  to  corpulency,  his  face 
oval  and  pleasing,  though  painted  in  black~and- 
red  stripes.  His  black  hair  was  cropped  in 
front  and  clubbed  beiiind,  although  some  of 
his  people  wore  it  in  plaits,  matted  with  mud 
and  cut  squarely,  to  hang  in  the  middle  of  the 
back.  His  nose  was  wide  and  slightly  aqui- 

line, his  eyes  small  and  oval,  and  surrounded 
by  large  blue  circles  of  paint.  His  dress  con  - 

sisted of  an  old  blue  flannel  shirt,  instead  of  the 
simple  apron  worn  by  his  people ;  but  the  white 
strangers  soon  decked  him  in  gay  costume. 
This  excited  among  the  rest  the  desire  for 
finery,  and  they  accordingly  brought  in,  for 
trade,  considerable  quantities  of  maize,  wheat, 
beans,  and  squashes — affording  dainty  fare  for the  camp. 

These  Pai-Utes  are  closely  allied  to  the  band 
that  massacred  the  lamented  Captain  Gunnison 
and  his  party.  Though  supposed  to  maintain 
a  scanty  and  precarious  subsistence,  principally 
upon  roots,  they  are  probably  distinct  from  the 
Digger  Indians  of  California.  We  have  seen 
that,  in  favorable  localities,  they  sometimes  cul- 

tivate a  fair  supply  of  corn,  wheat,  and  veg- 
etables. 

The  Chemehue'vis  bind  their  infants  to  i\ 
board,  and  cover  their  heads  with  a  cradle-like 
contrivance  made  of  osiers.  The  hands  are  not 

confined,  however,  and 
the  constraint  does  not 
seem  irksome  to  the 
child.  Partly  to  this 
practice  may  be  ascribed 
the  erect  and  faultless 
forms  for  which  the  Col- 

orado Indians  are  fa- 
mous. 

Leaving  the  beautiful 
valley  of  the  Chemehu- 

e'vis, we  presently  find 
our  friends  among  the 
shrewd,  sprightly,  and 
liospitablc  Mojaves.  On 
the  25th  of  February 
they  were  honored  by  a 
visit  of  ceremony  from 

a  pompous  old  chief  of 
the  Mojaves,  who  pre- 

sented credentials  from 

Major  Heintzelman.  — 
The  Major  wrote  that  tlie 

bearer,  Ca])tain  Fran- 
cisco, had  visited  Fort 

Yuma,  with  a  party  of 
warriors,  while  on  an 
expedition  against  the 
Cocopas,  and  that  he  had 
professed     friendship : 
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but  Aincricjiiis  were  advised  not 
to  trust  liiin. 

The  parade  aud  ceremony  with 
whieh  the  visit  was  set  off  were 
not,  in  this  instance,  altogether 
vain  and  idle,  for  without  tliem 
that  auj^ust  pcrsonape,  Captain 
Francisco,  might  easily  have  been 
mistaken  for  the  veriest  beggar  of 
his  tribe.  lie  was  old,  shriveled, 
ugly,  and  naked — but  for  a  strip 
of  dirty  cloth  suspended  by  a  cord 
from  his  loins,  and  an  old  black 
hat,  bandless  and  torn,  drawn 
down  to  his  eyes.  But  his  cre- 

dentials being  satisfactory,  he 
was  received  witli  all  the  honors, 
and  installed  in  a  stately  manner 
on  a  blanket.  The  object  of  the 
expedition  was  explained  to  him, 
and  he  cordially  promised  aid 
and  comfort.  A  few  trinkets, 
some  tobacco,  and  red  blankets 
cut  into  narrow  strips,  were  then 
presented  for  disti'ibution  among 
the  warriors.    The  chief  would  accept  nothing  \  belonged  to  that  tribe. 
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for  himself,  so  the  council  was  dissolved.  The 
Mqjave  chiefs  look  upon  foreign  gifts  in  a  na- 

tional light,  and  accept  them  only  in  the  name 
of  the  people. 

Savedra  counted  six  hundred  Indians  in 
camp,  of  whom  probably  half  had  brought  bags 
of  meal  or  baskets  of  corn  for  sale.  The  market 
was  opened,  and  all  were  crowding,  eager  to  be 
the  first  at  the  stand,  amidst  shouts,  laughter, 
and  a  confusion  of  tongues — English,  Spanish, 
and  Indian. 
When  the  trading  was  concluded,  the  Mojave 

people  sauntered  about  the  camp  in  picturesque 
and  merry  groups,  making  the  air  ring  with. 
peals  of  laughter.  Some  of  the  young  men  se- 

lected a  level  spot,  forty  paces  in  length,  for  a 
play-ground,  and  amused  themselves  with  their 
favorite  game  of  hoop-and-poles.  The  hoop  is 
six  inches  in  diameter,  and  made  of  elastic  cord ; 
the  poles  are  straight,  and  about  fifteen  feet  in 
length.  Rolling  the  hoop  from  one  end  of  the 
course  toward  the  othei-,  two  of  the  players  chase 
it  half-way,  and  at  the  same  time  throw  their 
poles.  He  who  succeeds  in  piercing  the  hoop 
wins  the  game. 

Target-firing  and  archery  were  then  prac- 
ticed—  the  exploring  party  using  .rifles  and 

Colt's  pistols,  and  the  Indians  shooting  arrows. 
The  fire-arms  were  triumphant ;  and  at  last  an 
old  Mojave,  mortified  at  the  discomfiture  of  his 
people,  ran  in  a  pet  and  tore  down  the  target. 

Notwithstanding  the  unity  of  language,  the 
family  resemblance,  and  amity  between  the  Cu- 
chans  and  Mojaves,  a  jealousy,  similar  to  that 
observed  among  Pimas  and  Maricopas,  contin- 

ually disturbs  their  friendship.  A  squaw  de- 
tected her  little  son  in  the  act  of  concealing  a 

trinket  that  he  fancied.  She  snatched  the  bau- 
ble from  him  with  a  blow  and  a  taunt,  saying, 

"  Oh,  you  Cuchan  !"    Some  one  inquired  if  he 

"Oh  no,"  she  rojdicd 
"he  is  a  Mojave,  but  behaves  like  a  Cuchan, 
whose  trade  is  stealing!"  Nevertheless,  the 
Cuchans  are  welcomed  by  the  Mojaves  wherov- cr  they  go. 

These  Indians  are  probably  in  as  wild  a  ."^tato 
of  nature  as  any  tribe  on  American  territory. 
They  have  not  had  sufiicient  intercourse  with 
any  civilized  people  to  acquire  a  knowledi:e  of 
their  language  or  their  vices.  It  was  said  that 
no  white  party  had  ever  before  passed  through 
their  country  without  encountering  liostility. 
Nevertheless  they  appear  intelligent,  and  to 
have  naturally  amiable  dispositions.  The  men 
are  tall,  erect,  and  wcll-i)roportioncd;  their  feat- 
m-es  inclined  to  European  regularity ;  their 
eyes  large,  shaded  by  long  lashes,  and  surround- 

ed by  circles  of  blue  pigment,  that  add  to  their 
apparent  size.  The  apron,  or  brecch-cloth.  for 
men,  and  a  short  petticoat,  made  of  sti  ips  of 
the  inner  bark  of  cotton-wood,  for  women,  are 
the  only  articles  of  dress  deemed  indispensa- 

ble ;  but  many  of  the  females  have  long  robes, 
or  cloaks,  of  fur.  The  young  girls  wear  beads. 
Wlicn  married,  their  chins  are  tattooed  with  ver- 

tical blue  lines,  and  they  wear  a  necklace  with 
a  single  sea-shell  in  front,  curiously  wrought. 
These  shells  are  very  ancient,  and  esteemed  of 

great  value. From  time  to  time  they  rode  into  the  cam]>. 
mounted  on  spirited  horses ;  their  bodies  and 
limbs  painted  and  oiled,  so  as  to  present  the 
ai)pearance  of  highly-polished  mahogany.  Tlie 
dandies  paint  their  fac-cs  i)erfectly  black.  War- 

riors add  a  streak  of  red  across  the  forehead 
nose,  and  chin.  Their  ornaments  consist  of 
leathern  bracelets,  adorned  Avith  bright  buttons, 
and  worn  on  the  left  arm ;  a  kind  of  tunic, 
made  of  buckskin  fringe,  hanging  from  the 
shoulders;  beautiful  eagles'  feathers,  called 
"sormeh"  —  sometimes  white,  sometimes  of 
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a  crimson  tint — tied  to  a  lock  of  hair,  and 
floating  from  the  top  of  the  head ;  and,  final- 

ly, strings  of  wampum,  made  of  circular  pieces 
of  shell,  with  holes  in  the  centre,  hy  which 
they  are  strung,  often  to  the  length  of  sever- 

al yards,  and  worn  in  coils  about  the  neck. 
These  shell  beads,  which  they  call  "pook,"  are 
their  substitute  for  money,  and  the  wealth  of 
an  individual  is  estimated  by  the  "pook"  cash 
he  possesses.  Among  the  Cuchans,  in  1852,  a 
foot  of  "pook"  was  equal  in  value  to  a  horse ; 
and  divisions  to  that  amount  are  made  by  the 
insertion  of  blue  stones,  such  as  by  Coronado 
and  Alar9on  were  called  "turkoises,"  and  are 
now  found  among  ancient  Indian  ruins. 

The  Mojave  rancherias  are  surrounded  by 
granaries  filled  with  corn,  mezquite  beans,  and 
tornillas.  The  houses  are  constructed  with  an 
eye  to  durability  and  warmth.  They  are  built 
upon  sandy  soil,  and  are  thirty  or  forty  feet 
square  ;  the  sides,  about  two  feet  thick,  of  wick- 

er-work and  straw ;  the  roofs  tnatched,  covered 
with  earth,  and  supported  by  a  dozen  cotton- 
wood  posts.  Along  the  interior  walls  are  ranged 
hirge  earthen  pots,  filled  with  stores  of  corn, 
beans,  and  flour,  for  daily  use.  In  front  is  a 
wide  shed,  a  sort  of  piazza,  nearly  as  large  as 
the  house  itself.  Here  they  find  shelter  from 
rain  and  sun.  Within,  around  a  small  fire  in 
the  centre,  they  sleep.    But  their  favorite  re- 

sort seems  to  be  the  roof,  where  could  usually 
be  counted  from  twenty  to  thirty  persons,  all 
apparently  at  home.  Near  the  houses  were  a 
great  number  of  cylindrical  structures,  Avith  con- 

ical roofs,  quite  skillfully  made  of  osiers  ;  these 
were  the  granaries,  alluded  to  above,  for  their 
surplus  stores  of  corn  and  mezquite. 

As  the  explorers  passed  these  rancherias,  the 
women  and  children  watched  them  from  the 
house-tops ;  and  the  young  men,  for  the  mo- 

ment, suspended  their  sport  with  hoop  and 
poles.  At  first  only  a  few  of  the  villagers  seem- 

ed inclined  to  follow  them,  but  at  length  their 
little  train  swelled  to  an  army  a  mile  in  length. 

On  the  27th  of  February,  being  favored  with 
a  clear  and  calm  morning,  they  hastened  to 
take  advantage  of  it  to  cross  the  river ;  but  the 
rapid  current  and  the  long  ropes  upset  their 
"gondola"  in  mid-stream.  The  Mojaves,  who 
are  capital  swimmers,  plunged  in,  and  aided 
them  in  saving  their  property.  Many  had 
brought  rafts  to  the  spot,  anticipating  the  dis- 

aster. These  were  of  simple  construction,  be- 
ing merely  bundles  of  rushes  placed  side  by 

side,  and  securely  bound  together  with  osiers. 
But  they  were  light  and  manageable,  and  their 
crews  plied  them  with  considerable  dexterity. 
It  was  night  when  finally  the  great  work  was 
accomplished — the  Colorado  crossed,  and  the 
camp  pitched  on  the  right  bank. 
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4C5 Our  friends  had  now  quite  cxlmustcd  tlieir 
stock  in  trade  in  gifts,  altli(jii[;li  large  (juantitics 
of  grain  were  yet  in  camp  for  sale.  When  told 
that  their  white  brotliers  were  too  poor  to  buy, 
the  Indians  expressed  no  disappointment,  but 
strolled  from  fire  to  lire,  laughing,  joking,  curi- 

ous but  not  meddlesome,  trying,  witli  a  notable 

faculty  of  imitation,  to  learn  the  white  man's 
language,  and  to  teach  their  own. 

As  long  as  our  explorers  were  among  them, 
these  Mojaves  were  gay  and  happy,  talking  vi- 

vaciously, singing,  laughing.  Confiiding  in  the 
good  intentions  and  kindness  of  the  strangers, 

they  laid  aside  for  the  time  their  race's  studi- 
ous reserve.  Ta^vny  forms  glided  from  one 

camp-fire  to  another,  or  reclined  around  the 
blaze,  their  bright  eyes  and  pearly  teeth  glis- 

tening with  animation  and  delight.  They  dis- 
played a  new  phase  of  Indian  character,  bestow- 

ing an  insight  into  the  domestic  amusements 
which  are  probably  popular  at  their  own  fire- 

sides :  mingling  among  the  soldiers  and  Mexi- 
cans, they  engaged  them  in  games  and  puzzles 

with  strings,  and  some  of  their  inventions  in 
this  line  were  quite  curious. 

No  doubt  these  simple  people  were  really 
pleased  with  the  first  dawning  light  of  civiliza- 

tion. 'I  hoy  feel  the  want  «jf  comfortable  cloth- 
ing, and  npi)reciate  some  of  the  udvantaf^cs  of 

trade.  There  is  no  doubt  that,  before  manv 

years  pass  away,  a  great  clwmge  will  liavc  tak'-n 
I)lace  in  their  country.  Tiic  advancing  tide  of 
emigration  will  sweep  over  it,  and,  unless  the 
strong  arm  of  Government  protects  them,  the 
Mojaves  will  be  driven  to  the  mountains  or  ex- 
terminated. 

When  the  exploring  j>arty  were  about  to  loavn, 
the  chiefs  came  with  an  interpreter,  to  .say  that 
a  national  council  had  been  held,  in  which  they 
had  approved  of  the  j)lan  for  opening  a  great 
road  through  the  Mojave  country.  They  knew 
that  on  the  trail  usually  followed  by  the  Tai- 
Utes  toward  California  the  springs  were  scanty, 
and  insuflicient  for  the  train  ;  that  thus  the 
mules  might  perish  on  the  road,  and  the  expe- 

dition fail.  Tlierefore  they  had  selected  a  good 
man,  who  knew  the  country  well,  and  would 
send  him  to  guide  their  white  brothers  by  an- 

other route,  Avhere  an  abundance  of  water  and 
grass  would  be  found.  They  wished  their 
white  brothers  to  report  favorably  of  their 
conduct  to  the  Great  Chief  at  Wasliington,  in 
order  that  he  might  send  many  more  of  his 
people  to  pass  that  way,  and  bring  clothing  and 

Vol.  XVIL— No.  100.— G  g 
MOJAVE  DWELLING. 



46G HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZIN«. 

utensils  to  exchange  for  the  produce  of  their 
fields. 

Desiring  to  learn  something  of  their  notions 
regarding  the  Deity,  death,  and  a  future  exist- 

ence. Lieutenant  Whipple  led  an  intelligent 
Mojave  to  speak  upon  these  subjects.  He 
stooped  and  drew  in  the  sand  a  circle,  which 
he  said  was  to  represent  the  former  casa,  or 
dwelling-place  of  Mat-e-vil,  Creator  of  Earth 
(which  was  a  ivoinan)  and  Heaven.  After  speak- 

ing for  some  time  with  impressive,  and  yet  al- 
most unintelligible,  earnestness  regarding  the 

traditions  of  that  bright  era  of  their  race  which 
all  Indians  delight  in  calling  to  remembrance, 
he  referred  again  to  the  circle,  and  suiting  the 
action  to  the  word,  added  : 

"This  grand  habitation  was  destroyed,  the 
nations  were  dispersed,  and  Mat-c-vil  took  his 
departure,  going  eastward  over  the  great  waters. 
He  promised,  however,  to  return  to  his  people 
and  dwell  with  them  forever ;  and  the  time  of 
his  coming  they  believe  to  be  near  at  hand." 

The  narrator  then  became  enthusiastic  in  the 
anticipation  of  that  event,  which  is  expected 
to  realize  the  Indian's  hopes  of  a  paradise  on 
earth.  Much  that  he  said  was  incomprehens- 

ible. The  principal  idea  suggested  was  the 
identity  of  their  Deliverer,  coming  from  the 
east,  with  the  Montezuma  of  the  Pueblo  In- 

dians, or  perhaps  the  Messiah  of  Israel ;  and 
yet  the  name  of  Montezuma  seemed  utterly  un- 

known to  this  Indian  guide.    His  ideas  of  a 
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future  existence  appeared  somewhat  vague  and 
undefined.  The  Mojaves,  he  said,  were  accus- 

tomed to  burn  the  bodies  of  the  dead  ;  but  thcy 
belicve  that  an  undying  soul  arises  from  the 
ashes  of  tlie  deceased,  and  takes  its  flight,  over 
the  mountains  and  waters,  eastward  to  the  liap- 
py  spirit-land. Leroux  says,  that  he  has  been  told  by  a  priest 
of  California  that  the  Colorado  Indians  were 
Aztecs,  driven  from  Mexico  at  the  time  of  the 
conquest  of  Cortez.  He  thinks  the  circle  rep- 

resents their  ancient  city,  and  the  water  spoken 
of  refers  to  the  surrounding  lakes.  This  idea 
derives  some  plausibility  from  the  fact,  men- 

tioned by  Alar^on,  that,  in  his  memorable  expe- 
dition up  the  Colorado  River  in  IS-iO,  he  met 

with  tribes  that  spoke  the  same  language  as  his 
Indian  interpreters,  who  accompanied  him  from 
the  City  of  Mexico,  or  Culiacan. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  explorers  had 
not  a  better  medium  of  communication  with 
tliis  people,  as,  on  this  subject,  much  that  is 
interesting  might  be  learned  from  them.  They 
have  not  yet  received  from  white  men  any  im- 

pressions to  conflict  with  or  to  change  the  tra- 
ditions handed  down  from  their  ancestors.  They 

seem  to  be  isoUited  even  from  the  Pueblo  In- 
dians of  New  Mexico.  Although  a  blanket 

made  by  Moquis,  and  a  sash  of  Zuiii  manufac- 
ture, were  found  among  them,  they  stated  that 

these  had  been  brought  to  them  by  Tai-Utes 
and  Yampais  Indians. 

Between  the  Mormon  Road  and  the  Pacific 
Ocean  our  attention  is  called  to  but  one  tribe 
more.  In  the  blooming  valley  that  leads  to 
Los  Angeles,  and  near  the  rancho  of  Cocomon- 
ga,  a  village  of  the  wretched  Cahuillas  was 
found.  With  them  was  an  old  Indian,  attired 
in  an  entirely  new  suit,  in  the  fashion  of  a  Cal- 
ifornian  ranchero,  who  professed  to  have  come 
from  Jos  J  Antonio,  the  general-in-chief  of  the 
tribe.  His  object  was  to  learn  from  the  ex- 

plorers, officially,  whether  the  Californians  had 
told  them  the  truth,  in  saying  that  Santa  Anna 
was  on  his  way  thither  to  drive  the  Americans 
from  the  land.  The  old  fellow  declared  that 
he  was  not  a  Cahuilla,  but  a  Christian,  because, 
when  a  boy,  a  priest  of  San  Luis  Rey  converted 
him.  When  questioned  regarding  the  tradi- 

tions and  religious  notions  of  his  tribe  he  be- 
came very  reserved,  as  though  he  suspected 

some  sinister  design  beneath  the  inquiry.  His 
people  were  a  filthy  and  miserable  set,  present- 

ing a  painful  contrast  to  tlie  Indians  on  the 
Colorado. 

The  wilder  bands  of  these  Cahuillas  range 
from  the  Mormon  Road  to  the  Sierra  Nevada, 
and  frequently  commit  depredations  upon  the 
frontier  ranchos  of  California.  They  are  not 
numerous — perhaps  do  not  exceed  five  hundred 
in  number.  Formerly,  they  all  belonged  to  the 
California  missions ;  but  since  the  decadence 
of  those  institutions  they  have  been  peons  on 
the  ranchos,  where  many  yet  remain. 

On  the  24th  of  March  we  find  Lieutenant 
Whipple  and  his  party  at  San  Pedro,  on  the 

Pacific,  whence  all  the  ofliccrs,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  .Messrs.  Wliite  and  Sherbumo,  immedi- 
ately proceeded  by  steamer  to  San  Franciif-o. 

en  route  for  Washington. 

THE  DHATH  OF  LOUIS  XVL 
I'.V  JOHN  .S.  C.  AIUIOTT. 

AS  soon  as  the  King  had  withdrawn  from  th<^' 
Assembly,  that  body  was  thrown  into  great 

tumult  in  consequence  of  the  application  of 
Louis  for  the  assistance  of  counsel.  It  was, 
however,  after  an  animated  debate,  which  con- 

tinued until  the  next  day,  voted  that  the  re- 
quest of  the  King  should  be  granted,  and  a  (h^p- 

utation  was  immediately  sent  to  inform  the  King 
of  the  vote,  and  to  ask  what  counsel  he  would 
choose.  He  selected  two  of  the  most  eminent 
lawyers  of  Paris — M.  Tronchet  and  M.  Target. 
Tronchet  heroically  accepted  the  perilous  com- 

mission. Target,  with  pusillanimity  which  has 
consigned  his  name  to  disgrace,  wrote  a  letter 
to  the  Convention,  stating  that  his  principles 
would  not  allow  him  to  undertake  tlje  defense 
of  the  King.*  The  venerable  Malesherbes,  then 
seventy  years  of  age,  immediately  wrote  a  letter 
to  the  President,  imploring  permission  to  assume 
the  defense  of  the  monarch.  This  distinguished 
statesman,  a  friend  of  monarchy  and  a  personal 
friend  of  the  monarch,  had  been  living  in  the 
retirement  of  his  country  seat,  and  had  taken  no 
part  in  the  Revolution.  By  permission  of  the 
Commune,  he  was  conducted,  after  he  had  been 
carefully  searched,  to  the  temple.  With  a  fal- 

tering step  he  entered  the  i)rison  of  the  King. 
Louis  XVI.  was  seated  reading  Tacitus.  Tlie 
King  immediately  arose,  threw  his  arms  around 
Malesherbes  in  a  cordial  embrace,  and  said. 

"Ah,  is  it  you,  my  friend !  In  what  a  situ- 
ation do  you  find  me  !  See  to  what  my  passion 

for  the  amelioration  of  the  state  of  the  people, 
whom  we  have  both  loved  so  much,  has  reduced 
me!  Why  do  you  come  hither ?  Your  devo- 

tion only  endangers  your  life  and  can  not  save 

mine." 

Malesherbes,  with  eyes  full  of  tears,  endeav- 
ored to  cheer  the  King  with  words  of  hope. 

"No!"  replied  the  monarch,  sadly.  "They 
Avill  condemn  me,  for  they  possess  both  the  pow- 

er and  the  will.  No  matter  ;  let  us  occupy  our- 
selves with  the  cause  as  if  we  were  to  gain  it. 

I  shall  gain  it  in  fact,  since  I  shall  leave  no  stain 

upon  my  memory." The  two  defenders  of  the  King  were  permit- 
ted to  associate  with  them  a  third,  M.  Dese'ze, 

an  adA'Ocate  who  had  attained  much  renown  in 

his  profession.  F'or  a  fortniglU  they  were  em- 
ployed almost  night  and  day  in  preparing  for 

the  defense.    Malesherbes  came  every  mwning 

*  One  of  Napoleon's  lirst  acts  upon  becoming  First  Con- 
sul was  to  show  his  appi-eoiatinn  of  the  heroism  of  Tron- 

chet, by  placing  him  at  the  head  of  the  Court  of  Cassa- 
tion. "Tronchet,"  ho  said,  "was  the  soul  of  the  civil 

code,  as  I  was  its  demonstrator.  He  was  gifted  with  a 
singularly  profound  and  correct  understanding,  but  he 
could  not  descend  to  developments,  lie  spoke  badly,  an;l 
could  not  defend  what  he  proposed." — .Ya^'oiion  at  St. 
Helena,  p.  102. 
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with  the  daily  papers,  and  prepared  for  the  la- 
bors of  the  evening.  At  live  o'clock  Tronclict 

and  Dcseze  came,  and  they  all  worked  together 
until  nine. 

In  the  mean  time  the  King  wrote  his  will ;  a 
very  affecting  document,  breathing  in  every  line 
the  spirit  of  a  Christian.  lie  also  succeeded  in 
so  far  eluding  the  vigilance  of  his  keepers  as  to 
open  a  slight  correspondence  with  his  family. 
The  Queen  i)ricked  a  message  witli  a  ])in  upon 
a  scrap  of  paper,  and  then  concealed  tlie  i)ai)er 
in  a  ball  of  thread,  which  was  dropped  into  a 
drawer  in  the  kitchen,  where  Clcry  took  it  and 
conveyed  it  to  his  master.  An  answer  was  re- 

turned in  a  similar  way.  It  was  but  an  unsat- 
isfactory corresjwndcnce  which  could  thus  bo 

carried  on ;  but  even  this  was  an  unspeakable 
solace  to  the  captives. 

At  length  the  plan  of  defense  was  coni])leted. 
Maleshcrbcs  and  the  King  had  furnished  the 
facts,  Tronchet  and  Des6/-e  had  woven  them  all 
into  an  exceedingly  elocpient  and  affecting  ap- 
I)eal.  He  read  it  aloud  to  the  King  and  his  as- 

sociates. The  jjathctic  picture  he  drew  of  the 
vicissitudes  of  the  royal  family  was  so  touching 
that  even  Maleshcrbcs  and  Tronchet  could  not 
refrain  from  weeping,  and  tears  fell  fiom  the 
eyes  of  the  King.  At  the  close  of  the  reading 
the  King  turned  to  Dcsczc,  and,  in  the  spirit  of 
true  majesty  of  soul,  said, 

"I  have  to  rerpiest  of  you  to  make  a  i)niiiful 
sacrifice.  Strike  out  of  your  ])leading  llie  \)v.y- 
oration.  It  is  enough  for  me  to  a[)i)car  before 
such  judges  and  show  my  entire  imiocencc.  I 
will  not  move  their  feelings."* 

Deseze  was  very  reluctant  to  accede  to  this 
request,  but  was  constrained  to  yield.  After 

•  I.acrctelle. 

Tronchet  and  Desi'zc  had  retinal  ih:i(  night,  flic 
King,  left  alone  with  Maleshcrbcs,  sccnuul  to 
be  troubled  with  some  engrossing  thought.  At 
last  he  said, 

"I  have  now  a  new  source  of  regret.  Dc- 
seze and  Tronchet  owe  mc;  nothirig.  Tlu^y  de- 
vote to  mc  their  time,  exertions,  and  jxuhaps 

their  life.  How  can  I  requite  them  ?  1  jxjshcss 
nothing;  and  were  L  to  leave  (lunn  a  higacy  it 
would  not  be  ])aid  ;  ])(\sidcs,  what  fortime  could 

rei)ay  such  a  debt?" "kSire,"  rcpli(Ml  Maleslierbcs,  "their  con- 
sciences and  posterity  will  reward  them.  liut 

it  is  in  your  power  to  grant  them  a  favor  fhcy 
will  esteem  more:  than  all  those  you  had  it  iu 

your  power  to  bestow  iq)on  th(«m  formerly." "What  is  it?"  added  the  King. 
"Sire,  embrace  them,"  Maleshcrbcs  rcplic^d. 
The  next  day,  when  they  entcued  hi.s  cham- 

ber, the  King  aj)i)roached  them  and  pressed 
each  to  his  heart  in  silence.  This  touching 
testimonial  of  the  King's  gratitude,  and  of  his 
impoverishment,  wms  to  the  n()l)le  hearts  of  these 
noble  men  an  anqtle  remuneration  Cor  all  their 
toil  and  jx-ril. 

'J'he  2(;th  of  Decemljcr  had  now  arrived,  the 
day  ap])ointed  for  the  final  trial.  At  an  (larly 
hour  nil  I'aris  was  in  commotion,  and  the  whole 
military  force  of  the  metro])olis  was  ngain  mar- 

shaled. The  sublimity  of  the  occasion  secnKid 
to  have  elevated  the  character  of  the  King  to 
imusual  dignity.  He  was  neatly  dressed,  his 
beard  shaved,  and  his  features  w(!re  serene  and 
almost  majestic,  in  their  expression  of  imper- 

turbable resignation.  As  he  rode  in  the  car- 
riage with  (.Mjambon,  the  mayor,  and  Santerre. 

the  commander  of  iIk;  National  (iuard,  he  con- 
versed cheerfully  upon    a  variety  (n  topics. 
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Santcrrc,  rcfjaidlcss  of  the  etiquette  which  did  ; 
not  allow  a  subject  to  wear  his  hat  in  the  pres- 

ence of  his  moiiiucli,  sat  with  his  iiat  on.  The 
King  turned  to  hini,  and  said,  with  a  smile, 

"The  last  time,  Sir,  you  conveyed  nie  to  the 
Temple,  in  your  hurry  you  forgot  your  hat ;  and 
now,  I  perceive,  you  are  determined  to  make 
up  for  the  omission."  i 

On  entering  the  Convention  tlic.  King  took  ' 
his  scat  by  the  side  of  his  counsel,  and  listened  ; 
with  intense  interest  to  the  reading  of  his  de-  I 
fense,  watching  the  countenances  of  his  judges  . 
to  see  the  ellect  it  was  producing  upon  their  j 
minds.  Occasionally  he  whisi)cred,  and  even  I 
with  a  smile,  to  Malesherbes  and  Tronchet. 
The  Convention  received  the  defense  in  pro- 

found silence. 
The  defense  consisted  of  three  leading  divi- 

sions. First,  it  was  argued  that  by  the  Consti- 
tution the  King  was  inviolable,  and  not  respons- 

ible for  the  acts  of  the  Crown — that  the  Minis- 
ters alone  were  responsible.  lie  secondly  ar- 

gued, that  the  Convention  had  no  right  to  try 
the  King,  for  the  Convention  w^ere  his  accusers, 
and,  consequently,  could  not  act  as  his  judges. 
Thirdly,  while  protesting,  as  above,  the  invio- 

lability of  the  King,  and  the  invalidity  of  the 
Convention  to  judge  him,  he  then  proceeded  to 
the  discussion  of  the  individual  cliarges.  Some 
of  the  charges  were  triumphantly  repelled,  jiar- 
ticularly  that  of  shedding  French  blood  on  the 
lOtli  of  August.  It  was  clearly  proved  that  the 
people,  not  Louis  XVI.,  were  the  aggressors. 
As  soon  as  Deseze  had  finished  his  defense,  the 
King  himself  rose  and  said,  in  a  few  words  which 
he  had  written  and  committed  to  memory, 

"You  have  heard  the  grounds  of  my  defense. 
I  shall  not  repeat  them.  In  addressing  you, 
perhaps  for  the  last  time,  I  declare  that  my 
conscience  reproaches  me  with  nothing,  and 
that  my  defenders  have  told  you  the  truth.  I 
have  never  feared  to  have  my  public  conduct 
scrutinized.  But  I  am  grieved  to  find  that  I 
am  accused  of  wishing  to  shed  the  blood  of  my 
people,  and  that  the  misfortunes  of  tiie  K)th  of 
August  are  laid  to  my  charge.  I  confess  that 
the  numerous  proofs  I  have  always  given  of  my 
love  for  the  people  ought  to  have  placed  me 
above  this  reproach." He  resumed  his  seat.  The  President  then 
asked  if  he  had  any  thing  more  to  say.  He 
declared  he  had  not,  and  retired  with  his  coun- 

sel from  the  hall.  As  he  was  conducted  back 
to  the  Temple,  he  conversed  with  the  same  se- 

renity he  had  manifested  throughout  the  whole 
day.  It  was  five  o'clock,  and  the  gloom  of 
night  was  descending  upon  the  city  as  he  re- 

entered his  prison. 
No  sooner  had  the  King  left  the  hall  than  a 

violent  tumult  of  debate  commenced,  which  was 
continued,  day  after  day,  with  a  constant  suc- 

cession of  eager,  agitated  speakers  hurrying  to 
the  tribune  for  twelve  days.  Some  were  in  fa- 

vor of  an  immediate  judgment,  some  were  for 
referring  the  question  to  the  people;  some  de- 

manded the  death  of  the  King,  others  impris- 

onment or  exile.    On  the  7th  of  January  all 
Rcenjcd  weary  of  these  ondlcHs  Hpoo<  hc8,  and 
the  cndlcsH  repetition  of  the  same  arguincntx. 
Still,  there  were  many  •  hunorous  to  hr  hoard  ; 
and,  after  a  violtMit  contest,  it  was  voted  that 
the  decisive  nieanure  should  Ik?  iio.stjxjncd  for  a 
week  longer,  and  that  on  the  14th  of  January 
the  (pu'stion  sliould  be  taken. 

The  fatal  day  arriv<!d.  It  was  decreed  that 
the  sul)jcct  should  be  pr(!sented  to  the  Conven- 

tion in  the  three  following  questions.  Firff, 
Is  Louis  guilty?  SfrnvU,  Shall  the  decision 
of  the  Convention  be  submitted  to  the  ratific-a- 

tion  of  the  pcoi)le  ?  The  wlioloof  the  l.'.th  was 
occupied  in  taking  these  two  votes,  L«)uis  was 
unanimously  declared  to  be  guilty,  with  the 
exception  of  ten  who  refused  to  vote,  declaring 
themselves  incajiable  of  acting  both  as  accusers 
and  judges.  On  the  question  of  an  ai)i)eal  to 
the  people,  281  voices  were  for  it,  423  against 
it.*  And  now  came  the  t/iird  great  and  solemn 
question,  What  shall  be  the  sentence  ?  Each 
member  was  required  to  write  his  vote,  sign  it, 
and  then,  before  depositing  it,  to  ascend  the 
tribune  and  give  it  audibly,  with  any  remarks 
which  he  might  wish  to  add. 

The  voting  commenced  at  seven  o'clock  in  the 
evening  of  the  IGth,  and  continued  all  night, 
and  without  any  interruption,  for  twenty-four 
hours.  All  Paris  was  during  the  time  in  the 
highest  state  of  excitement,  the  galleries  of  the 
Convention  being  crowded  to  suffocation.  Some 
voted  for  death,  others  for  imprisonment  until 
peace  with  allied  Europe,  and  then  banishment. 
Others  voted  for  death,  with  the  restriction  that 
the  execution  should  be  delayed.  They  wished 
to  save  the  King,  and  yet  feared  the  accusation 
of  l)eing  Koyalists  if  they  did  not  vote  for  his 
death.  The  Jacobins  all  voted  for  death.  They 
had  accused  their  opi)onents,  the  Girondists,  of 
being  secretly  in  favor  of  royalty,  and  as  such 
had  held  them  up  to  the  execration  of  the  mob. 
The  Girondists  wished  to  save  the  King.  It 
was  in  their  power  to  save  him.  But  it  required 
more  courage,  both  moral  and  physical,  than 
ordinary  men  possess,  to  brave  the  vengeance 
of  the  assassins  of  September  who  were  hover- 

ing around  the  hall. 
It  was  pretty  well  understood  in  tlie  Conven- 

tion that  the  fate  of  the  King  dei)onded  upon 
the  Girondist  vote,  and  it  was  not  doubted  that 
the  party  would  vote  as  did  their  leader.  It 
Avas  a  moment  of  fearful  solemnity  when  Verg- 
niaud  ascended  the  tribune.  Breathless  silence 
pervaded  the  Assembly.  Every  eye  was  lixeil 
upon  him.  His  countenance  was  pallid  as  that 
of  a  corpse.  For  a  moment  he  paused,  with 
downcast  eyes,  as  if  hesitating  to  pronounce  the 
dreadful  word.  Then,  in  a  gloomy  tone  which 
thrilled  the  hearts  of  all  present,  he  said,  Ikat/i.* 

*  Lamartinc,  Hist.  Gir.,  ii.  342, 
t  "  The  crowd  in  the  galleries  received  with  imirmura 

all  votes  that  were  not  for  death,  and  they  frequently 
addressed  threatening  gestures  to  the  Assembly  itsell. 
The  deputies  replied  to  tlveiu  from  the  interior  of  the 
hall,  and  hence  resulted  a  tumultuous  exchange  of  men- 
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Nearly  all  the  Girondists  voted  for  death,  with 
the  restriction  of  delaying  the  execution.  Many 
of  the  purest  men  in  the  nation  thus  voted,  with 
emotions  of  sadness  which  could  not  be  re- 

pressed. The  noble  Carnot  gave  his  vote  in 
the  following  terms:  "Death;  and  never  did 
word  weigh  so  heavily  on  my  heart." 

When  the  Duke  of  Orleans  was  called,  deep 
silence  ensued.  He  was  cousin  of  the  King, 
and  first  prince  of  the  blood.  By  birth  and 
opulence  he  stood  on  the  highest  pinnacle  of 
aristocratic  supremacy.  Conscious  of  peril,  he 
had  for  a  long  time  done  every  thing  in  his 
power  to  conciliate  the  mob  by  adopting  the 
most  radical  of  Jacobin  opinions.  The  Duke, 
bloated  with  the  debaucheries  which  had  dis- 

graced his  life,  ascended  the  steps  slowly,  un- 
folded a  paper,  and  read  in  heartless  tones  these 

words : 

"  Solely  occupied  with  my  duty,  convinced 
that  all  Avho  have  attempted,  or  shall  attempt 
hereafter,  the  sovereignty  of  the  people  merit 
death,  I  vote  for  Death." 

The  atrocity  of  this  act  excited  the  abhor- 
rence of  the  Assembly,  and  loud  murmurs  of 

disapprobation  followed  the  prince  to  his  seat. 
Even  Robespierre  despised  his  pusillanimity, 
and  said, 

*'The  miserable  man  was  only  required  to 
listen  to  his  own  heart,  and  make  himself  an 
exception.  But  he  would  not  or  dare  not  do 
so.  The  nation  would  have  been  more  mag- 

nanimous than  he."* 
At  length  the  long  scrutiny  was  over,  and 

Vergniaud,  who  had  presided,  rose  to  announce 
the  result.  He  was  pale  as  death,  and  it  was 
observed  that  not  only  his  voice  faltered  but 
that  his  whole  frame  trembled. 

"Citizens,"  said  he,  "you  are  about  to  ex- 
ercise a  great  act  of  justice.    I  hope  humanity 

aces  and  abusive  epithets.  Tiiis  fearfully  ominous  scene 
had  shaken  all  minds  and  changed  many  resolutions. 
Vergniaud,  who  had  appeared  deeply  affected  by  the  fate 
of  Louis  XVI.,  and  who  had  declared  to  his  friends  that 
he  never  could  condemn  that  unfortunate  prince,  Verg- 

niaud, on  beholding  this  tumultuous  scene,  imagined  that 
he  saw  civil  war  kindled  in  France,  and  pronounced  sen- 

tence of  death,  with  the  addition,  however,  of  Mailhe's amendment  (wliich  required  that  the  execution  should  be 
delayed).  On  being  questioned  respecting  his  change  of 
opinion,  he  replied  that  he  thought  he  saw  civil  war  on 
the  point  of  breaking  out,  and  that  he  durst  not  balance 
the  life  of  an  individual  against  the  welfare  of  France." 
—Thiers' 8  JJistorn  of  the  French  Eevolution,  vol.  ii. 
p.  08. 

*  "Robespierre  was  by  no  means  the  worst  character 
who  figured  in  the  Revolution.  He  opposed  trying  the 
Queen.  He  was  not  an  atheist ;  on  the  contrary,  he  had 
publicly  maintained  the  existence  of  a  Supreme  Being, 
in  opposition  to  many  of  his  colleagues.  Neither  was  he 
of  opinion  that  it  was  necessary  to  exterminate  all  priests 
and  nobles,  like  many  others.  Robespierre  wanted  to  pro- 

claim the  King  an  outlaw,  and  not  to  go  through  the 
ridiculous  mockery  of  trying  him.  Robespierre  was  a 
fanatic,  a  monster;  but  he  was  incorruptible,  and  incapa- 

ble of  robbing  or  of  causing  the  deaths  of  others,  either 
from  personal  enmity  or  a  desire  of  enriching  himself. 
He  was  an  enthusiast,  but  one  who  really  believed  that 
he  was  acting  right,  and  died  not  worth  a  sou.  In  some 
respects  Robespierre  may  be  said  to  have  been  an  honest 
man." — XajJoleonat  St.  Helena,  p.  5  0. 

will  enjoin  you  to  keep  the  most  perfect  silence. 
When  justice  has  spoken  humanity  ought  to  be 
listened  to  in  its  turn." He  then  read  the  results  of  the  vote.  There 
were  seven  hundred  and  twenty-one  voters  in 
the  Convention  ;  three  hundred  and  thirty-four 
voted  for  imprisonment  or  exile,  three  hundred 
and  eighty-seven  for  death,  including  those  who 
voted  that  the  execution  should  be  delayed. 
Thus  the  majority  for  death  was  fifty-three ; 
but  as  of  these  forty-six  demanded  a  suspen- 

sion of  the  execution,  there  remained  but  a  ma- 
jority of  seven  for  immediate  death.  Having 

read  this  result,  Vergniaud,  in  a  sorrowful  tone, 
said:  "I  declare,  in  the  name  of  the  Conven- 

tion, that  the  punishment  pronounced  against 

Louis  Capet  is  death." The  counsel  of  Louis  XIV.,  who,  during  the 
progress  of  the  vote,  had  urged  permission  to 
speak,  but  were  refused,  wei  e  now  introduced. 

In  the  name  of  the  King,  Dese'ze  appealed  to 
the  people  from  the  judgment  of  the  Conven- 

tion. He  urged  the  appeal  from  the  very 
small  majority  which  had  decided  the  jienalty. 
Tronchet  urged  that  the  penal  code  required  a 
vote  of  two-thirds  to  consign  one  to  punishment, 
and  that  the  King  ought  not  to  be  deprived  of 
a  privilege  which  every  su])ject  enjoyed.  Male- 
sherbes  endeavored  to  speak,  but  was  so  over- 

come with  emotion  that,  violently  sobbing,  he 
was  unable  to  continue  his  speech,  and  was  com- 

pelled to  sit  down.  His  gray  hairs  and  his 
tears  so  moved  the  Assembly  that  Vergniaud 
rose,  and,  addressing  the  Assembly,  said,  "Will 
you  decree  the  honors  of  the  sitting  to  the  de- 

fenders of  Louis  XVI.  ?"  The  unanimous  re- 

sponse Avas,  "Yes,  yes." It  was  now  late  at  night,  and  the  Convention 
adjourned.  The  whole  of  the  1 8th  and  the  19th 
were  occupied  in  discussing  the  question  of  the 
appeal  to  the  people.  On  the  20th,  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  tlie  final  vote  was  taken. 
Three  hundred  and  ten  voted  to  sustain  the  ap- 

peal ;  three  hundred  and  eighty  for  immediate 
death.  All  the  efforts  to  save  the  King  were 
now  exhausted,  and  his  fate  was  sealed.  A 
deputation  was  immediately  appointed,  head- 

ed by  Garat,  Minister  of  Justice,  to  acquaint 
Louis  XVI.  with  tlie  decree  of  the  Conven- tion. 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  20th 
Louis  heard  the  noise  of  a  numerous  party  as- 

cending the  steps  of  the  tower.  As  they  en- 
tered his  apartment  he  rose  and  stepped  for- 
ward witli  perfect  calmness  and  dignity  to 

meet  them.  The  decree  of  the  Convention 
was  read  to  the  King,  declaring  him  to  be 
guilty  of  treason,  that  he  was  condemned  to 
death,  that  the  appeal  to  the  people  was  re- 

!  fused,  and  that  he  was  to  be  executed  within 
twenty-four  hours. 

The  King  listened  to  the  reading  unmoved, 
took  the  paper  from  the  hands  of  the  secretary, 
folded  it  carefully,  and  placed  it  in  his  portfolio. 
Then  turning  to  Garat,  he  handed  him  a  paper, saying. 
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"  Monsieur  Minister  of  Justice,  I  request  you 
to  deliver  this  letter  to  the  Convention." 

Garat  hesitated  to  take  the  paper,  and  the 
King  immediately  rejoined,  "I  will  read  it  to 
you,"  and  read,  in  a  distinct,  unfaltering  voice, as  follows : 

"I  demand  of  the  Convention  a  delay  of  three 
days,  in  order  to  prepare  myself  to  appear  before 
God.  I  require,  further,  to  see  freely  the  priest 
whom  I  shall  name  to  the  commissaries  of  the 
commune,  and  that  he  be  protected  in  the  act 
of  charity  which  he  shall  exercise  toward  me. 
I  demand  to  be  freed  from  the  perpetual  surveil- 

lance which  has  been  exercised  toward  me  for 
so  many  days.  I  demand,  during  these  last 
moments,  leave  to  see  my  family,  when  I  desire 
it,  without  witnesses.  I  desire  most  earnestly 
that  the  Convention  will  at  once  take  into  con- 

sideration the  fate  of  my  family,  and  that  they 
be  allowed  immediately  to  retire  unmolested 
whithersoever  they  shall  see  fit  to  choose  an 
asylum.  I  recommend  to  the  kindness  of  the 
nation  all  the  persons  attached  to  me.  There 
are  among  them  many  old  men,  and  women, 
and  childi-en,  who  are  entirely  dependent  upon 
me,  and  must  be  in  want." 

The  delegation  retired.  The  King,  with  a 
firm  step,  walked  two  or  three  times  up  and 
down  his  chamber,  and  then  called  for  his  din- 

ner. He  sat  down  and  ate  with  his  usual  ap- 
petite. But  his  attendants  refused  to  let  him 

have  either  knife  or  fork,  and  he  was  furnished 

only  with  a  si)oon.  This  excited  his  indigna- 
tion, and  he  said,  warmly, 

"Do  they  think  that  I  am  such  a  coward  a> 
to  lay  violent  hands  upon  myself?  I  am  inno- 

cent, and  I  shall  die  fearlessly." 
Having  finished  his  repast,  he  waited  patient- 
ly for  the  return  of  the  answer  from  the  Con- 

vention. At  six  o'clock  Garat,  accompanied 
by  Santerre,  entered  again.  The  Convention 
refused  the  delay  of  execution  which  Louis 
XVI.  had  solicited,  but  granted  the  other  de- mands. 

In  a  few  moments  IM.  Edgeworth,  the  eccle- 
siastic who  had  been  sent  for,  arrived.  He  en- 

tered the  chamber,  and,  overwhelmed  with  emo- 
tion, fell  at  the  monarch's  feet  and  burst  into 

tears.  The  King,  deejily  moved,  also  wept, 
and  as  ho  raised  INI.  Edgeworth,  said, 

"  Pardon  Uie  this  momentary  weakness.  I 
have  lived  so  long  among  my  c:H''mies  that  habit has  rendered  me  indilferent  to  their  hatred,  and 

my  heart  has  been  closed  against  all  senti- 
ments of  tenderness.  But  the  sight  of  a  faith- 

ful friend  restores  to  me  my  sensibility,  which 
I  believed  dead,  and  moves  me  to  tears  in  spite 

of  myself." The  King  conversed  earnestly  with  his  spirit- 
ual adviser  respecting  his  will,  which  he  read, 

and  inquired  earnestly  for  his  friends,  whose 
sufferings  moved  his  heart  deeply.  The  hour 
of  seven  had  now  arrived,  when  the  King  was 
to  hold  his  last  inten'iew  with  his  family.  But 
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even  this  could  not  be  in  private.  He  was  to 
be  watched  by  his  jailers,  who  were  to  hear  ev- 

ery word  and  witness  every  gesture.  The  door 
opened,  and  the  Queen,  pallid  and  woe-strick- 

en, entered,  leading  her  son  by  the  hand.  She 
threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  her  husband,  and 
silently  endeavored  to  draw  him  toward  her 
chamber. 

' '  No,  no,"  whispered  the  King,  clasping  her 
to  his  heart ;  "I  can  see  you  only  here." 

Madame  Elizabeth,  with  the  King's  daughter, 
followed.  A  scene  of  anguish  ensued  which 
neither  pen  nor  pencil  can  portray.  The  King 
sat  down,  with  the  Queen  upon  his  right  hand, 
his  sister  upon  his, left,  their  arms  encircling 
his  neck,  and  their  heads  resting  upon  his 
breast.  The  Dauphin  sat  upon  his  father's 
knee,  with  his  arm  around  his  neck.  The  beau- 

tiful Princess,  with  disheveled  hair,  threw  her- 
self between  her  father's  knees,  and  buried  her 

face  in  his  lap.  More  than  half  an  hour  passed 
during  which  not  an  articulate  word  was  spok- 

en ;  but  cries,  groans,  and  occasional  shrieks 
of  anguish,  which  pierced  even  the  thick  walls 
of  the  Temple  and  were  heard  in  the  streets, 
rose  from  the  group. 

For  two  hours  the  agonizing  interview  was 
continued.  As  they  gradually  regained  some 
little  composure,  in  low  tones  they  whispered 
messages  of  tenderness  and  love,  interrupted  by 
sobs  and  kisses  and  blinding  floods  of  tears.  It 
was  now  after  nine  o'clock,  and  in  the  morning 
the  King  was  to  be  led  to  the  guillotine.  The 
Queen  implored  permission  for  them  to  remain 
with  him  through  the  night.  The  King,  through 
tenderness  for  them,  declined,  but  promised  to 
see  them  again  at  seven  o'clock  the  next  morn- 

ing. As  the  King  accompanied  them  to  the 
stair-case  their  cries  were  redoubled,  and  the 
Princess  fainted  in  utter  unconsciousness  at  her 

father's  feet.  The  Queen,  Madame  Elizabeth, 
and  Clery  carried  her  to  the  stairs,  and  the 
King  returned  to  the  room,  and  burying  his 
face  in  his  hands,  sank,  exhausted,  into  a  chair. 
After  a  long  silence  he  turned  to  M.  Edgeworth 
and  said, 

"Ah  !  Monsieur,  what  an  interview  I  have 
had !  Why  do  I  love  so  fondly  ?  Alas !  why 
am  I  so  fondly  loved  ?  But  we  have  now  done 
with  time.  Let  us  occupy  ourselves  with  eter- 

nity." The  King  passed  some  time  in  religious  con- 
versation and  prayer,  and  having  arranged  with 

M.  Edgeworth  to  partake  of  the  sacrament  of 
the  Lord's  Supper  in  the  earliest  hours  of  the 
morning,  at  midnight  threw  himself  upon  his 
bed,  and  almost  immediately  fell  into  a  calm 
and  refreshing  sleep. 

The  faithful  Clery  and  M.  Edgeworth  watched 
at  the  bedside  of  the  King.  At  five  o'clock  they 
woke  him.  "Has  it  struck  five  ?"  inquired  the 
King.  "Not  yet  by  the  clock  of  the  tOAver," 
Clery  replied  ;  "but  several  of  the  clocks  of  the 
city  have  struck."  "I  have  slept  soundly," 
remarked  the  King ;  "I  was  much  fatigued  yes- 
terday." 

He  immediately  arose,  an  altar  had  been 
prepared  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  composed 
of  a  chest  of  drawers,  and  the  King,  after  en- 

gaging earnestly  in  prayer,  received  the  sacra- 
ment of  the  Lord's  Supper.  Then  leading Clery  into  the  recess  of  a  window,  he  detached 

from  his  watch  a  seal,  and  took  from  his  finger 
a  wedding-ring,  and  handing  them  to  Clery, - said : 

"After  my  death  you  will  give  this  seal  to 
my  son,  this  ring  to  the  Queen.  Tell  her  I 
resign  it  with  pain  that  it  may  not  be  profaned 
with  my  body.  This  small  parcel  contains  locks 
of  hair  of  all  my  family ;  that  you  will  give  her. 
Say  to  the  Queen,  my  dear  children,  and  my 
sister,  that  1  had  promised  to  see  them  this 
morning,  but  that  I  desired  to  spare  them  the 
agony  of  such  a  bitter  separation  twice  over. 
How  much  it  has  cost  me  to  depart  without 
receiving  their  last  embraces  !" 

He  could  say  no  more,  for  sobs  choked  his 
utterance.  Soon  recovering  himself  he  called 
for  scissors,  and  cut  off  his  long  hair,  that  he 
might  escape  the  humiliation  of  having  that 
done  by  the  executioner. 

"A  few  beams  of  daylight  began.now  to  pen- 
etrate, through  the  grated  windows,  the  gloomy 

prison,  and  the  beating  of  drums,  and  the  rum- 
bling of  the  wheels  of  heavy  artillery,  were  heard 

in  the  streets.  The  King  turned  to  his  con- 
fessor and  said, 

"  How  happy  I  am  that  I  maintained  my 
faith  on  the  throne  !  Where  should  I  be  this 
day,  but  for  this  hope  ?  Yes !  there  is  on  high 
a  Judge,  incorruptible,  who  will  award  to  me 
that  measure  of  justice  which  men  refuse  to  me 

here  below." Two  hours  passed  aAvay,  while  the  King  list- 
ened to  the  gathering  of  the  troops  in  the 

court-yard  and  around  the  Temple.  At  nine 
o'clock  a  tumultuous  noise  was  heard  of  men 
ascending  the  stair-case.  Santerre  entered, 
with  twelve  municipal  officers  and  ten  gens 
d'armes.  The  King,  with  commanding  voice 
and  gesture,  pointed  Santerre  to  the  door,  and 
said, 

"  You  have  come  for  me.  I  will  be  with 

you  in  an  instant;  await  me  there." 
Falling  upon  his  knees,  he  engaged  a  mo- 

ment in  prayer,  and  then,  turning  t'o  M,  Edge- worth,  said, 

"All  is  consummated.  Give  me  your  bless- 
ing, and  pray  to  God  to  sustain  me  to  the  end.  ' He  rose,  and  taking  from  the  table  a  paper 

which  contained  his  last  will  and  testament, 
addressed  one  of  the  municipal  guard,  saying, 
"I  beg  of  you  to  transmit  this  paper  to  the 
Queen."  The  man,  whose  name  was  Jacques 
Roux,  brutally  replied  :  "  I  am  here  to  conduct 
you  to  the  scaffold,  not  to  perform  your  com- 

missions." "  True,"  said  the  King,  in  a  saddened  tone, 
but  without  the  slightest  appearance  of  irrita- 

tion. Then  carefully  scanning  the  countenan- 
ces of  each  member  of  the  guard,  he  selected 

one  whose  features  expressed  humanity,  and 
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solicited  him  to  take  charge  of  the  paper.  The 
man,  whose  name  was  Gobeau,  took  the  paper. 

The  King,  declining  the  cloak,  which  Cleiy 
offered  him,  said,  "Give  me  only  my  hat." 
Then  taking  the  hand  of  Clery,  he  pressed  it 
affectionately  in  a  final  adieu,  and  turning  to 
Santerre,  said,  "Let  us  go."  Descending  the 
stairs  with  a  firm  tread,  followed  by  the  armed 
escort,  he  met  a  turnkey  whom  he  had  the 
evening  before  reproached  for  some  imperti- 

nence. The  King  approached  him  and  said, 
in  tones  of  kindness, 

"Mathey,  I  was  somewhat  warm  vvith  you 

yesterday,  excuse  me  for  the  sake  of  this  hour.'' As  he  crossed  the  court-yard,  he  twice  turned 
to  look  up  at  the  windows  of  the  Queen's  apart- ment in  the  tower,  where  those  so  dear  to  him 
were  suffering  the  utmost  anguish  which  human 
hearts  can  endure.  Two  gens  d'armcs  sat  upon 
the  front  seat  of  the  carriage.  The  King  and 
M.  Edgeworth  took  the  back  seat.  The  morn- 

ing was  damp  and  chill,  and  gloomy  clouds 
darkened  the  sky.  Sixty  drums  were  beating 
at  the  heads  of  the  horses,  and  an  army  of  troops, 
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with  all  the  most  formidable  enginery  of  war, 
preceded,  sun-ounded,  and  followed  the  carriage. 
The  noise  of  the  drums  prevented  any  conversa- 

tion, and  the  liing  sat  in  silence  in  the  carriage, 
evidently  engaged  in  prayer.  The  procession 
moved  so  slowly  along  the  boulevards  that  it 
was  two  hours  before  they  reached  the  Place 
de  la  Kevolution.  An  immense  crowd  filled 
the  place,  above  whom  towered  the  lofty  plat- 

form and  blood-red  posts  of  the  guillotine. 
As  the  carriage  stopped  the  King  whispered 

to  M.  Edge  worth,  "We  have  arrived,  if  I  mis- 
take not."  The  drums  ceased  beating,  and  the 

whole  multitude  gazed  in  the  most  solemn  si- 
lence. The  two  gens  d'armes  alighted.  The 

King  placed  his  hand  upon  the  knee  of  the 
heroic  ecclesiastic,  M.  Edgeworth,  and  said  to 

the  gens  d'armes : 
"  Gentlemen,  I  recommend  to  your  care  this 

gentleman.  Let  him  not  be  insulted  after  my 
death.    I  entreat  you  to  watch  ovef  him." 

' '  Yes,  yes, "  said  one,  contemptuously ;  ' '  make 
your  mind  easy,  we  will  take  care  of  him.  Let 

us  alone." Louis  alighted.  Two  of  the  executioners 
came  to  the  foot  of  the  scaffold  to  take  off  his 
coat.  The  King  waved  them  away,  and  him- 

self took  off  his  coat  and  cravat,  and  turned 
down  the  collar  of  his  shirt,  that  his  throat 
might  be  presented  bare  to  the  knife.  They 
then  came  with  cords  to  bind  his  hands  behind 
his  back. 

"What  do  you  wish  to  do?"  said  the  King, 
indignantly. 

"Bind  you,"  they  replied,  as  they  seized  his 
hands,  and  endeavored  to  fasten  them  with  the 
cords. 

"Bind  me  !"  replied  the  King,  in  tones  of 
deepest  feeling.  "No,  no;  I  will  never  con/- 
sent.  Do  your  business,  but  you  shall  not  bind 

me." 
The  executioners  seized  him  rudely,  and 

called  for  help.  "Sire,"  said  his  Christian 
adviser,  ' '  suffer  this  outrage,  as  a  last  resem- 

blance to  that  God  who  is  about  to  be  your  re- 

ward." "Assuredly,"  replied  the  King,  "there  need- 
ed nothing  less  than  the  example  of  God  to 

make  me  submit  to  such  an  indignity."  Then 
holding  out  his  hands  to  the  executioners,  he 
said,  "Do  as  you  will !  I  will  drink  the  cup  to 
the  dregs." With  a  firm  tread  he  ascended  the  steep 
steps  of  the  scaffold,  looked  for  a  moment  upon 
the  keen  and  polished  edge  of  the  axe,  and  then 
turning  to  the  vast  throng  said,  in  a  voice  clear 
and  untremulous, 

"People,  I  die  innocent  of  all  the  crimes 
imputed  to  me !  I  pardon  the  authors  of  my 
death,  and  pray  to  God  that  the  blood  you  are 
about  to  shed  may  not  fall  again  on  France." 

He  would  have  continued,  but  the  drums 
were  ordered  to  beat,  and  his  voice  was  imme- 

diately drowned.  The  executioners  seized  him, 
bound  him  to  the  plank,  the  slide  fell,  and  the 
head  of  Louis  XVI.  dropped  into  the  basket. 

OUR  CHARLEY. 

I OUGHT  to  be  a  happy  woman. We  live  in  a  neat  house,  in  a  jjleasant 
neighborhood.  By  we  I  mean  my  husband 
and  myself;  Charley,  his  father's  namesake, 
our  son  and  heir,  aged  seven  years ;  the  baby, 
two  yfears  old,  whose  name  stands  in  our  Fam- 

ily Bible  as  Mary,  which  becomes  Minnie  when 
spoken  ;  and  Ellen  O'Brien,  cook  and  maid  of all  work. 

My  husband  is  in  a  very  comfortable  busi- 
ness, large  enough  to  supply  our  moderate 

wants,  and  leave  something  over,  even  in  these 
hard  times ;  yet  not  so  large  as  to  compel  him 
to  make  a  slave  of  himself  to  manage  it.  He 

goes  to  his  work  at  nine  o'clock  ;  this  gives  him 
time  to  read  the  paper,  chat  with  me,  play 
Avith  the  children,  and  breakfast  leisurely.  He 
comes  home  at  five ;  so  that  he  can  rest,  dress, 
dine  at  six,  and  be  ready  for  any  arrangement 
that  we  may  have  made  for  the  evening.  These, 
I  take  it,  are  just  the  right  hours  for  a  husband. 
He  is  not  at  home  enough  to  be  in  the  way, 
and  is  absent  just  long  enough  to  be  glad  to 
see  me  when  he  returns. 

Our  Ellen  is  a  jewel.  She  can  broil  a  steak, 
make  capital  coffee,  and  even  boil  a  potato. 
With  a  little  assistance  from  me  she  gets  up 

my  husband's  linen  in  a  way  that  satisfies  his 
critical  taste ;  and  never  grumbles  at  taking 
care  of  baby  or  looking  after  Master  Charley. 
She  never  flirts  in  the  area  with  the  butcher  or 
milkman,  or  dawdles  at  the  Dutch  Grocery  on 
the  corner.  She  is  proof  against  the  blandish- 

ments of  itinerant  peddlers  and  book  agents. 
The  smoothest-tongued  of  all  the  tribe  never 
yet  succeeded  in  inducing  her  to  leave  him 
alone  in  the  hall  while  she  went  to  call  the 

"Lady  of  the  House."  She  has  cousins  in 
plenty — as  what  genuine  Milesian  girl  has  not  ? 
— but  they  only  visit  her  at  reasonable  hours, 
and  never  undertake  surreptitious  forays  upon 
the  tea-caddy  or  sugar-basin.  If  she  makes 
tea  for  them,  she  does  it  openly  and  above- 
board,  as  though  she  had  a  perfect  right  to  do 
so — as  indeed  she  has — for  "servants"  are  hu- 

man beings,  and  have  a  just  claim  to  the  grati- 
fication of  kindly  feelings.  Foremost  among 

her  cousins  is  Patrick  Brady,  a  strapping,  fresh- 
looking  bricklayer,  with  a  nice  little  account  in 
the  Savings'  Bank,  and  a  lot  in  Brooklyn,  upon 
which,  they  say,  he  is  building  a  house.  He 
makes  his  appearance  in  our  kitchen  two  even- 

ings in  the  week.  There  is  no  concealment  or 
subterfuge  when  I  happen  to  "drop  down,"  as 
I  make  it  a  point  to  do.  Mr.  Brady  wishes  me 
good-evening  with  the  air  of  a  man  satisfied 
with  himself  and  his  position — which  is  perfect- 

ly right,  for  when  the  Brooklyn  house  is  com- 
pleted, our  Ellen  is  to  be  installed  in  it  as  Mrs. 

Brady,  and  I  know  that  I  shall  always  be  kind- 
ly welcomed  there.  Twenty  years  hence,  if  all 

goes  well,  I  dare  say  I\Ir.  Brady  will  be  a  richer 
man  than  my  husband. 

Baby  is  never  sick,  and  rarely  cries.  My 
husband  never  comes  home  tired  out  and  cross ; 
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or  hints  that  my  milliner's  bills  are  ruining 
him ;  or  grumbles  out  a  curse  at  the  mention 
of  Stewart  or  Brodie. 

With  such  a  husband,  baby,  and  "help,"  I 
ought  to  be,  as  I  began  by  saying,  a  happy  wo- 

man.   So  I  should  be  were  it  not  for  Charley. 
How  that  seven-years-old  urchin  manages  to 

get  into  so  many  scrapes,  perpetrate  such  an  in- 
finite deal  of  mischief,  and  pick  up  such  a  vari- 

ety of  queer  acquaintances,  passes  my  compre- 
hension. I  can  not  keep  him  in-doors  all  day, 

yet  I  never  let  him  go  out  for  a  run  in  the  Pa- 
rade Ground  without  feeling  sure  that  he  will 

come  back  escorted  by  a  troop  of  ragged,  dirty 
followers,  and  minus  some  article  of  dress  which 

he  has  given  or  swapped  away.  lie  Jias  a  nat- 
ural affinity  for  shipwrecked  sailors,  old-clothes' 

men,  and  dog-sellers.  If  he  could  lead  about 
an  organ-grinder's  monkey  he  would  be  per- 

fectly happy.  He  is  ready  to  strike  up  a  friend- 
ship with  any  urchin  who  has  an  unwashed  face, 

crownless  hat,  and  ragged  nether  garments. 
Looking  from  the  window  not  a  week  ago,  i 

saw  him  with  his  father's  new  hat  and  best  coat 
in  his  hand,  in  deep  consultation  with  a  Dutch 
peddler.  The  faithful  Ellen  rushed  out  in  time 
to  prevent  the  consummation  of  the  bargain. 
Upon  descending  to  the  street  I  found  that  he 
had  traded  off  a  vinegar-cruet,  two  silver-forks, 

his  cap,  and  one  of  baby's  frocks,  for  two  razors, 

RtriTNINO  WITH  FORTT. 
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a  buiicli  of  cinnamon  cigars,  six  sticks  of  candy, 
a  piece  of  colored  soap,  and  a  dozen  steel  pens. 
The  Dutchman  could  not  speak  a  word  of  En- 
fjlish,  but  was  negotiating  by  signs  for  the  pur- 

chase of  my  husband's  coat  and  hat.  He  had 
offered  a  jack-knife,  plaster  casts  of  Little  Sam- 

uel, General  Jackson,  and  the  ]5abes  in  the 
Wood,  three  packages  of  lozenges,  a  paper  of 
pins,  two  dozen  pearl  buttons,  and  a  wooden 
shaving-dish.  Charley  was  standing  out  stout- 

ly for  a  Jews-harp,  a  crying  baby,  and  a  bottle 
of  Cologne,  in  addition,  when  the  opportune 
arrival  of  lillen  put  a  stop  to  the  business. 

The  very  next  day  Master  Charley  came  rush- 
ing to  me. 

"Mamnui,"  he  asked,  "mayu  L  I  iiin  with 

Forty  ?" 
I  consented,  though  I  had  not  th(;  reuujtest 

idea  what  running  with  Forty  meant. 
"Tiuit's  gallows!"  shouted  Master  ('barley. 

"Look  out  for  the  ])ull-gine  wlien  the  bell  rings  I 
Nix  cum  raush  !    Jim-ah)ng-J(jsey  I" 

He  was  away  l)efore  I  could  recover  mysolf 
from  my  astonishnumt.  Wluire  can  the  chilo 
have  ])ick^  up  such  ])hrascs  ? 

Half  anTiour  later,  hearing  a  great  noise  be- 
fore the  door,  I  looked  out.  'J'hcre  was  oui 

Charley  at  tlie  head  of  a  squad  of  a  dozen  rag- 
ged urchins.  'J'liey  h.ad  rigged  an  ohl  candh;- 

box  upon  Avhcels,  with  sometiiing  that  looked 
like  the  breaks  of  a  fire-engine  on  tluj  top. 
Charley,  his  long  curls  flying  in  the  wind,  was 
making  a  most  unearthly  tooting  u])on  a  tin 
horn.    Pasteboard  badges  stuck  in  their  cups. 

AIN'T  IIK  A  BKATJTY? (il'.OWI.KU. 
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bore  the  nmnber  40.  I  now  began  to  undcr- 
staml  what  "  running  with  Forty"  meant. 

Having  dutifully  honored  their  captain's  fam- 
ily by  a  salute,  the  juvenile  liremen  dashed 

around  the  corner  before  I  could  summon  Mas- 
ter CMuirK'y. 
In  an  hour  my  hoi)eful  son  made  his  appear- 

ance, but  sadly  changed.  His  long  curls  had 
been  clipped  off  close  to  his  head,  giving  him  a 
most  haug-dog,  villainous  aspect. 

"Charley,"  said  I,  *'Avhat  have  you  been 
about?" 

"Been  havin'  my  hair  cut,  regular  fightin' 
fashion.    Just  like  Jake's." 

' '  Like  Jake's !    Who  is  Jake  ?" 
**0h,  he's  a  real  nice  little  boy.  His  ma 

Kells  candy  and  cigars.  She  gave  me  two  sticks 
of  candy  and  a  cigar  for  my  handkerchief ;  and 
Jake  gave  mc  such  a  pretty  dog  for  my  cap,  my 
new  knife,  and  six  cents.  He's  such  a  pretty 
dog,  and  his  name's  Growler.  I'll  go  and  fetch 
him." Charley  bolted  from  the  room,  and  soon  ro- 

*turned  lugging  in  a  half-starved,  mangy  mon- 
grel, almost  as  big  as  himself. 

* '  Ain't  he  a  beauty,  mamma  ?  Jake  says  he 
can  kill  rats  and  worry  cats  beautiful.  Mayn't 
ho  sleep  in  my  bed?    He  barks  so  gallows." 

"  Growler,  true  to  his  name,  set  up  a  terrific 
howl,  and  snapped  viciously  at  his  new  master. 
Charley  dropped  the  brute,  who  darted  under 
the  sofa,  and  lay  there,  obstinately  refusing  to 
be  coaxed  out,  and  snarled  and  showed  a  for- 

midable set  of  teeth  when  any  one  ai)proached 
liim.  Charley  began  to  cry.  His  new  ac- 

quisition had  suddenly  lost  all  its  charms. 
^'Lemmc  call  Jake.  He'll  catch  him!"  he 

whimpered  ;  and  rushing  out,  he  soon  returned 
with  his  nice  friend,  whoso  original  style  of 
coilfurc  had  so  captivated  him. 

After  a  vigorous  hunt  around  the  room,  in 
the  course  of  which  Growler  contriv^^  to  demol- 

ish sundry  articles  of  crockery  and  commit  sad 
havoc  among  the  books  and  papers,  Jake  man- 

aged to  secure  the  cur. 

"There,  Jake,  you  may  have  him.  I  guess 
I  don't  want  him,"  sobbed  Charley. 

"Gimme  a  shill'n  for  ketchiu'  on  him," whined  Jake. 

QVUMK  A.  eniLL'N. 
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The  Hhilling  was  produced,  and  Muater  Juke 
departed  with  his  priie,  to  the  grout  relief  of Charley. 

What  shall  I  do  with  tiie  Ixjy  ? 

MARK  WILTON'S  WIFE. 
HEN  1  began  my  artist-career  in  New  York 
painting  was  not  the  thing  it  now  in.  All- 

stou  had  become  great  alongside  of  Pcale  and 
Stuart,  but  hardly  any  body  else  h()j)i'd  to  be. 
I  verily  believe  tiuit  the  lir.st  ton  }ear.s  I  spent 
here,  any  young  journeyman  of  the  bru>h  who, 
like  Hosea  IJigclow's  grandfather,  restricted  en- 

tirely the  exhibitions  of  his  breadth  of  execution 
to  the  sides  of  barns,  had  a  better  chance  of 
success  than  I  who  worked  on  canvas.  Kornc 
was  then  the  rapture  of  dreamers  or  the  heavy 
bore  of  school-books,  not  the  winter-quarters  of 
the  merchant's  family.  Art  had  few  patrons, 
and  the  Tenth  Street  palace  of  studios  slept 
uneduced  in  its  original  clay-pits  and  timber 
woods. 

The  place  I  called  my  studio  was  an  attic  on 
East  Broadway,  just  out  of  Chatham  Square. 
Tlierc,  above  the  noise  of  the  streets,  1  painted, 
sometimes  for  a  ))ittance,  sometimes  for  prac- 

tice ;  and  dreamed  for  jdeasure,  or  for  nothing. 
It  is  true  I  had  very  hard  times.  I  have  seen 

the  day  when  the  Aurora  that  would  not  bring 
bread  was  put  down  for  the  tinman's  sign-board 
that  would.  Art  may  be  degraded  by  painting 
sign-boards,  but,  I  fancied,  liardly  so  much  as 
by  starving. 

Yet  I  had  my  hap))y  hours  too.  Their  cause 
partook  of  the  nature  of  a  feeling  of  superiority 
to  the  rest  of  mankind — to  certain  ones  of  the 
rest  in  particular.  A  sentiment  not  aj)proTed 
in  the  moral  ])hilosophies,  yet,  perhaps,  jjermis- 
sible  in  a  man  whose  exercise  of  it  must  have 
been  so  innoxious  as  mine,  situated  as  I  was  in 
a  garret,  where  what  I  did  could  never  hurt  any 
body's  feelings.  I  live  on  the  Avenue  now,  and 
from  motives  of  kindness  do  not  indulge  in  the 
gratification. 

But  superiority  to  Avhom?  I  will  tell  you. 
There  was  my  classmate  at  college,  young 
Wiiillletrec,  who  at  his  graduation  was  worth 
live  thousand  a  year.  Having  ojjencd  the  ball 
of  this  life  with  an  heiress  expecting  twice  as 
much,  at  the  time  I  sat  in  my  garret,  he  was  gay- 
ly  dancing  down  the  reel  to  the  music  of  golden 
trumpets,  and  careless  of  whose  toes  he  stepped 
on.  Yet  in  that  very  garret  I  used  to  regale 
myself,  at  least  once  every  day,  on  this  reflec- 

tion, "How  much  better  off  I  am  than  young 

Whiflletree!" I  doubt  whether  there  was  any  sky-light  to 
WhilHetree's  house ;  or,  if  there  was,  w*hether he  ever  used  it.  I  had  one,  and  there  is  no 
saving  hoAv  valuable  it  was  to  me.  It  gave  me 
right  of  entry  to  a  i>atch  of  heaven  just  six  feet 
scjuare,  and  in  all  his  acres  there  was  not  one 
spot  so  fertile.  There  grew  the  blue  tints  that, 
being  transplanted  to  canvas,  made  beautiful 
women's  eyes ;  thence  I  brought  the  gold  that 
made  my  angels'  hair ;  and  there  were  cloud- 
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masses,  sun-streaks,  and  burning  tinges  for  any 
number  and  variety  of  landscape  views.  But 
especially  did  I  glory,  as,  at  the  drawing  nigh 
of  evening,  I  sat  beneath  the  panes  taking  that 
humble  meal,  my  tea.  Tea  by  compliment ; 
for  it  was  often  only  a  glass  of  water  which 
moistened  my  bread,  and  as  I  held  the  goblet  up 
and  let  the  rosy  light  stream  through  it,  I  ex- 

ulted, crying,  "Now  is  Whiffletree  just  at  his 
])ort:,  drowsily  nodding  healths  to  the  table- 
friends  who  love  him  not ;  mine  is  the  self-same 
vintage  that  crowned  the  wedding  of  the  young 
couple  in  Galilee,  and  heaven  hath  given  it  its 

purple  like  theirs!" But  my  sky-light  was  not  my  only  stimulus 
to  cheerfulness.  Like  all  men  with  any  of  the 
true  artist-soul  in  them,  I  had  always  looked 
forward  to  the  day  when  I  should  be  able  to 
claim  that  great  happiness — a  good  and  lovely 
wife.  I  had  pictured  to  myself  the  kind  of  wo- 

man I  would  like  to  be  ever  with  me ;  I  had 
moulded  her,  in  my  mind,  into  all  that  exqui- 

site softness  which  makes  her  heart  a  sweet  pil- 
low in  trouble,  and  an  elastic  reservoir  for  the 

joy  which  is  too  large  to  bear  alone;  I  had 
beautified  her  brows  with  that  heroic  patience 
which  rests  on  woman's  head  like  a  halo — on 
ours  like  a  crown  of  thorns.  She  shall  be  just 
so  tall,  said  I;  just  so  roundly  formed;  with  this 
expression,  this  pose. 

At  last  it  struck  me  that  I  would  paint  her. 
For  surely  to  have  some  tangible  image  of  this 
reward  which  was  to  be — even  though  it  might 
not,  could  not,  thoroughly  represent  the  ideal — 
would  be  a  great  incitement,  a  goal  to  struggle 
toward. 

I  took  a  week  out  of  my  most  inspired  season 
— the  early  spring — and  gave  it  up  to  this  deli- 

cate work.  For  a  whole  day  at  a  time  I  could 
paint  on  easily,  proudly ;  the  very  next,  per- 

haps, saw  me  dissatisfied  after  an  hour  s  work, 
but  undiscouraged.  I  blotted  out  the  failure, 
and  went  forward  anew. 

At  last  I  finished  it.  Sacrificing  the  physic- 
al to  the  spiritual  for  a  while,  I  stinted  some  of 

my  lower  daily  needs  until  I  could  afford  to  give 
it  a  handsome  oval  frame,  and  then  hung  it 
close  by  my  easel  where  I  might  glance  at  it 
now  and  then,  and  gain  courage  in  the  work 
for  food  and  fame. 

Somehow  or  other  I  did  far  better  after  that 
picture  than  ever  before.  The  paintings  which 
I  sent  to  the  Academy,  just  then  in  its  child- 

hood, were  every  where  pronounced  successes. 
One  by  one  patrons  dropped  in,  or  rather  up, 
and  at  length  I  became  of  a  mind  to  move  into 
a  politer  and  more  accessible  studio.  One 
May  morning  that  change,  by  the  intervention 
of  one  cart  and  a  small  boy  with  a  hand-car, 
was  accomplished  without  detriment  to  my  mea- 

gre stock  of  movables. 
My  wife  I  carried,  wrapped  in  much  cotton 

and  paper,  in  my  own  arms.  My  new  studio 
consisted  of  two  rooms,  communicating  by  a 
door.  Against  the  -wall  of  the  inner  one  I  sus- 

pended her,  so  that  I  could  still  look  at  her  as 

I  painted,  yet  guard  her  from  unhallowed  eyes 
of  curiosity  or  custom,  bj  closing  the  passage  at 
the  first  footfall  outside.  Oh  the  sweet  progress 
I  made  as  I  painted  toward  that  woman— felt 
her  growing  more  possible— and  said,  "Not  to- 

morrow, perhaps,  nor  the  day  after,  but  next 
year,  who  knows  but  you  may  be  mine  !" 

Now  that  I  had  become  known,  young  Whif- 
fletree patronized  me.  Forgetting  entirely  the 

obscure  hiatus  between  our  parting  at  the  col- 
lege threshold  and  his  meeting  me  as  the  lion- 
ized artist,  he  was  glad  to  see  me — devilish  glad 

— thought  I  had  been  dead,  old  boy — and  all 
that  sort  of  thing.  And  finding  I  was  not  in 
the  sculpture  line  too,  to  his  great  sorrow,  for  ho 
would  have  liked  an  equestrian  statue  of  him- 

self as  appearing  in  the  mounted  militia,  he 
gave  me  an  order  to  paint  his  wife. 

For  the  first  sitting  I  appointed  a  bright  day 
in  June,  when  the  leaves  were  all  out,  and  a 
fresh  smell  of  the  flowering  orchards  up  the 
river  came  doMii  on  the  brisk  north  breeze,  so 
that  I  felt  in  grand  spirits  for  the  work,  and  be- 

took myself  to  Whiftletree's  house  with  alacrity. 
I  was  ushered  into  the  presence  of  a  lady,  state- 

ly, handsome,  frigid,  and  in  velvets.  At  that 
day  the  idea  of  painting  a  lady  in  any  thing 
but  velvets  or  the  stillest  of  brocades  would 
have  been  thought  an  absurdity.  The  mistress 
of  a  house  who  expected  to  be  handed  down  to 
coming  generations,  would  have  shuddered  at 
the  thought  of  being  seen  by  her  grandchildren, 

like  Healy's  beauties,  in  the  informality  of  tulle 
and  muslin,  quite  as  much  as  if  it  had  been 
proposed  to  her  to  sit  for  her  portrait  in  gauze 
or  tissue  paper. 
We  had  broken  the  ice  of  the  ceremonious 

introduction — interchanged  the  ordinary  plati- 
tudes of  compliment — got  the  right  light,  seat, 

and  pose,  and  I  had  been  sketching  away  dili- 
gently for  about  half  an  hour,  when  there  came 

a  ring  at  the  door — very  faint  and  timid,  like 
that  of  a  little  child.  The  door  of  the  parlor  in 
which  I  stood  before  the  lady  was  half  open, 
and  I  could  see  the  footman  as  he  went  to  an- 

swer it,  hear  the  knob  turn,  and  then  a  girls 
voice,  which  said,  "  Will  you  ask  your  mistress 
if  she  can  give  me  any  sewing  ?" 

Involuntarily  I  started  at  that  voice.  It  was 
the  sweetest  I  had  ever  heard — had  heard  only 
in  dreams  before. 

With  an  irresolution  strangely  contrasting 
with  his  usual  imperturbable  impudence,  the 
flunkey  stood  for  a  moment  hesitating  whether 
to  slam  the  door  in  her  face.  Then  recovering 

his  habitual  pomposity,  he  answered,  "We've 
nothing  for  you." "yls/c,  if  you  please." 

These  last  words  were  said  in  so  calm  yet  de- 
cided a  tone  that  even  the  blunted  instincts  of 

the  man  showed  him  he  was  dealing  with  a  su- 
perior— one  who  had  been  used  to  the  respect 

of  others,  and  never  forgot  her  own.  He  left 
the  front  door  just  ajar,  and  retreating  to  the 

parlor,  looked  in  to  say,  "There's  a  woman  at 
the  door,  Mrs.  Whiffletree,  who  wants  work," 
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'*  I  thought  my  ordi  i.-  v, .  ic,  Tliomas,  always 

to  send  such  jMjople  away ! " 
"Very  true,  ma'am;  but  she  wouldn't  go 

without  my  askinf^." 
"Make  her,  then." 
Upon  which  the  menial  returned  to  the  door, 

and,  deign iug  no  further  parley,  triumj)hantly 
slammed  the  door  in  the  sup|)liant's  face. 

It  must  iiave  been  the  sound  of  that  voice — 
or  the  surprise  at  any  one  so  nmch  in  want  as 
to  ask  for  work  so  earnestly,  yet  at  the  same 
time  so  little  cowed  by  that  want  as  not  to  cringe 
and  go  away  at  the  first  rebuff — or,  it  may  have 
been  a  little  momentary  disgust  at  the  ice-beau- 

ty I  was  painting,  which  would  hide  itself. 
At  any  rate,  I  put  down  the  crayon  for  a  min- 

ute, and  looked  out  of  the  window.  Just  then 
the  tired  foot  of  the  young  girl  came  slowly  oif 
the  last  step ;  with  a  short  hesitation  she  look- 

ed the  other  way  up  the  street,  then,  more  de- 
cidedly, she  turned  and  came  past  the  window. 

All  the  time  I  looked  at  her  with  that  steadfast 
gaze  which  sees  but  one  thing,  and  surely  obe- 

dient to  the  powerful  law  of  magnetism  which 
never  fails  between  men  and  women,  she  lifted 
her  face  so  that  it  looked  full  into  ray  own. 

Gracious  Heavens !  The  face !  the  face !  // 

was  the  one  I  had  been  painting  towai'd  for  six 
years. 
No  wonder  young  "Whiffletrec's  wife  was startled  from  her  coldness;  no  wonder  she 

thought  me  suddenly  gone  mad ;  no  wonder 
that  on  that  account  she  and  her  husband  dis- 

missed me  forever,  and  to  my  somewhat  injury 
3'et  exceeding  little  care  spoke  of  me  always 
after  that,  as  we  speak  of  old  acquaintances  in 
Bedlam.  I  lost  that  portrait — but  I  found  my 
own ! 

For  with  a  half  murmured  incoherent  apology 
— dashing  my  pencil  do\vn  and  my  hat  on — and 
leaving  Madam  and  my  easel  where  they  stood, 
I  ruslicd  through  the  door,  half  knocking  down 
the  astonished  flunkey  in  my  way,  and  was  in 
the  street  at  a  leap. 

She  had  not  gone  very  fur  to  be  sure,  but 
then  the  fear  of  losing  sight  of  her  in  the  wil- 

derness of  New  York,  that  was  terrible.  So 
then,  straightway,  if  Mrs.  Whiffletree  had  con- 

descended to  come  to  the  window,  she  beheld 
the  mortifying  spectacle  of  the  artist-friend 
whom  her  husband  had  presented  in  close  pur- 

suit of  a  repulsed  sewing  girl. 
At  first  it  struck  me  that  I  would  instantly 

catch  up  with  her  and  address  her.  A  mo- 
ment's reflection  showed  me  that  this  was  not 

the  best  way.  That  womanly  self-possession 
in  trouble  which  would  not  let  any  thing  in  her 
walk  or  the  carriage  of  her  head  proclaim  to  the 
street  that  she  had  been  chilled  or  pained,  to- 

gether with  what  I  had  learned  of  her  from  the 
lew  words  spoken  at  the  door,  told  me  that  such 
conduct  would  be  intrusion  on  a  native  lady. 
Perhaps  an  intrusion  to  be  distinctly  repelled. 

Keeping  at  just  such  a  distance  behind  her 
as  might  enable  me  to  notice  without  being 
noticed,  I  followed  her  footsteps  for  more  than 

an  hour.    She  stopped  at  several  doon,  nml 
repeated  the  name  iH^tition  only  to  n>eet  the 
same  refusal  that  liad  fallen  to  her  i>ortion  at 
Wliifllctrec's.  While  she  stood  on  the  stc-ps,  I 
lay  perdu  behind  iwc  boxes,  waiting  to  renew 
my  |)ursuit  as  soon  oa  she  came  down.  As  1 
stood  in  this  i)0>ition  atone  corner,  three  ladies 
whom  I  knew  passed  by,  and  recognizing  me 
with  some  surj)risc  in  so  curiouH  a  situation,  re- 

sorted to  the  hypothesis  that  I  waa  studying  the 
natural  tints  of  wood,  which,  being  told  to  other 
friends  of  theirs,  gained  me  quite  a  reputation for  industry. 

At  length  the  young  girl  seemed  utterly  hope- 
less of  success  for  that  day  at  least,  and  tried  no 

more  doors.  Even  her  heroic  ])atience  almost 
gave  way,  and  I  could  sec  from  the  air  witli 
which  she  drew  her  vail  closer  and  quickeneil 
her  steps  that  she  was  wanting  to  cry,  and  get- 

ting home  as  fast  as  possible  that  she  might  do 
it  unnoticed.  It  was  now  easier  to  follow  her. 
Through  the  streets,  on  toward  the  upper  and 
then  almost  unsettled  part  of  the  city,  we  kept 
our  common  way,  until  at  last,  reaching  a  broad 
waste  field,  now  thick  sown  with  frce-st(<no 
houses,  she  took  the  narrow  pathway  which  ran 
across  it  through  scanty  grass  and  luxuriant 
weeds  toward  a  very  small  wooden  house  lying 
alone  in  the  middle  of  the  dreary  blankness. 
We  were  the  only  two  upon  the  waste,  and 
fearing  that  she  might  turn,  I  sat  down  behind 
a  huge  boulder  and  waited  until  she  was  quite 
on  the  door-sill.    Then  she  passed  in. 

It  was  now  but  the  work  of  a  moment  to 
complete  my  chase.  I  too  hurried  to  the  door 
and  knocked.  Before  the  knock  was  answered, 
I  had  time  with  one  quick  glance  to  take  in  a 
hundred  little  things  which  spoke  of  tenants 
within  blessed  with  the  rare  ai)preciation  of  this 
fact — the  ])oor  of  this  world  are  too  poor  to  re- 

fuse God's  free  gifts.  All  around  the  exquisite- 
ly clean  door-step  were  blooming  those  flowers 

which  Heaven  gives  to  all  of  us  for  the  asking 
— wild  violets,  forest  geraniums,  anemones,  and 
many  another  of  the  transplanted  children  of 
the  wood.  An  eglantine,  deftly  trained  by  un- 

mistakable woman-fingers,  hid  with  its  fra- 
grant leaves  and  blossoms  half  the  side  of  the 

house,  growing  ever  more  and  more  into  a 
mantle  of  gentlest  charity  for  the  rough  boards 
to  which  man's  workmanship  had  only  granted 
one  coat  of  coarse  yellow  paint,  and  verily  man 
could  not,  had  iie  the  will,  have  brightened 
that  house  with  such  tints  as  Nature  and  the 
womanly  heart  had  given  it.  Smoothly  grav- 

eled was  the  little  path  in  front  of  the  low  step 
— not  a  weed  was  any  where  to  be  seen  marring 
its  cleanliness — and  the  small  knob  of  the  door 
was  bright  to  such  a  degree,  that  it  seemed  like 
a  ball  of  sunlight  set  there  by  some  fairy  to 
guide  the  inhabitants  home. 

I  wondered  that  no  answer  came  to  my  knock. 
So  I  repeated  it,  and  began  my  survey  again. 
Very  strange!  Nearly  five  minutes  more,  and 
not  a  sign  of  any  one  coming.  The  suspense 
was  too  much  to  bear — I  turned  the  latch  with 
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my  own  hand  and  entered.  At  the  other  end 
of  the  clean  uncarpeted  entry  was  a  closed  door, 
and,  drawing  near  it,  I  heard  the  low  sobs  of  a 
girl  and  an  elder  voice,  as  of  a  mother  saying 
comforting  things  tremulously  as  if  she  would 
fain  weep  too. 

Then,  growing  still  bolder,  I  made  my  way 
in — so  softly  that  at  first  they  did  not  ob- 

serve me.  On  a  low  wicker  chair  by  the  closed 
window  sat  a  sad-foced  woman,  her  eyes  full 
of  a  patient,  trustful  tenderness  undimmed  by 
her  sorrowful  middle  age,  and  kneeling  with 
her  head  in  that  woman's  lap,  the  young  girl 
Avhom  I  sought  gave  way  to  her  mortification 
and  pain  in  perfect  abandonment. 

Stepping  forward  I  drew  their  attention. 
The  girl  rose  liastily,  and,  throwing  back  her 
long  dark  curls,  turned  on  me  a  bewildered  face, 
and  shrunk  toward  her  mother.  Thank  God  to 
have  found  that  face  even  in  tears  !  The  mo- 

ther looked  at  me  for  a  moment  Avith  an  air  of 
dignified  inquiry. 

*' Madam,"  said  I,  hurriedly,  my  only  apol- 
ogy for  what,  I  am  aware,  is  a  very  strange  in- 

trusion, is  the  fact  that  I  was  present  at  one  of 
those  houses  where  the  young  lady  avos  disap- 

pointed, and  so  pained  by  her  trouble  that  I 
could  not  help  coming  to  ask  the  favor  of  your 
commanding  my  own  efforts.  Forgive  my  un- 

asked entrance — permit  me  to  hand  you  my 

card." 
"Mr.  AVilton,"  answered  the  lady,  quickly 

glancing  at  my  name,  "it  is  my  misfortune  this 
day  to  be  of  gentle  blood,  yet  without  a  soul  to 
call  me  kin  or  friend  save  this  daughter  in  all 
the  great  lonely  city.  If  God,  therefore,  sends 
a  friend,  it  is  not  fur  me  to  quarrel  with  the 
way  in  which  He  introduces  him.  There  have 
been  days  when  you  might  have  been  as  proud 
to  be  my  guest  as  I  to  receive  you  whom  the 
world  honors.    Be  seated,  please." 

The  involuntary  self-assertion  of  the  born 
lady  which  toned  the  last  few  words,  gave  Vv  ay 
to  a  gratified  and  warmer  look  as  I  replied, 

"Believe  me,  I  could  not  be  prouder  than  I 
am  noAV  if  you  permit  me  to  know  you." 

Ah  !  The  same  sad  old  story.  Repeated 
daily  in  the  mournful  sonnet  of  a  thousand  city 
lives — yet  never  hackneyed — never  done.  There 
had  been  a  young  professional  man — a  lawyer, 
proud  as  John  Halifax  in  the  consciousness  of 
having  only  two  levers  to  lift  him  into  fame, 
his  brains  and  hands.  AVith  Heaven's  blessing 
on  these  means,  he  had  built  slowly  up  around 
him  a  New  York  practice,  just  large  enough  to 
admit  of  his  bringing  under  the  same  dear  little 
roof  with  him  the  woman  he  loved.  This  young 
couple  lived  together  till  one  child  was  born  to 
them — a  daughter.  Then  just  as  the  great 
gates  of  prestige  and  reputation  began  to  rock 
on  their  hinges  before  his  sturdy  shoulder,  and 
the  gleam  of  the  garments  of  those  who  had 
broken  their  way  to  the  bright  inner  heights 
before  him  flashed  more  and  more  upon  his 
eyes  through  the  widening  breach,  he  fell — fell 
on  the  very  threshold.    Fall  of  a  great,  patient, 

working  heart  in  the  morning — out  of  his  armor 
forever,  at  the  nightfall.  And  in  this  poor, 
small  house  now  lived  his  widow  and  his  or- 

phan. 
Years  had  gone  by  since  the  father  went  his 

way.  Wall  Street  and  the  courts  had  forgotten 
him — his  few  clients  hardly  now  remembered 
his  name — yet  this  wife  and  daughter  kept  his 
remembrance  holy,  and  still  clung  to  New  York 
that  they  might  be  near  his  old  arena  and 
oftener  visit  his  grave.  Tliere  were  friends  of 

the  husband's — friends  of  the  wife's  far  up  the 
country — they  would  not  ask  home  and  suste- 

nance of  them,  lest  the  name  of  the  dead  might 
be  dishonored  by  that  bitterest  reproach  upon  a 
young  man's  tombstone:  "He  left  his  family 
almost  nothing."  Up  to  the  day  on  vdiich  I 
first  saw  the  two,  they  had  just  eked  out  life 
together  on  that  "almost  nothing."  Just  then 
the  banks  were  beginning  to  fail,  and  they  lost 
it  all.  And  then  came  the  dreadful  question 
which  stares  at  widows  and  orphans  out  of  every 
financial  night,  "Where  is  bread  to  come  from?" 
How  they  were  trying  to  solve  it,  I  had  seen  at 
Whiffletree's.  Yes,  that  tender  woman,  still 
cherishing  the  memories  of  her  younger  life  of 
luxury  and  the  refined  comforts  of  her  wedded 
home — that  slender,  graceful  girl  of  seventeen, 
educated  by  her  mother  into  a  delicacy  of 
thought  and  feeling,  into  those  riches  of  all 
mind  and  heart  culture  which  no  poverty  could 
make  dim,  had  come  ai  last  to  the  point  A\here 
the  world  called  on  tliem  for  its  menial  services 
as  the  only  condition  of  their  staying  in  it. 

And  do  you  think  I  let  them  sew?  Do  you 
think  that  while  heart  beat  and  muscles  might 
strain  in  my  body,  I  sulfered  tlie  face  that  had 
drawn  me  on  through  long  niglits  and  days  to 
honor  for  its  sake,  to  grow  sad  and  pinched 
ever  more  and  more  over  the  garments  of  the 
rich,  and  the  ill-paid  slop-  .vork  of  the  great  shops 
that  stab  woman  to  the  heart  with  needles? 
Never!  Not  over  a  tambour  frame,  whereon  a 
king's  Ihrono  cloth  was  broidered,  if  I  could 
hcl])  it! 

In  a  more  pleasant  and  decenter  part  of  the 
town  I  hired  a  small,  comfortable  house,  already 
furnished.  Into  it  I  brought  the  two  ladies,  ut- 

terly overwhelmed  at  what  seemed  to  be  my  per- 
fectly inexplicable  kindness.  They  could  not 

know  the  reason  of  it  then — the  reason  wiiich 
lay  in  my  knowing  that  that  young  girl,  or  no 
one  upon  earth,  was  to  be  my  wife,  and  any 
thing  i  could  do  to  shelter  her  was  but  giving 
shelter  to  my  own  soul. 

To  allay  what  I  felt  must  be  their  fear  of  the 
world's  suspicion,  though  they  never  mentioned 
it,  I  would  not  live  with  them,  alone  by  our- 

selves, as  I  would  have  done  in  Arcadia,  heav- 
en, or  any  other  country  where  people  can  be 

happy  and  innocent  without  being  talked  about. 
So  I  persuaded  the  mother  to  receive  several 
other  lodgers,  and  from  the  best  of  my  acquaint- 

ance procured  two  young  married  men,  with 
their  wives,  to  take  rooms  with  us. 

I  resolved  that,  although  Ellen  Lorn  seemed 
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mine  already  by  right,  I'rom  the  loiij;  years'  pos- session of  that  lieaveniy  face  of  hers  in  my  heart 
and  my  studio,  I  would  not  treat  lier  as  such 
in  any  sense  until  I  might  woo  and  win  her. 
I  was  more  painfully  scruj)ulous  than  I  would 
have  been  with  any  other  lady  to  avoid  doing 
or  saying  any  thing  which  might  look  like  as- 

sarting a  cl;iim.  I  carefully  governed  myself 
against  all  intrusions  upon  her  quiet  and  pri- 

vacy, and  suffered  myself  only  to  see  her  at 
first  upon  grounds  of  the  most  polite  etiquette, 
that,  if  possible,  I  mi.j;ht  be  thought  worthy  for 
my  own  sake,  regardless  of  any  past  relations 
of  benefiictor  and  beneficiary,  to  have  a  place 
where  alon3  of  all  others  I  would  give  my  life 
to  sit  supreme. 
My  course  was  a  successful  one.  In  time 

came  the  blessed,  the  unmistakable  signs  of 
being  loved.  The  involuntary,  warmer  press- 

ure of  the  iiand,  when  Lite  in  the  evening,  aft- 
er talking  with  them  or  reading  to  them  for 

hours,  I  left  her  mother's  parlor ;  the  solici- 
tude, the  nursing,  bestowed  by  gentlewoman 

goodness  upon  my  slight  pain  or  illness ;  the 
interest  in  all  that  I  cared  for ;  the  pleasiu-e 
with  whicli  my  day's  calendar  of  labors  was  list- 

ened to  at  nightfall  by  the  breezy  windows. 
And,  finally,  I  determined  to  do  that  net 

which  the  truest  and  the  bravest  man  must 
ever  come  to  with  more  trembling  than  to  any 
otlicr  passa^^e  of  his  life;  which  only  the  flip- 

pant coward  dares  boast  he  approached  non- 
chalantly, and  according  to  mere  cool  forms 

— the  finding  out  whetlier  you  have  not  been 
flattering  yourself,  and  it  is  possible,  after  all, 
that  you  are  to  her  you  love  the  one  man  in 
the  world,  as  she  is  to  you  the  only  woman. 
My  thorough  respect  and  self-respect  had  won 
the  mother,  and  it  was  by  her  consent  that,  for 
my  end,  I  invited  the  daughter  to  accompany 
me  one  morning  to  my  studio.  Ellen  granted 
the  request,  and,  reaching  there,  I  opened  the 
door  of  the  inner  room,  and  drew  back  the  cur- 

tain that  hung  over  my  wife's  picture. 
"Look,  Miss  Lorn  !" 
A  deep  blush  of  delighted  surprise  and  awak- 

ening spread  over  the  face  of  the  beautiful  girl, 
and,  as  soon  as  slie  could  get  words,  she  said : 

*' Why,  when  did  you  do  this?  I  never  sat 

to  you." '*That  portrait  was  painted  nearly  seven  years 

ago." ^ '  What !  Is  it  possible  that  any  one  just  like 

me — " 
*'  No,  there  is  none  else  like  you  ;  and,  there- 

fore, if  1/ oil  can  not  do  for  me  the  one  thing  which 
I  live  for,  on  the  broad  earth  I  have  nowhere 
else  to  go !  Ellen  !  can  it  be  that  the  last  few 
months  leave  you  still  ignorant  of  what  that  one 

thing  is  ?" I  drew  her  gently  toward  me,  and,  as  she  hid 
her  face  upon  my  breast,  she  just  whispered, 
*'i  can  not  find  the  words  to  tell  you  what 
I  would  say.  I  am  sure  you  know  it  with- 

out—" "Yes,  thank  God!  I  do.    I  know  it  at  last, 

and  feel  it,  without  words,  for  I  love  you,  and 

you  love  me !" And  then  I  told  her  the  »tory  of  the  ])ortrait 
— the  story,  actually  incredible  save  by  her  who 
trusted  me.  And  my  soul  was  full  of  hymn- 
to  think  that  this  was  indeed  my  wife's  portrait. 

It  will  always  be  my  great  sorrow,  though 
now  it  be  a  consoled  one,  that  we  did  not  mar- 

ry, as  the  Law  of  Heaven  calls  all  such  as  we 
to  do,  immediately.  But  the  Law  of  .Society 
said,  "Wait;  wait  till  you  are  able  to  put  your 
wife  at  the  head  of  a  mure  expensive — a  more 
luxurious  establishment.  The  world  will  visit 
you  then,  and  you  shall  begin  your  married 
dance,  like  young  Whilfletree,  to  the  music  of 

golden  trumpets." I  grieve  to  say  that  the  Law  of  Society  so  far 
overruled  in  my  foolish  mind  the  Law  of  Heav- 

en, that  I  proposed  to  remain  engaged  for  one 
year  before  the  wedding.  In  that  time  I  would 
work — oh,  how  I  would  work  I — with  one  single 
aim — the  increase  of  wealth  and  distinction  for 
her  sake.  The  year  passed,  we  would  open  a 
house  on  Washington  Square,  perhaps,  and  keep 
servants  and  a  carriage  with  the  best  of  them. 

To  this  end  I  greatly  enlarged  my  circle  of 
acquaintances.  I  went  more  into  society,  and 
suffered  myself  to  be  lionized,  with  an  ulterior 
view  to  orders.  I  became  hail-fjllow-well-mct 
with  many  a  dashing  young  blood,  wdiose  wealth 
Avould  have  hitherto  been  to  me  but  a  miserable 
compensation  for  listening  to  his  horse,  militia, 
and  quadrille  twaddle.  I  suffered  myself  to  be 
talked  to  on  the  comparative  merits  of  tailors 
by  Snobson,  to  take  drinks  and  r'dcs  with  De 
Fasteboie.  I  went  into  general  routs  and  crush 
parties,  and  was  seduced  by  learned  women  into 
dissertations  upon  Annibale  Caracci.  The  just 
nascent  taste  for  and  study  of  art  in  town  ena- 

bled mothers,  with  daughters  who  did  not  de- 
spise the  lure  of  a  rising  artist,  to  "book-up" 

those  young  persons  in  all  the  commonplaces 
of  dilettante  painting  and  sculpture;  so  that 
they  imagined  their  fascinations  took  me  on  my 
weak  side,  when  they  made  sweet,  bashful  love 
to  me,  as  an  obvious  professional  character. 
How  little  they  thought  that  I  was  all  the  time 
looking  through  them  and  over  their  heads  to 
that  quiet  parlor  where  a  young  girl,  who  never 
got  one  of  their  cards,  sat  waiting  my  return 
over  some  choice  old  passage  I  had  marked  for 
her  to  read!  How  little  they  thought  that  I 

was  using  them  all,  men  and  woi^cn,  waltzers 
and  talkers,  sons,  daughters,  and  mammas, 
merely  as  the  steps  of  a  ladder,  above  whoso 
top  round  sat — the  sewing  girl  repulsed  from 
Whiffletree's !  Yet  how  often  did  I  say  to  my- 

self, "  Wilton,  after  ail,  wdiat  better  are  you  in 
all  this  selfish  mingling  with  the  people  you  de- 
si)ise  than  a  walking  advertisement — a  rollick- 

ing sign-board,  with  Tainting  done  here!'" And  I  confess  I  had  my  misgivings  as  to  how 
far  I  was  acting  nobly. 

As  the  time  went  on  I  began  to  feel  all  this 
excitement  wearing  on  me.  After  painting  all 
day,  the  whirl  of  incessant  party-life  was  not 
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the  thing  for  me.  I  ought  to  have  been  on 
Ellen  Lorn's  peaceful  little  sofa.  I  suspect, 
too,  that  the  drinks  with  De  Fasteboie  -were  not 
good  for  me  ;  they  told  on  my  constitution  in  a 
feverish  brow  and  a  nameless  craving. 

A  night  came  which  I  shall  nercr  forget  while 
I  live.  I  had  promised,  in  the  morning,  to  take 
out  Ellen  in  the  evening  for  a  moonlight  row 
upon  the  North  River.  We  would  go  to  Wec- 
hawken  on  the  flood  tide,  take  a  little  straw- 

berry supper  there,  and  come  back  by  eleven 
or  twelve  on  the  ebb.  It  was  all  arranged  be- 

fore I  kissed  her  good-by  and  left  for  the  studio. 
A  little  after  noonday,  as  I  rested  from  my  easel 
to  take  my  lunch  upon  the  sandwich  which  El- 

len always  had  ready  in  its  clean  white  napkin 
when  I  left  home,  De  Fasteboie  sauntered  in  from 
his  restaurant  breakfast,  taken,  as  his  wont  was, 
very  early  in  the  afternoon,  and  hailed  me  with, 

"How're  ye,  old  fellow!  Well,  what's  up? 
Br-e-ad  and  ha-am,  on  my  soul !  really,  equal 
to  What's-his-name's  hermit — 'water  and  cress- 

es from  the  spring' — the  exact  words,  I  think. 
Come,  put  down  that  melancholy  stuff.  Bob 
and  Bouncer  are  at  the  door,  and  my  tiger  can't 
keep  them  more  than  a  minute  longer  from 
kicking  over  the  traces.  Prime  order,  shiny  as 
glass,  and  the  oats  fairly  sticking  out  of  them. 
Hurrah  for  the  road  and  a  Champagne  dinner 

at  Stryker's  !    Come — quick!'* 
Almost  without  knowing  how,  I  consented — 

locked  my  door,  and  jumped  up  by  De  Faste- 
boic's  c-idc  on  the  dog-cart.  Aside  from  having 
to  hear  him  talk,  it  certainly  was  pleasant  to  be 
bowling  along  at  a  steady  rate  of  twelve  miles 
the  hour  on  a  smooth,  tough,  elastic  road,  to  the 
rhythm  of  spirited  hoofs,  out  of  the  din  and 
dust,  all  among  blossoms,  river  breezes,  and 
deep,  green  lawns  of  country  houses. 

Our  dinner  at  Stryker's  was  elaborately  good, 
even  at  that  earlier  day  of  luxury.  The  Cham- 

pagne was,  perhaps,  the  child  of  vineyards  then, 
and  not  of  orchards.  At  any  rate,  wc  drank 
freely  of  it — drank  till  we  felt  its  generous  thrill 
with  poignant  pleasantness.  And  such  good- 
fellowship,  so-called,  rose  out  of  its  bubbles  that 
not  until  the  clock  aroused  us,  striking  seven, 
did  we  think  of  taking  to  the  road  again. 

Seven  o'clock!  Oh  shame! — at  that  very 
hour  had  I  appointed  to  go  with  Ellen  to  the 
boat ;  and  for  what  had  I  forgotten  my  prom- 

ise? I,  the  earnest  man  and  the  worker,  to 
revel  with  bon-vivants — to  while  a  long  summer 
day  in  banqueting — to  waste  even  the  hour  I 
had  pledged  to  the  woman  of  my  love  ! 

Full  of  that  feverish  restlessness  which  tor- 
ments the  man  who  has  criminally  laughed 

away  an  appointed  time,  I  prevailed  ujwn  De 
Fasteboie,  after  much  reluctance,  to  order  up 
the  horses. 

We  neither  of  us  said  much  on  our  way  in. 
With  De  Fasteboie  it  was  after-dinner  satiety 
that  kept  him  taciturn ;  with  me  itysvas  that  re- 

morse which  likes  not  to  talk— only  to  get  for- 
ward, both  to  repair  injury,  if  possible,  and  to 

run  away  from  itself. 

The  bays,  stabled  all  the  afternoon,  needed 
only  to  feel  the  reins,  and  warmed  to  work  with- 

out urging.  The  sunlight  was  not  yet  quite 
out  of  one  side  of  the  sky,  and  the  moon  had 
just  risen  on  the  other,  when  we  came  whirling 
into  the  upper  })ortion  of  Broadway.  Of  a  sud- 

den, above  all  the  other  blended  hum  of  town, 
then  pealed  upon  our  ears  the  quick  alarm  o4' 
fire-bells.  Men,  boys,  and  engines  began  io 
run  and  rattle  through  the  streets,  and  making 
a  strange  mixed  glare  with  the  contending  sun- 

set and  moon-rise,  the  lurid  surges  of  the  fire, 
canoi)icd  with  heavy  smoke-clouds,  roll-ed  on 
our  view  from  further  down  town. 

"Where  is  the  fire?"  I  shouted  to  a  man 
whom  we  hurled  past  as  he  ran.  "In  Macdougal 
Street,"  he  replied,  behind  us. 

"  Oh  !  I  hope  not  any  where  near  my  studio. 
De  Fasteboie — do  me  the  favor  to  take  me  there 
— I  may  be  necessary,  if  it  is  near." 

Into  the  Avenue  —  past  the  Square — into 
Macdougal  Street — fast  as  we  could  drive.  Heav- 

ens !  could  it  be  ?  It  teas  my  studio  !  Then  Dc 
Fasteboie  set  me  down  among  the  struggling 
mob  and  the  engines.  After  which,  s})ite  the 
bold  training  of  his  horses,  he  left,  for  their  sake 
not  daring  to  stay. 

"  Friends,  make  way,  if  you  please."  I  shook 
off  the  hands  whose  rough  kindness  would  de- 

tain me,  and  just  plunging  my  handkerchief  in 
a  water-pail,  tied  it  over  my  mouth  and  rushed 
up  the  half-charred  stairway.  There  Avcre  pic- 

tures up  stairs  for  the  Exhibition — orders  in 
every  stage  of  progress — none  of  these  were  in 
my  mind.  My  wife's  portrait — the  talisman  of 
all  my  hardest  life — the  goal  to  which  I  had 
painted  forward  for  six  years  with  all  their 
nights  and  days — I  would  bring  that  down  safe 
though  I  had  to  leap  back  from  the  window. 
With  the  floor  half  yielding  beneath  me  and  al- 

most strangled,  1  reached  the  landing  and  felt 
for  my  key.  But  no — no  need — the  studio  door 
had  been  opened  before  me  and  stood  ajar. 
Through  dense  clouds  I  groped,  holding  my 
breath,  to  the  inner  door — as  I  pushed  that 
open,  the  floor  within  fell  down,  crackling  with 
the  pictures  all  ashes  upon  it,  and  a  bright  sheet 
of  flame  rolled  up  into  my  very  eyes.  A  quick 
pain  shot  through  them — then  I  opened  them, 
and  finding  I  could  not  see,  cried  out  in  agony, 
"Blind,  OGod!  blind!"  Yet  Heaven  helped 
me  as  I  groped  my  way  back  to  the  stairs — then 
plunged  down  them  to  the  ground. 

"Did  you  get  it?"  cried  a  hundred  throats 
simultaneously,  who  knew  not  what,  to  me, 
that  "  it"  meant.  "  No,"  I  answered,  mechan- 

ically, and  the  low  murmur  that  went  throu<^h 
the  crowd  showed  how  much  those  kind,  rude 
souls  felt  sorry  for  my  unknown  wretched- ness. 

"Blind,  OGod!  blind!"  In  the  quicken- 
ing of  that  sudden,  great  afifliction,  there  fell 

upon  me  like  a  tempest  remorse  for  what  I  had 
lost  and  the  sense  of  irreparable  blight.  I  saw 
quickly  go  past  me,  in  mournful  procession,  all 
the  blind  beggars  I  had  ever  pitied  at  the  street 
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side  and  in  hospitals.  I  saw  Bartimcus  as  he 
saddened  on  the  road  hefore  Christ  came — Beli- 
sarius  asking  ahns  in  the  forum — the  blind  old 
King  of  Judah  in  the  foul  dungeons  of  Babylon. 
Blind  like  them! — yea,  blinder  than  them  all; 
for  I  had  shut  my  eyes  to  hapi)iness,  and  ehased 
ambition,  pleasure,  world-note,  baudaged.  And, 
the  blind  painter  !  his  occupation  gone  in  a  mo- 

ment, what  more  could  he  do  for  her  who  was 
his  only  life  ? 

Thrown  out  of  this  world's  Avork-shop  as  a 
ruined  tool,  what  more  was  left  for  me?  One 
thing — and  that  I  would  do.  At  the  foot  of 
Hammersley  Street  the  deep  river  was  now  run- 

ning in  swift  and  strong  flood.  I  mi/jht  go  to 
Weehawken  yet  to-night — I  laughed  in  my  de- 

spair— yet  not  as  I  meant  to  go  in  the  morning. 
Ellen  would  not  be  with  me ;  no,  she  would  not 
sec  me  as  I  drifted  cold  and  unpained  through 
those  quick  waters,  a  drowned  blind  man — with 
my  eyes  glassily  staring  up  to  the  moonlight, 
and  my  hair  waving  back  like  a  strange  waif 
of  sea-weed. 

With  this  resolution  in  my  mad  soul,  I  man- 
aged to  feel  my  way  down  toward  the  river — 

never  stumbling  at  crossings  or  striking  against 
posts — until  the  monotonous  lashing  between 
the  piles  and  the  feel  of  boards  beneath  my  feet 
told  me  I  was  on  the  wharf.  Going  to  the  edge 
I  shut  my  teeth,  and  without  a  prayer  got  ready 
to  leap. 

Almost  off!  when  a  small  round  arm,  nerved 
mightily  beyond  its  common  strength,  caught 
me  around  the  waist — and  a  bitter  voice  of 

grief — a  woman's  voice — yes,  Ellen's — cried  out 
close  to  my  face,  "  Oh,  Mark,  Mark  I  Pity  me 
— pity  me,  and  do  not  die!" 

Utterly  exhausted  by  my  passion  of  despair 
I  fell  to  the  wharf,  helpless  as  a  child.  And 
she,  the  loving  and  true-hearted,  sat  down, 
taking  my  hot  head  into  her  lap.  Would  you 
kill  me,  Mark  ?  Me  w^hom  you  love  ?  Speak 
to  me — look  at  me — you  will  frighten  me  to 
death.    Oh,  look  at  your  Ellen  !" 

I  turned  my  sightless  eyes  up  to  that  heavenly, 
invisible  face  which  bent  over  mc,  and  answered, 
^'I  shall  never  see  you  again.  I  am  blind — blind 

by  fire !" For  a  moment  the  anguish  that  shook  that 
tender  young  girl  was  like  the  wrath  of  a  great 
whirlwind.  In  passionate  sobs  and  tears  it 
broke  over  me  and  mingled  with  my  own  sor- 

row, till  I  seemed  growing  mad  again,  and 
struggled  to  rise,  saying,  "No  help  for  it— I 
must  die !" 

And  then  the  mighty,  self-conquering  heroism 
of  woman  came  to  her  aid.  She  brushed  the 
tears  from  her  eyes,  and  clasping  my  hand, 
answered  with  a  voice  of  firm  cheerfulness, 
"No!  you  shall  never  die,  while  I  have  eyes 
and  hands  for  us  both."  And  almost  uncon- 

sciously she  led  me  from  the  pier,  and  guided 
me  gently  home. 

I  slept  a  long  and  heavy  sleep  till  late  in  the 
next  morning.  When  I  awakened,  it  was  to 
feel  instantly  Ellen's  kiss  upon  my  lips  j  to  hear 

I  her  voice  asking  how  1  felt.  Then  she  sm<X  to 
me,  "  Will  yow  do  me  one  fiivor  ?" 

"Any  thing,  my  darling,  any  thing  that  one 
blind  and  cursed  of  G»jd  can  do." 

*'0h!  d(m't  speak  so.  Dear  Mark,  do  vou 
love  mc  still  as  much  as  ever?" 

*'  Can  you  ask  mc  that — me  whom  you  saved, 
both  soul  and  body  last  night?" 

"Well,  then,  you  will  grant  me  this  one 
thing — let  us  be  married  immediately." 

"  O  God!  to  think  I  can  never  take  care  of 

you,  now !" 
"Nevermind — /can  take  care  of  you.  Mo- 

ther and  I  have  two  more  rooms  to  ourselves 
than  there  is  any  need  of :  we  will  take  more 
boarders — don't  be  afraid;  we  shall  live.  I 
only  want  to  belong  to  you  before  all  the  world 
— that  I  may  have  a  right  to  take  care  of  you. 

If  you  love  me  still,  let  it  be  as  I  say  this  once.'" We  were  married  that  very  day.  I,  the 
blind — ah,  the  doubly  blind — to  her  the  beauti- 

ful, the  patient,  and  far-seeing. 
For  many  a  day  afterward  I  sat  in  my  little 

room  with  my  eyes  bound  up,  for  tliey  were 
very  tender  for  a  long  time,  while  Ellen  talked 
hopefully  to  me,  and  made  bright  pictures  in 
my  mind  by  telling  me  how  the  clouds  and  the 
grass  and  the  trees  were  looking.  Oh,  the 
blessing  she  was  to  me  in  that  darkness ! 

Yery  soon  after  our  marriage  slie  told  me 
how  she  came  to  save  me  at  the  wharf.  At  the 

first  cry  of  fire,  fearing  I  was  away — for  seven 
o'clock  had  come  without  bringing  mc — she  had 
hurried  to  my  studio,  and  reached  it  just  in 
time  to  bear  away  out  of  the  thickening  sniokj 
that  one  beloved  picture.  She  had  carried  it 
to  a  safe  i)lace,  and  then  returned  in  the  vain 
desire  of  having  the  other  paintings  saved. 
She  had  been  hemmed  in  by  the  crowd  when  I 
came — her  voice  lost  in  theirs,  when  I  rushed 
up  the  burning  stair-case.  She  had  seen  me 
return,  groping  strangely — broken  through  th.^ 
crowd,  and  tracked  me  down  Hammersley  Street. 
She  just  reached  the  wharf  in  time  and  saved me ! 

For  many  days,  I  have  said,  she  sat  with  mc, 
lighting  my  darkness.  Her  plans  for  keeping 
house,  helped  by  our  good  and  tender  mother, 
were  all  successful.  We  lived  comfortably,  if 
not  luxuriously,  and  I  only  groaned  in  spirit 
when  I  thought  to  myself,  "/might  have  been 
doing  all  this  for  her,  and  more."  No — not more — God  never  gives  more,  before  heaven 
comes  (and  that  coming  only  brightens  and 

strengthens  it),  than  a  noble  woman's  love  on earth. 
Gradually  I  loas  able  to  do  something.  Peo- 

ple that  had  heard  of  me  while  yet  I  painted 
seemed  willing  to  hear  further  from  the  blind 
artist.  So  using  my  Ellen's  pen,  I  wrote  lec- 

tures upon  the  art  wliose  practice  must  now  be 
a  memory  only  with  me  forever.  Then  she 
read  them  over  to  me  till  I  learned  them,  and 
I  traveled  with  her,  talking  them  to  the  sym- 

pathizing audiences  whose  pity  softened  with- 
out mortifying  me,  because  I  could  not  sec  it. 
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Yes— and  I  did  well  at  lecturing.  This  greatly 
helped  me  to  be  content  in  blindness. 

By-and-by  what  strange  thing,  do  you  think, 
happened  to  me  ?  Early  in  the  dawn — just  be- 

fore the  time  when  I  always  woke,  now  that  I 
was  blind — I  had  a  dream  in  which  I  thought  I 

could  see  again — Ellen's  face  seemed  upturned 
close  beside  me  on  the  pillow,  and  I  could  per- 

ceive its  lovely  outlines  quite  plainly.  In  my 
sleep  I  felt  ravished  with  joy — so  that  I  woke 
from  the  very  excess  of  it.  "But,"  said  I  to 
myself,  "I  must  be  very  long  waking — how  that 
dream  clings !"  For  still  I  saw  that  face,  clear 
as  in  sleep.  "What !  my  God,  can  it  be  ?  Not 
sleep — but  real  waking  ?" 

Oh,  Ellen,  Ellen !  I  see  you  again  !  I 
am  not — not  quite  blind !"  As  she  woke  in 
sudden  amazement,  and  saw  the  truth — that  I 
could  see  a  very  little — she  shed  the  first  tears 
from  her  brave  steadfast  eyes  that  she  had  per- 

mitted herself  since  she  had  to  uphold  me. 
After  that,  little  by  little,  my  full  sight  came 

back  to  me.  I  painted  again,  and  became 
more  famous  than  before.  I  realized  my  dream 
of  a  fine  house,  equipage,  all  material  splendor 
I  had  striven  for.  But  as  He  Avhc  knows  all 
hearts  bears  me  witness,  I  would  be  blind  again, 
if  no  otherwise  could  1  sec  the  heaven  of  that 

woman's  heart  as  I  saw  it  in  my  blindness ! 

'lydia  lankfort'S  wedding. 
HAVING  shown  me  the  chambers  of  the 

house — the  dairy-room,  with  its  hundred 
cheeses,  like  so  many  flattened  spheres  of  gold, 
ranged  upon  shelves — the  wool-loft,  in  which 
were  stored  the  results  of  three  seasons'  shear- 

ing— the  yellow-white  blocks  of  fleeces  packed 
away,  in  regular  rows,  to  the  ceiling,  with  little 
aisles  and  arches,  all  of  wool,  and  having  ex- 

plained to  me,  very  innocently,  that  this  crop, 
reaped  from  the  backs  of  sheep,  w^as  a  commod- 

ity which  increased  in  weight  by  being  kept,  and 
that  it  would  probably  command  a  better  price 
per  pound  another  season  than  this,  the  young 
ladies  of  the  farm  conducted  me  to  the  pantry, 
where  they  exhibited  a  trayful  of  extraordina- 

ry hens'-eggs ;  then  to  the  wash-room,  to  show 
me  the  glossy  water-tank,  supplied  by  a  spout 
from  the  hill ;  and,  finally,  asked  me  if  I  Avould 
like  to  sec  their  grandmother? 

"By  all  means!"  I  replied;  and  they  accord- 
ingly led  me  to  a  sitting-room,  where  the  old 

lady  sat,  with  a  large  gray  cat  in  her  lap,  knit- 
ting a  sock  which  was  precisely  the  color  of  the 

cat. 

"Gran'ma!"  cried  the  youngest  of  the  girls 
— the  prettier  of  the  two,  if  there  was  any  dif- 

ference in  their  beauty,  for  they  were  both  hand- 
some as  cherries — "Gran'ma!"  she  repeated, 

raising  her  voice,  for  it  appeared  that  the  old 
lady  was  rather  deaf,  "  here's  a  gentleman  come 
to  see  you." 

"A  gentleman  from  Boston  !"  added  her  sis- 
ter, laughing. 

"From  Boston!"  echoed  the  old  lady,  put- 
ting on  her  spectacles.     "  I  declare !  Why 

didn't  you  tell  me — I'd  have  slicked  up  a  little. 
No  matter  now,  though.  How  do  ye  do  ?  So 
you're  from  Boston,  be  ye  ?" 

There  was  a  good-humored  smile  of  curiosity 
on  her  face  as  she  examined  me  through  her 
glasses ;  and  at  the  same  time  I  observed  that 
both  the  girls  were  laughing. 

*'  You'll  have  to  tell  your  story  about  the  gen- 
tleman from  Boston  !"  said  Delia  (that  wa^  the 

younger),  in  the  old  lady's  ear. 
"And  Lyddy  Lankfort's  wedding  !"  exclaim- 
ed the  grandmother,  quite  merrily.  "That's 

jest  what  come  into  my  head!  I  never  hear  of 
a  gentleman  from  Boston  but  I  think  on't,  1  do 
believe.  But  I  couldn't  tell  it ;  my  memory's 
a  failin'  on  me  so.  Here,  Susie !  you  take  up  this 
stitch  I've  dropped  ;  I've  took  up  many  a  stitch 
for  you,  girls,  when  you  was  childern,  and  larn- 
in'  to  knit,  and  that's  all  the  good  it  ever  done 
ye.  I  guess  you'd  go  without  stockings,  if  yo 
didn't  have  me  to  knit  'em  for  ye,  for  all  knit- 
tin'  on  'cm  yourselves." 

Having  given  Susie  the  sock,  with  this  severe 
comment,  the  old  lady  wiped  her  glasses,  and 
held  them  pensively  in  one  hand,  while  she 
gently  stroked  the  cat's  neck  with  the  other. 
The  cat  purred  ;  Susie  bent  blushingly  over  the 
sock  ;  Delia  played  w  ith  a  string;  I  looked  with 
pretended  interest  at  the  pathetic  picture  of  the 
old  lady  and  her  cat ;  but  I  was,  in  reality, 
thinking  how  handsome  the  girls  were,  and  how 
captivating  they  would  be  had  they  possessed  a 
little  sentiment  Avith  their  fun,  and  been  less 
shockingly  practical. 

"Gentleman  from  Boston!"  suddenly  hurst 
forth  the  old  lady,  with  a  laugh.  "I  don't 
know  as  I've  thought  on't  for  the  last  sixty  years 
without  laughin',  no  matter  where  1  was — even 
if 'twas  in  nieetin' !" 

"  Sixty  years !"  I  observed.  "That  is  a 
long  road  to  look  back  over." 

"Wa'al,  in  one  .sense,  'tis.  There's  been 
changes  that  make  it  seem  so.  Times  wasn't 
then  as  they  be  now.  You'd  think  'twas  rather 
funny,  wouldn't  you,  to  go  back  to  where  there 
wasn't  any  railroads,  or  steamboats,  or  tally- 
grafts  ?  I  don't  remember  as  we  ever  used  to 
see  a  newspaper  very  often  them  days.  And 
as  for  chaises,  and  buggys,  and  such  things,  I 
don't  believe  there  was  over  a  dozen  or  so  in  all 
Connecticut.  At  least  I  never  see  one  in  our 

village — only  Deacon  Lankfort  had  a  kind  of  a 
one-hoss  wagin  he  used  to  drive  to  meetin',  and 
thought  drea'ful  smart ! 

"The  Deacon  was  one  of  the  richest  men 
there  was  in  town  ;  he  had  a  noble  farm,  and 
kept  store  besides — sold  sugar,  calico,  brooms, 

Boston  crackers,  and  no  end  of  rum.  'Twa'n't considered  any  disgrace  them  days  to  sell  rum. 
Temperance — I  never  heard  of  temperance  when 
I  was  a  girl. 

"It's  the  Deacon's  darter,  Lyddy  Lankfort,  I 
was  goin'  to  tell  ye  about.  She  liked  Enos  Foote. 
Enos  was  a  clerk  in  her  father's  store,  and  as 
likely  a  young  man  as  any  there  was  in  town. 
I  don't  know 't  they  was  exactly  engaged ;  but 
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'twas  understood  well  enough  by  every  body 
that  lie  was  to  marry  Lyddy,  and  ro  into  bus- 

iness with  her  father,  who  was  to  take  him  into 
partnership ;  and  every  tliin,:^  went  on  smooth 
cnoiigli,  till  up  comes  that  crcrlastin'  gentleman from  Boston. 

"  I  never  shall  forgit  the  fust  time  I  sec  him. 
'Twas  to  meetin' ;  he  had  some  business  with 
the  Deacon,  and  he  sot  in  the  Deacon's  pew. 
He  was  dressed  up  mighty  smart,  with  his  hair 
all  queued  down  behind,  and  pomatumed  up 
straight  before,  and  powdered  all  over,  as  if  it 
had  jest  come  out  of  a  flour-bag.  That  was  the 
fashion  them  days.  But  I  couldn't  help  laugh- 
in'  to  see  him  lookin'  so  uncommon  stiff  and 
force  I  He  staid  in  town  three  or  four  days, 
and  the  Deacon  introduced  him  around,  and  had 
so  much  to  say  about  the  gentleman  from  Bos- 

ton that  it  got  to  be  a  by-word  ;  for  the  Deacon 
thought  there  never  was  any  body  like  him.  We 
used  to  joke  Lyddy  about  him,  and  asked  Enos 
if  he  knew  there  was  a  sock  knittin'  for  him  ? 
and  it  worked  'em  both  up  so,  I  began  to  riiis- 
trust  how  the  land  lay.  The  Deacon  had  his 
weaknesses — he  was  human,  and  desperit  world- 

ly— and  he'd  thought  it  all  over,  how  nice  'twould 
be  to  have  the  gentleman  from  Boston  a  mem- 

ber of  his  fiimily. 

Lyddy  warn't  a  girl  to  be  slighted  neither, 
by  the  best  of  'em.  She  was  amazin'  perty — 
clear  red  and  white — with  eyes  bright  as  di'- 
monds.  She  wa'n't  none  too  good  fur  Enos, 
though.  But  while  every  girl  in  the  neighbor- 

hood was  after  him,  and  he  was  after  Lyddy, 
she  changed  her  mind  all  at  once,  and  began 
to  receive  attentions  from  the  gentleman  from 
Boston.  'Twas  her  father's  doiri's  mostly ;  but 
she  was  young,  and  a  little  giddy,  and  I  s'posc 
she  thought  it  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  marry 
a  stranger  that  dressed  so  smart,  and  talked  so 
large,  and  walked  so  like  a  prince  of  the  'arth, 
and  had  so  much  money  as  folks  told  about — 
and  that,  arter  all,  was  the  main  thing,  I  imagine. 

"They  managed  perty  shrewd  to  keep  Enos 
quiet,  and  at  last  he  was  sent  off  to  Hartford 

on  some  pretense  of  business,  but  for  no  'arthly 
reason  under  the  sun,  only  to  have  him  out  of 
the  way  when  the  weddin'  come  off.  The  gen- 

tleman from  Boston  was  f 'erce  enough  for  the 
match — and  no  wonder  ;  for  whoever  got  Lyddy 
got  a  perty  wife,  and  a  fortin'  with  her. 

"  Your  grau'ther  Slade  was  courtin'  me  along 
'bout  that  time;  he  was  a  kind  of  half-cousin 
of  Lyddy's — her  father  was  old  granny  Shade's 
half-brother  —  and  since  we'd  been  engaged, 
Lyddy  and  I  had  got  to  be  tolerable  intimate. 
So  one  day,  arter  she  was  published — the  min- 

ister used  to  read  off  in  meetin'  them  that  con- 
templated matrimony,  always,  in  those  days — 

Lyddy  sent  for  me  to  come  over  and  see  her. 
I  took  my  knittin',  and  went  over — girls  never 
thought  of  goin'  a  visitin'  then  'thout  some  kind 
o'  work.  I  remember  I  went  cross-lots,  and 
picked  some  ros'berries  by  the  way,  and  strung 
some  on  a  stalk  of  grass  to  take  to  Lyddy.  She 
run  out  by  the  well  to  meet  me,  and  hugged  me 

in  her  arms,  and  bust  out  a  f  ryin'  right  there  on 
my  neck. 

"  'My,  Lyddy  1'  says  L  'What  on  'arth  U 
the  matter?'  says  L  ' Now  don't  cry  !'  says  I. 
But  all  the  time  I  was  a  cryin'  mvsclf;  \ov  I 
knowcd  what  the  trouble  was — ami  many  a  6ad 
and  lonesome  time  I'd  had  thinkin'  of  her  and 
poor  Enos  Foote,  though  'twa'n't  no  business  of mine. 

"  'I  an't  cryin' !  or  if  I  bo,  it's  cause  I'm  so 
glad  to  sec  ye  1'  says  Lyddy,  says  she.  '  Con:f 
in,  do!'  So  I  went  in,  and  she  began  to  look 
a  little  chirk,  showin'  me  her  wcddin'-dress  and 
fixin's.  But  I  couldn't  feci  happy  somehow  ;  I 
kep'  thinkin',  thinkin',  and  c'cna'most  chokin', 
when  I  tried  to  talk  ;  and  at  last  I  couldn't  help 
speakin'  right  out : "  'What  'u'd  Knos  say,  Lyddy?' 

"  She  turned  white  as  a  sheet,  and  dropped 
her  dress,  and  stood  a  minute  the  most  distress- 

ed object  ever  I  set  eyes  on ;  then  she  began  to 
cry  agin ! 

"'Oh,  don't  mention  Enos!'  says  she. 
'  There  never  was  any  body  so  miserable  as  I 

be!' 

"  She  took  on  tcrriMe  for  much  as  ten  or 
fifteen  minutes;  and  I  let  her,  for  I  thought 
'twould  do  her  good  to  have  her  cry  out.  But 
I  felt  awful  while  I  sot  by  and  looked  on.  I 
was  in  love  a  little  myself  then,  and  I  could 
jest  enter  into  her  feelin's,  and  feel  for  Enos, 
too,  exactly  as  if't  had  been  my  own  case. 
At  last  she  wii)cd  uj),  and  tried  to  put  a  good 
face  on  the  matter. 

"'It's  no  use  now,'  says  she;  * le's  talk 
about  somethin'  else.' "But  I  was  determined  to  dive  into  the  mat- 

ter a  little  deeper.    So  says  1 : 
"'If  you  don't  like  him,  what  makes  ye 

marry  him  ?'  says  I. 
"  'If  I  don't  like  who?'  Lyddy  spoke  up,  real 

spunky  for  a  second  or  two. 
"  '  Your  gentleman  from  Boston  !'  says  I. 
"  'Who  says  I  don't  like  him?  Of  course  I 

like  him,  or  1  shouldn't  marry  him,'  says  she; 
but  her  voice  was  beginnin'  to  tremble. 

"  '  But  there's  somebody  you  like  better,'  says 
I.  *No  use  your  denyin'  that.  And  there's 
somebody  likes  you  a  good  deal  better  than  ever 

you  desarved  he  should.  And  you're  willfully 
and  wickedly  breakin'  his  heart,  as  if  'twa'n't  of no  more  vally  than  a  stun  under  a  cart-wheel! 
Excuse  me  for  bein'  so  plain  with  ye,  Lyddy; 
but  that's  jest  what  I  think,  and  I  couldn't  help 

sayin'  it.' 
"Instid  of  bein'  mad,  as  I  s'posed  she'd  be, 

what  did  she  do  but  run  up  to  me,  and  git  right 
down  on  her  knees  by  my  side,  and  look  up  in 

my  face,  with  her  hands  a  holdin'  both  of  mine 
tight,  and  the  tears  a  running  out  of  her  eyes 
jest  like  two  springs  of  water  ! 

"'Oh!  will  it  break  his  heart?'  says  she. 
*  Do  you  think  he  loves  me  so — do  you  ?'  And 
she  laughed  and  sobbed,  both  at  the  same  time, 
as  if  it  made  her  happy,  even  then,  to  think  how 
Euos  loved  her. 
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"Then  she  told  me  the  hull  story;  and  it 
did  really  seem  as  though  she  wa'n't  so  much 
to  blame,  arter  all.  'Twas  all  her  father's  and 
relations'  doin's — for  they  was  bent  on  liavin' 
her  marry  the  gentleman  from  Boston,  and 
they'd  fairly  talked  it  into  her,  and  made  her 
think  she  must.  She  owned  right  up  that  she 
didn't  like  him  a  bit,  and  never  could  ;  and  de- 

clared she  had  never  for  a  minute  thought  Enos 
would  feel  half  so  bad  about  it  as  she  did. 

"  ''Tan't  too  late  yit,'  says  I. 
"She  brightened  up  at  that;  but  when  I 

told  her  what  she  ought  to  do,  her  countenance 
fell,  and  she  gasped  out  that  she  never  could  do 
it  in  the  world ! 

"  '  Turn  right  about,'  says  I,  'and  undo  jest 
all  you've  done  wrong — that's  the  only  way. 
Tell  your  father  you  never  understood  your 
feelin's  till  now ;  that  you  never  can  love  any 
body  but  Enos;  and  that,  as  for  marryin'  the 
gentleman  fi'om  Boston,  you  can't  and  won't!' 
That's  what  I  told  her ;  and  I  was  so  worked 
up  about  it  I  guess  I  laid  it  down  to  her  perty 
strong. 

"  '  What  '11  every  body  say?'  says  she. 
"  'Never  mind  what  every  body  '11  say,'  says 

1.  'Think  of  Enos.  Think  of  bein'  married 
to  a  man  you  don't  like,  and  the  man  you  do 
like  breakin'  his  heart  about  ye  !  What  '11  you 
care  for  a  little  property  more  or  less,  or  'pearin' 
smart,  or  wdiat  folks  '11  say  or  think,  when  there 
ain't  no  more  love  for  you  in  the  world  ?  Think 
on't,'  says  I.  'Then  be  brave  as  a  lion,  and 
have  your  own  way  for  once.  It's  your  right 
and  duty,  and  it's  Enos's  right,  above  all.' 

"  Wa'al,  I  made  her  almost  promise.  But 
'twa'n't  much  use  talkin'  to  her  about  bein' 
brave  as  a  lion,  for  she  was  nothin'  but  a  lamb. 
If  I  had  only  been  in  her  place  a  little  while  I 
guess  there'd  have  been  a  stir  !  She  Avanted  to 
think  on't  one  night,  she  said.  So  I  Avcnt  and 
left  her.  Bat  it  seemed  as  though  I'd  took  all her  trouble  with  me.  I  was  so  distressed  I 

didn't  sleep  a  wink  all  night,  thinkin'  of  her 
and  Enos.  Toward  mornin'  an  idee  come  into 
m}''  head  :  I'd  write  a  letter ;  I'd  write  to  Enos, 
and  tell  him  jest  how  matters  stood.  Soon  as 
tlie  birds  began  to  twitter  I  was  out  of  my  bed; 
and  'fore  noon  that  letter  was  on  its  way  to 
Hartford.  If  Enos  should  come  back,  I  felt 
perty  sure  he  and  I  together  could  have  influ- 

ence enough  with  Lyddy  to  break  off  the  match. 
But  mails  didn't  go  so  quick  then  as  they  do 
now ;  'twas  only  five  days  'fore  the  weddin',  and 
I  was  drea'ful  'fraid  Enos  wouldn't  git  the  letter and  come  on  in  season. 

"Wa'al,  I'm  makin'  along  story  on't,  as  'tis  ; 
and  if  I  should  begin  to  tell  ye  all  that  was  said 
and  done  in  them  five  days,  'twould  keep  ye 
here  till  this  time  to-morrow,  sartin.  Lyddy 
was  in  a  terrible  state  o'  mind — dreadin'  the 
weddin',  wishin'  to  break  off  with  the  gentle- 

man from  Boston,  but  afraid  to  do  any  thing. 
I  didn't  let  her  know  a  word  about  my  writin' 
to  Enos  till  the  very  last.  As  he  didn't  come, 
I  thought  I'd  tell  her,  and  maybe  that  would 

put  a  little  sperit  into  her.  'Twas  the  day  of 
the  weddin'  —  the  bridegroom  was  expected, 
and  they  was  to  be  married  that  evcnin',  and  I 
was  over  to  the  Deacon's,  a  dressin'  on  her, 
and  helpin'  git  ready  for  the  ceremon}'.  She'd 
had  a  talk  with  her  father,  and  he'd  fairly 
frightened  her  out  of  the  idee  of  breakin'  off; 
and  I  found  her  so  helpless  and  meek  over  it, 
that  I  lost  all  patience,  and  told  her  I'd  done 
all  I  could,  and  now  if  I  was  to  deck  her  off, 
I'd  do  it,  jest  as  I  would  for  her  funeral ;  for  I 
felt  for  all  the  world  as  if  she  was  goin'  to  be buried  instcd  of  married. 

"  '  But,'  says  I,  '  there  'II  be  somebody  here 
you  don't  expect,  and  somebody  you  won't  care 

to  see.' "  'Who  do  ye  mean?'  says  she,  lookin' white 
and  scar't,  'not  Enos?' 

"  '  Yes,'  says  I,  'Enos  ;  for  I  wrote  to  him 
five  days  ago,  and  he'll  have  jest  time  to  git 

here.' 

"  She  sunk  right  down  on  the  floor  where 
she  stood,  and  dropped  her  face  between  my 
feet,  and  lay  as  still  as  if  'twas  really  goin'  to 
be  a  funeral  'stid  of  a  weddin'  ;  till  bime-by 
she  began  to  moan  and  take  on  desprit,  and 
twist  herself  out  o'  my  arms  when  I  tried  to 
raise  her  up.  Jest  then  I  heard  the  gate  slam, 
and  looked,  and  see  the  Deacon  a  comin'  toward 
the  house.  Now  I  was  always  afraid  of  the 
Deacon,  he  was  such  a  stern,  hard  man  ;  but  I 
knew  he  loved  his  darter,  and  meant  her  good ; 
and  when  I  sec  him  comin',  an  idee  struck  me, 
so  sudden,  it  fairly  took  my  breath  away  for 
the  time  bein'.  Thinks  I  to  myself,  he  ha'n't 
no  notion  how  bad  she  feels ;  and  if  he  should 
see  her  now  !  So  up  I  jumped,  and  ran  down 
stairs,  and  spoke  to  him — 

"  '  Deacon  Lankfort !'  says  I. 
"But  my  heart  was  in  my  throat;  and  he 

looked  at  me  with  such  a  scowl,  I  couldn't  say 
another  word,  only  'Lyddy!'  He  see  some- 
thin'  was  the  matter;  and  up  stairs  we  went 
together ;  and  there  we  found  Lyddy  on  the 

floor,  jest  as  I'd  left  her,  only  she  was  sobbin' now  as  if  her  heart  was  broke. 

"  '  Lyddy !'  says  he,  '  what's  this  ?' 
"  He  spoke  stern,  and  took  hold  of  her,  and 

made  her  sit  up ;  and  she  was  so  'fraid  of  him, 
she  hushed  up  right  away,  and  I  see  that  then 
was  the  time  for  me  to  say  my  word,  if  ever. 

' ' '  It's  jest  this,  Mr.  Lankfort, '  says  1.  '  She's 
afraid  to  tell  ye ;  but  you  ought  to  know,  and 

if  she  won't  speak,  I  will.  She's  a  cryin'  her- 
self to  death,  'cause  she  don't  want  to  maiTy 

that  man.  She  don't  like  him — she  says  she 
don't.  She  likes  Enos ;  and  Enos  expects  to 
marry  her ;  and  it's  like  throwin'  away  all  her 
happiness  to  give  him  up ;  and,  for  my  part,  I 
declare  it's  a  sin  and  a  shame!' 

"'You  hush  up  your  nonsense!'  says  the 
Deacon  to  me,  lookin'  black  as  a  thunder-cloud. 
'  Lyddy  has  got  school-girl  notions  enough  of 
her  own  without  you  puttin'  more  into  her 
head.  It's  too  late  to  draw  back  now,  if  she 
wanted  to.    But  she  don't  want  to.    She  an't 
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so  unrcason'blc.  She'll  like  one  husband  as 
well  MS  another  artcr  she's  married  to  him. 
What  do  you  ̂ ^irls  know  about  such  matters  ? 
Now  don't  le'mc  hear  any  more  of  this  non- 

sense, or  I'll  give  ye  botli  a  good  whippin',  and 
shet  ye  up !' 

*'  Wa'al,  ho  had  shot  nie  up — I  couldn't  say another  word  ! 

*'  *  You  sec  it's  no  use,'  says  Lyddy,  says  she, 
artcr  he  was  Ronc.  '  So  don't  say  another  word 
about  Enos.  I  shall  try  not  to  think  of  him  any 
more.  If  ho  comes — but  I  don't  think  he'll 
come.  If  you  wrote  five  days  ago,  he  ought 
to  be  here,  if  he's  coming.  He  never  loved  me, 
or  he  would  have  come  ! '  And  from  that  she 
began  to  take  on  agin,  layin'  all  the  blame  on 
to  Enos,  'cause  if  he  had  cared  for  her,  he 
never  would  have  kep'  so  long  away. 

*'For  my  part,  I  see  the  only  thing  left  was 
to  go  through  with  it  like  a  bad  job,  the  quiet- 

est way  possible.  I  didn't  speak  of  Enos  agin, 
and  I'd  given  up  his  coming-,  or,  at  least,  his 
doing  any  good  if  he  did  come.  Every  thing 
was  ready  'fore  night.  But  now  the  Deacon 
began  to  grow  the  least  mite  uneasy.  The 
bridegroom  hadn't  made  his  appearance.  Tiie 
Boston  stage  that  usually  got  along  by  five 
o'clock,  had  been  delayed  somewhere  on  the 
road ;  but  that  didn't  give  mo  any  hope,  I 
knowed  'twould  como  soon  or  late,  and  that 
delayin'  the  ceremony  half  an  hour,  more  or 
less,  wouldn't  make  any  difierence.  The  Dea- 

con sent  over  to  the  tavern,  and  got  word  that 
one  stage  had  come,  but  'twas  the  Hartford,  not 
the  Boston  stage  ;  and  l^'.nos  wasn't  in  it. 

"You'd  a  thought  I^yddy  wouldn't  care  much 
how  she  looked,  standiu'  up  to  be  married,  under 
such  sarcumstances.  But  a  woman's  a  wonuin, 
arter  all.  I  w.is  provoked  to  sec  her  forgit  all 
about  Enos,  to  think  of  her  dress,  and  look  in 
tiic  glass,  and  prink,  and  ask  about  this  thing 
and  that,  what  would  become  her,  and  what 
wouldn't ;  and  ])ut  on  smiles  aforehand,  jest  as 
if  she  was  the  hai)piest  bride  on  'arth  !  15ut 
then  I  thought,  it's  the  natur'  of  a  woman's 
vanity  to  want  to  look  pcrty,  even  in  the  colHn  ; 
so  I  couldn't  feel  to  blame  Lyddy  so  much  artcr all. 

*'*Twasn't  dark  yit,  when  the  invited  guests 
began  to  come :  your  gran'ther  Slade  rode  up, 
hossback,  bringin'  Thankful  Slade  behind  him, 
on  a  pillion.  Einally,  the  minister  and  his  wife 
come,  afoot ;  she  wore  a  trail  to  her  dress  a 
yard  long,  which  was  the  fashion,  and  she  had 
it  i)inned  up  onto  her  waist,  to  keep  it  out  of 
the  dust  of  the  road.  The  waist  of  her  dress 
was  made  to  come  jest  under  her  arms.  The 
minister  was  a  pompous,  struttin'  little  man, 
not  more'n  five  feet  tall  ;  and  he  wore  short 
breeches,  with  kncc-buckles,  a  cocked  hat,  and 
an  immense  wool  wig,  white  as  bleachin'  would 
make  it,  and  frizzled  all  over  his  head.  I  guess 
you'd  laugh  to  see  your  minister  and  his  wife 
comin'  to  a  weddin',  or  any  where,  now-days, 
dressed  in  that  style  !" 

The  girls  laughed  at  the  picture ;  and  the 

old  lady,  having  refreshed  herself  with  a  j^inch 
of  snutV,  proceeded  : 

"  Bime-by  Steve  Warner,  a  boy  that  lived  to 
the  Deacon's,  come  back  from  the  tavern,  where 
he'd  been  sent  witli  the  one-boss  wagin,  to  wail 
for  the  stage,  and  bring  the  bridegroom  over  with 
histrunk.  He  was  alone,  and  a  crackin'  his  whip. 
Me  and  Lyddy  looked  out  from  her  winder  ;  and 
when  we  see  that  the  gentleman  from  Boston 
wa'n't  with  him,  our  hearts  jun)|icd  for  joy  I 
The  Deacon  ran  out  in  a  terrible  state  of  excite- 

ment, and  the  guests  all  rushed  to  the  door  to 
hear  what  was  said. 

"  '  Didn't  I  tell  ye  to  wait  till  the  stage  come 
in  ?'  says  the  Deacon,  to  young  Steve. 

'Wa'al,  didn't  I?'  says  Steve.  *0f  course 
I  did  ;  then  I  druv'  home.' 

"Lyddy  gasped  and  squeezed  my  arm,  till 
'twas  near  black  an'  blue,  she  was  bo  excited. 
And  I  must  say  I  was  excited  myself — but  I 
kcjt'  still  to  listen.  The  Deacon  asked  Steve 
why  he  didn't  bring  the  bridegroom  over  ? 

"  '  Cause,'  says  Steve,  says  he,  '  I  do'no'  why. 
'Twas  so  late,  and  he  was  all  dust ;  so  I  guess 
he  didn't  like  to  show  himself.  He's  going  to 
walk  over,  arter  he  gits  his  weddin'  do's  on.' 

"Then  Lyddy  sunk  right  back,  a  tremblin' 
jest  like  an  as\nn  leaf.  It  seemed  as  thougli 
'twas  all  over  with  her  then — the  bridegroom 
had  como  to  town,  and  Enos  hadn't — and  all she  had  to  do  was  to  chirk  up  again,  and  look 
as  sweet  and  pcrty  as  might  be,  and  so  be  mar- 
ried. 

"We  had  to  wait  so  long  I  got  tired,  and 
wanted  to  sec  an  end  on't. 

"  'I'm  goin'  down  stairs,  any  way,'  says  I. 
"'Oh,  don't!  you  mustn't!'  says  Lyddy. 

Says  she,  '1  want  you  to  be  with  me,  or  1 
can't  go  through  with  it.' 

"  '  So  much  the  better,'  says  I.  Jest  then  I 
heard  a  horse  gallop,  and  I  ran  to  the  winder. 
'  Oh,  Lyddy!'  says  I. 

"'What  is't?  what  is't?'  says  she.  'Oh! 
oh  !  it's  him  !  it's  him !' 

"'Twas  him,  sure  enough  —  not  the  bride- 
groom, but  Enos — and  he  was  ridin'  like  mad  ; 

and  up  he  turned  to  the  gate,  and  over  it  he 
tunibled,  I  never  knew  how,  leavin'  his  horse 
standin'  right  there  without  hitchin'  nor  nothin', and  the  next  minute  he  bu'st  into  the  house  like 
a  lion.  I  was  down  stairs  in  a  minute.  My 
stars  !  I  never  sec  such  a  hubbub  in  my  life  ! 

"'Where  is  siie?  Is  she  married?'  says 
Enos,  tcarin'  away  the  Deacon,  who  had  got 
hold  of  him,  and  rushiu'  up  to  me  the  minute 
I  come  into  the  room. 

"  '  No,'  says  I,  'she  an't;  she's  up  stairs  wait- 
in'  to  be,  though,'  says  I.  I  hoped  he'd  go  right 
up  to  her,  and  take  her,  and  hold  her,  spite  of 
all  of  'cm ;  fur  'twas  his  right.  But  the  Deacon 
took  him  agin,  and  talked  to  him  in  his  palav- 
erin'  way,  and  so  led  him  into  the  bedroom;  and 
I  went  back  to  Lyddy,  who  was  e'ena'most  dead with  fright,  and  told  her  what  had  happened. 

"'What  do  yc  think  he'll  do?'  says  she, 
wild  as  a  loon. 
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"  'He  can't  do  nothin'  with  your  father  alone, ' 
says  I ;  *  but  if  you're  there,  'twill  make  all  the 
difference.  Now's  your  time  ;  go  right  down  ; 
throw  yourself  into  Enos"s  arms,  and  declare 
you  never  will  be  sep'rated  from  him  agin; 
that'll  give  him  strength  and  courage,  and  you'll 
have  your  way,  sure  as  fate !' 

"  'Oh,  I  never  could  do  it  in  this  world!' 
saysLyddy.  '  I'm  sorry  he  has  come !  why  did 
yon  write  to  him  ?    Oh  dear  !  oh  dear!' 

"That  made  me  so  provoked  with  her  I  didn't 
know  what  to  say  or  do.  I  went  down  stairs. 
Every  body  was  on  tiptoe  to  know  what  was  go- 
iu' on  in  the  bedroom.  Finally,  the  door  opened 
and  Enos  come  out.  His  head  was  down,  and 
his  hat  over  his  eyes,  and  he  staggered  like  a 
drunken  man.  The  Deacon  was  behind  him, 

lookin'  whiter'n  I  ever  see  him  look  in  his  life, and  solemn  as  death.  He  kinder  stiddied  Enos 

by  the  arm,  and  seemed  to  be  tryin'  to  say  some- 
thin'  comfortin'  to  him,  but  his  lips  hardly 
moved,  and  I  couldn't  hear  a  sound  come  out 
of  'em,  though  the  room  was  jest  then  so  still 
you  could  a  heard  a  pin  drop.  He  took  him  to 
the  door,  and  then  I  see 't  Enos  was  goin'  away 
agin  'thout  a  word  with  Lyddy.  I  felt  as  if 
'twas  my  own  case,  for  all  the  wori J,  and  I  could 
hardly  keep  from  shriekin'  right  out ;  but  I  held 
in,  and  sprang  arter  liim,  determined  to  have 
jest  one  word  in  his  ear  if  I  died  for't!  Jest 
then  the  door  was  opened. 

"  'Good  Heavens!'  says  the  Deacon,  'what 
on  'arth !' 

"He  fell  back,  as  if  he'd  been  struck.  It 
hit  me  jest  about  the  same  time,  and  e'ena'most knocked,  me  down.  The  next  minute  such  a 
cry  as  every  body  set  up !  and  the  minister 
clapped  his  fingers  to  his  nose,  and  screamed 
out,  '  Shet  the  door!'  'Fore  that  could  be 
done,  though,  in  stalked  the  gentleman  from 
Boston !  He  was  dressed,  and  poAydered,  and 
pomatumed  in  grand  style,  but  that  made  him 
look  only  the  more  ridiculous.  He  didn't  seem to  know  whether  he  stood  on  his  head  or  his 

heels.  He  was  a  coughin',  and  a  holdin'  his 
nose,  and  a  stammerin',  and  a  spittin' ;  while 
every  body  ran  away  from  him,  as  if  he'd  been 
the  arch  fiend  himself,  just  come  up  a  smokin' 
from  the  lower  regions.  The  door  yvaa  shet, 
but  that  didn't  make  no  difference — the  fra- 

grance was  awful! 
"  'The  gentleman  from  Boston  has  brought 

a  powerful  perfume  with  him!'  says  the  little 
minister,  strutiin'  around  in  his  white  wool  wig. 

"  '  For  Heaven's  sake ! '  says  the  Deacon,  '  how 
did  it  happen  ?    Phew  I  phew !' 

"'I  don't  know — I  can't  tell  Avhat!'  says 
the  poor  bridegroom,  dodgin'  around,  as  if  he 
was  tryin'  to  git  away  from  himself,  and  puttin' 
every  body  to  flight,  like  so  many  sheep,  with 
a  wolf  among  'em.  '  As  I  was  coming  along — 
I  got  almost  to  the  gate — when  I  see,'  says  he, 
*a  little  spotted  kitten  a  runnia'  on  jest  before 
me,  in  the  dark.  It  stopped  right  in  my  path, 
and  I  come  up  to  it,  and  jest  put  out  my  foot 
toward  it — when — ' 

"  'Lordy  massy!'  says  the  Deacon,  'don't 
you  know  a  spotted  kitten  from  a  ?  Heav- 

ens and  'arth !  I  wouldn't  have  had  it  happen 
for—  Bless  me,  Sir!  You'll  have  to  step  out 
doors  !  a  saint  couldn't  stand  this  !    Phew  !' "'How  — am  I  — have  I—'  says  the  poor 
bridegroom. 

"  'Yes,  you  have!'  says  the  Deacon*,  'and 
the  sooner  you  change  them  clo's  o'  your'n 

the  better !' "'My  weddin'  clo's!'  says  the  poor  fellow, 
and  out  he  went,  to  the  great  relief  of  every 
body.  But  he'd  scented  up  the  house  for  a month  to  come.  I  must  gay  I  pitied  him, 

I  though  I  was  glad  enough  for  any  accident 
I  that  only  put  off  the  weddin'.  I  had  took  ad- 

vantage of  the  confusion  to  pull  Enos  back, 
whisper  my  word  in  his  ear,  and  send  him  up 
stairs  to  Lyddy,  Avhere  he  was  all  this  time, 
unbeknown  to  the  Deacon,  who  was  so  dead 
beat  when  he  found  it  out,  he  took  his  oath 
that  she  should  be  married  that  night  to  the 
gentleman  from  Boston  if  the  knot  had  to  be 
tied  in  the  open  air!  But  half  the  guests  liad 
gone  already,  and  the  rest  was  goin'  ;  and  the little  minister  had  strutted  off  in  his  cocked 
hat,  with  his  hand  to  his  nose,  and  his  tall 
wife,  -with  her  trail  pinned  up,  a  holdin'  on  to 
his  arm  ;  and  now  another  difficulty  appeared — 
the  gentleman  from  Boston  couldn't  be  got  back into  the  house  agin  for  any  considcraiion,  and 
'twas  his  own  wish  the  weddin'  should  be  put 
off  till  some  futur'  occasion. 

"  "NVa'al,  to  cut  a  long  story  short,"  continued 
the  old  lady,  "  the  gentleman  from  Boston  went 
back  to  Boston,  and  that  was  the  last  we  ever 

see  of  iiim,  though  I  never  knowed  exac'ly  how 
the  affair  was  managed.  As  for  Lyddy,  she 
and  Enos  was  married  the  same  day  me  and 

your  gran'ther  Slade  was,  six  months  arter  that 
eventful  night ;  and  I  guess  they  was  happy 
enough  ;  but  all  that  is  past  and  gone,  and  I 
don't  know  as  it  makes  much  difference  now 
who  was  happy  and  who  wasn't ;  for  I  can't think  of  a  single  one  out  of  the  number  that 

was  mixed  up  in  the  matters  I've  been  tellin' 
about  but  the  grass  grows  over  'em  now — Enos, 
and  Lyddy,  and  the  Deacon,  and  all  on  'em; 
only  I'm  spared,  to  set  here  and  laugh  and  cry 
over  the  story,  once  more,  for  your  amuse- 

ment." 

The  old  lady  wiped  her  eyes,  and  put  on  her 
glasses.  I  thanked  her  cordially  for  the  enter- 

tainment of  her  story ;  and  the  girls  declared 
that  she  had  never  told  it  better. 

"  I've  no  doubt  but  the  gerdleman  from  Boston 
will  take  it  and  print  it,"  laughed  Susie. 

"  If  he  does,  I  hope  he'll  dress  it  up  in  a  lit- 
tle better  shape,"  rejoined  the  eld  lady  ;  "  and 

leave  out  some  of  ray  bad  grammar." 
"  That  would  destroy  its  flavor,"  I  replied  ; 

"  the  story  should  be  given  as  you  have  related 

it,  or  not  at  all." The  old  lady  thought  the  idea  absurd.  The 
girls  laughed  at  it.  I  appeal  to  the  reader.  If 
his  decision  is  against  me,  I  submit ;  protesting, 
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however,  that  the  fault  lies  in  the  reporter's 
inahility  to  do  justice  to  the  ori^^inal  narrator's 
racy  idioms  and  quaint  dialect. 

IN  THE  AUTUMN. 
All !   here  and  there  I  see  tlic  flints, 

Half  kindled,  of  autumnal  tints, 
Light  tongues  of  (lame,  tiiat  through  the  wood 
The  universal  fire  prelude. 

The  fields  liavc  caught  the  spreading  fire, 
The  lychnis  lifts  its  torrid  spire, 
And  the  drear  edges  of  the  swamp 
Arc  lit  hy  the  lobelia's  lamp. 
And  as  I  walk  with  Alice  Rowo 
My  heart  too  shares  the  general  glow, 
And,  fed  with  fire  from  wood  and  field. 
Bursts  forth  with  fiamcs  no  more  concealed. 

Close  by  the  sumach  clumps,  that  blaze 
Like  beacons  through  the  autumn  haze, 
With  one  long  kiss  my  vows  1  seal, 
And  that  sweet  answering  jjrcssure  feel. 

Ah  me  !  behind  that  crimson  glow 
Cold  winter  creeps  with  frost  and  snow, 
And  those  red  leaves  that  drape  the  trees 
Will  quench  in  dank  December's  breeze. 

And  so  behind  the  dreams  of  gold* 
That  Alice?  and  myself  infold. 
Perhaps  there  creeps  some  spectre  hither, 
The  fires  to  quench,  the  leaves  to  wither! 

OUR  HUSBANDS. 
¥nY  is  it  that  nobody  has  ever  written  a 

Natural  History  of  Husbands?  Every 
creature  in  nature,  whether  fish,  rc])tilc,  insect, 
beast,  or  bird,  has  had  its  historian  ;  and  almost 
every  relation  in  human  life,  from  kings  and 
priests  down  to  snobs  and  quacks,  has  had  its 
annalist,  and  even  its  pliilosoplicr;  but  we  know 
of  no  work  that  has  been  especially  given  to  the 
great  subject  now  before  our  j)en.  The  wife 
has  not  been  so  neglected  in  our  literature; 
and  while  volumes  of  eulogy  have  been  printed 
expressly  as  biographies  of  good  wives,  and 
almost  every  good  woman's  life  is  written,  as if  it  were  the  cliief  end  of  her  being  to  be  a 
good  wife,  the  husljand  docs  not  often  figure 
very  conspicuously  in  history  in  his  conjugal 
relation  ;  and  tlie  fact  that  his  conjugal  fidelity 
is  recorded  chiefly  on  tombstones,  may  prove, not  so  much  the  admiration  of  the  world  for  his 
virtue,  as  the  affection  of  his  widow  for  his 
memory  at  the  time  when  his  follies  are  over, 
and  her  love  has  distance  as  well  as  intensity 
to  lend  enchantment  to  the  view.  We  suppose 
that  the  reason  of  the  comparative  silence  of 
higtory  and  philosopliy  upon  the  subject  comes 
from  the  supposition  that  to  be  a  husband  is 
only  one  of  the  incidents  of  a  man's  life,  while 
it  is  the  main  thing  in  the  destiny  of  woman  to 
be  a  wife.  It  would  certainly  be  somewhat 
strange  to  see  a  man's  name  recorded  on  a 

tombstone  as  relict  of  bin  b«,'forc-dcceji>cd  wifi;; 
and  Lucy  Stone  is  not  illogical  towaid  her  wo- 

man's rights  doctrine  in  decluring  that  she  will 
never  have  her  name  recorded  u.s  any  rnnn's 
relict,  although  the  world  may  not  follow  her 
logic,  and  she  is  quite  as  likely  as  any  wife  and 
mothitr  to  have  her  name  coajded  with  her  hus- 

band's on  the  monumental  tablet  in  the  obl- fashioned  way^ 

It  would  certainly  be  interesting  and  instruct- 
ive to  have  an  able  treatise,  both  historical  and 

l)hilosophical,  on  husbands.  The  work  ought 
to  start  with  a  just  idea  of  the  elements  of  liu- 
man  nature  that  fit  man  for  married  life  ;  then 
to  give  sketches  of  the  characteristics  of  hus- 

bands under  the  various  forms  of  nationality, 
race,  government,  society,  and  reli^-ion  ;  and  it 
might  end  with  the  exhibition  of  the  true  type 
of  nuirital  character  under  our  ])resent  Chris- 

tian civilization.  The  treatise  mi^ht  be  copi- 
ously illustrated  by  portraits  of  the  men  and 

manners  of  the  leading  ages  of  history;  and 
would  not  be  any  the  less  interesting  if  mauf 
of  the  illustrations  were  taken  from  photographs 
of  our  own  time.  In  fact,  hardly  any  volume 
would  be  more  popular  in  most  j^arlors  than  an 
ample  portfolio  or  cyclopedia  of  the  various  types 
of  actual  husbands  and  hoj)eful  candidates  for 
that  honor.  Wc  can  think  at  once  of  fifty  speci- 

mens that  could  be  introduced  with  profit,  each 
face  giving  some  especial  features  of  the  import- 

ant character  in  question.  It  would  be  curitjus 
to  hear  what  men  would  say  of  the  gallery  as 
they  turned  over  the  leaves  ;  but  to  hear  what 
women  woidd  say,  whether  married  or  single, 
could  not  fail  to  be  most  instructive,  if  not  as- 

tounding— for  if  you  would  find  out  a  woman's 
real  heart,  you  must  know  what  is  her  ideal 
standard  of  a  husband.  The  i)ortraits  ought  to 
have  a  fair  share  of  letter-press,  describing  the 
family,  fortune,  talents,  and  tastes  uf  the  men 
delineated,  that  the  more  prudential  lady  read- 

ers might  be  able  lO  consult  those  asj)irations  of 
their  hearts  tiiat  do  not  rest  contented  with  such 

a  doubtful  title-page  to  a  man's  story  as  his  mcro 
face,  however  handsome  or  homely.  It  might 
amuse  a  cynic  to  learn  how  far  the  impression 
made  by  the  face  alone  would  be  modified  hy  tiie 
figures  in  the  margin;  how  much  lovelier  the 
chuckle-headed  young  Stubbs  would  look  be- 

cause booked  as  the  son  of  a  millionaire  in  feeble 

health,  and  how  sadly  young  Fitzjanies's  ambro- 
sial locks  droop  the  moment  his  j)enniless  condi- 
tion is  known.  But  we  are  not  cynics,  ami  wc 

like  any  kind  of  dogs  better  than  human  curs. 
We  do  not  mcjin  to  bark  at  our  poor  humanity 
in  any  form  in  this  article,  but  to  write  a  good- 
natured,  and,  if  wc  can,  a  somewhat  ))ractical, 
paper  upon  one  of  the  most  important  aspects 
of  home  life. 

Looking  upon  our  masculine  nature,  cither 
according  to  its  historical  dcvcloj)ment  or  its 
constitutional  tendencies,  we  see  amjile  proofs 
that  we  men,  in  the  main,  are  predestined  to  bo 
husbands.  Boor  Adam  was  but  half  of  the  true 
humanity  before  fair  Eve  came,  and  Baradiso 
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itself  must  have  been  a  torment  to  him,  if  he 
were  like  other  men,  so  long  as  there  was  no 
charming  and  sympathizing  woman  to  talk  with 
upon  the  beauties  of  the  place  ;  for  sure  we  are 
that  we  never  knew  a  man,  of  any  sensibili- 

ty, who  could  take  a  moment's  comfort  in  any 
blessing  of  God  or  nature  until  he  could  make 
a  confidante  of  some  gentle  heart — whether 
of  mother,  daughter,  sister,  sweet-heart,  wife, 
or  particularly  agreeable  cousin.  Adam's  wife 
came  from  his  side — proof  positive  that  before 
she  came  to  him  the  idea  of  her,  or  the  feeling 
for  her,  was  within  him,  and  very  near  the 
seat  of  vitality  too.  She  was  his  helpmeet,  and 
very  likely  helped  him  out  of  a  world  of  bor- 

rowed troubles,  as  wives  generally  do,  by  giving 
him  some  solid  troubles  to  think  about,  in  order 
to  provide  for  the  household  and  look  after  the 
children.  Adam  fell  after  his  marriage  ;  but, 
if  he  had  remained  a  bachelor,  he  might  have 
fallen  into  a  deeper  and  far  less  salvable  degra- 

dation. His  experience  illustrates  the  begin- 
ning of  connubial  trials,  and  the  Providential 

escape  from  them.  Eve,  like  most  women, 
Avas  fond  of  new  things ;  and  not  having  any 
such  tempting  finery  before  her  eyes  as  now  en- 

tices feminine  infirmity,  she  was  caught  by  the 
one  provoking  novelty  that  was  beyond  her  law- 

ful reach,  and  the  insinuating  serpent  behind 
the  apple-tree  played  the  game,  in  our  day  so 
common  on  the  part  of  tlie  bland  exhibitors  of 
silks,  velvets,  and  jewels  behind  the  counters  in 
Broadway.  Eve  must  have  the  charming  fruit, 
and  her  ready  sensibility  got  round  that  blind 
side  of  Adam  from  which  she  came.  His  dis- 

obedience followed  hers;  and  he,  naughty  man! 
so  like  most  husbands,  in  too  great  readiness  to 
be  tempted  to  folly  by  his  wife,  was  also,  like  too 
many  husbands,  in  the  disposition  to  throw  the 
blame  of  the  folly  upon  her  shoulders.  Still 
they  kept  together,  and  most  probably  their 
deeper  experience  deepened  their  love  ;  and  by 
error  and  contrition,  sorrow  and  joy,  labor  and 
rest,  mutual  parental  disappointments  and  de- 

lights, they  attained  a  state  of  peace  that  made 
up  for  the  loss  of  early  romance  in  that  first 
tearless  Eden.  God  surely  never  left  them 
without  hope ;  and  from  them,  according  to  the 
flesh,  sprang  the  Beloved  of  God.  Tears  came, 
but  God's  sunshine  threw  rainbow  lines  upon the  shower  and  celestialized  the  cloud. 

Man,  w^ho  has  his  type  in  Adam,  is  predes- 
tined to  be  the  husband  by  his  mental  constitu- 

tion as  well  as  by  his  physical  organization.  He 
is  strong,  and  his  very  strength  is  unblessed  and 
unappreciated  until  set  off  and  harmonized  by 
the  companionship  of  his  gentler  and  more 
graceful  mate.  He  is  marked  mainly  by  hard 
intellect  and  stout  will,  and  he  tends  to  merely 
utilitarian  calculation  and  coarse  self-reliance, 
apart  from  the  feminine  intuition  and  ftiith  that 
make  him  more  a  man  by  integrating  his  frag- 

mentary nature  by  union  with  womanly  sensi- 
bility. Woman  is  his  chosen  educator.  This 

fact  he  proves  from  the  cradle,  or  in  his  mo- 
ther's arms  ;  and  be  can  never  forget  it  so  long 

as  his  ear  is  open  to  any  gentle  word  from  sis- 
ter or  daughter.  But  of  all  womeif  who  edu- 

cate him  the  wife  is  chief,  and  it  is  she  who 
ought  to  bring  out  all  the  better  influences  of 
his  mother  by  her  fidelity  and  his  devotion. 
We  really  believe  that  men  are,  in  the  main, 
educated  by  their  wives  in  the  leading  practical 
aims  and  affections  of  daily  life,  and  we  believe 
it  none  the  less  for  being  well  aware  that,  on 
the  whole,  the  husband  has  the  more  determined 

will.  This  very  fact  fixes  the  wife's  influence, 
since  a  determined  will  does  not  yield  to  one  of 
its  kind,  but  is  rather  hardened  by  opposition  ; 
while  it  surrenders  with  comparative  ease  to 
gentle  influences,  that  make  up,  by  importunity 
and  softness,  what  they  lack  in  hardihood.  Pet- 

ticoat government  is  an  established  institution, 
and  the  husbands  who  boast  most  of  their  liber- 

ty may  be  all  the  more  snugly  tied  to  the  apron- 
string  because  they  do  not  feel  the  strain  by 
venturing  beyond  the  inexorable  limits  of  the 
tether.  We  are  not  of  the  ascetic  school  of 
philosophers,  nor  are  we  dainty  sentimental- 

ists, and  we  see  no  reason,  either  before  God 
or  man,  to  be  ashamed  of  any  of  the  natural 
instincts  that  draw  husband  and  wife  to  each 
other ;  yet  wc  are  (luite  as  little  inclined  to  the 
abominable  materialism  that  regards  the  at- 

traction as  mainly  a  sensual  one.  The  best 
love  ripeiis  long  after  the  bloom  of  beauty  and 
the  lust  of  strength  have  languished ;  and  the 
essential  fitness  of  the  masculine  and  feminine 
character  for  happy  union  is  never  so  obvious  as 
in  the  declining  years  of  a  couple  whom  God 
has  really  joined  together  in  a  marriage  of  the 
mind  and  heart.  We  know  that  the  common 
facts  of  human  experience  are  hardest  of  all  to 
define,  and  we  may  be  mistaken  in  deciding 
upon  the  cause  of  any  strong  emotion  or  attach- 

ment, so  great  is  the  force  of  collateral  circum- 
stances and  unconscious  associations  in  modify- 

ing our  thoughts  and  feelings;  and  so  easy  is  it, 
for  example,  for  a  man  to  call  himself  a  patriot 
who  is  willing  to  light  in  defense  of  his  own 
property,  or  to  regard  himself  as  a  model  hus- 

band or  father  because  he  is  proud  of  a  son'3 
talents  or  a  wife's  or  daughter's  beauty.  BuS 
we  are  quite  confident  that  the  element  of  mas- 

culine character  that  makes  a  man  by  eminence 
a  husband  is  his  natural  need  of  feminine  pro- 

tection. He  needs  a  woman  to  protect  him  in- 
doors just  as  much  as  the  Avoman  needs  a  man  to 

protect  her  out  of  doors.  The  woman  is  born 
Avith  the  instinctiA'e  conviction  that  she  can  look 
after  a  man,  and  secure  his  happiness.  It  is 
really  quite  affecting  to  see  hoAv  soon  a  precious 
little  daughter  feels  this  instinct;  and,  in  her 
mother's  absence,  she  sits  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  and  in  a  thousand  Avays  comforts  the  fa- 

ther as  only  the  Avomanly  heart  can  do.  E\-ery true  man  needs  this  feminine  comfort  in  the 
nearest  form ;  and  even  if  Avealth  can  surround 
him  Avith  luxuries,  he  is  ill  at  ease  until  a  gentle 
presence  smiles  upon  his  dwelling  and  makes  it 
home.  Men,  by  themselves,  are  never  at  home, 
no  matter  how  well  housed  or  fed.    The  carca 
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and  passions  of  the  world  are  still  driving  at 
them,  until  the  new  clemont  of  ̂ vomunly  grace 
and  tenderness  comes  to  soften  down,  by  mild 
and  magnetic  violet  tone,  the  ruddy  glare 
of  the  masculine  horizon.  With  the  woman 
whom  he  loves  and  respects,  man  is  with  his 
best  protector;  and  this  woman  must  be  his 
wife,  for  none  other  can  he  at  once  love  and  re- 

spect so  deeply  and  tenderly.  She  to  him  is 
sacred  as  mother  and  daughter,  while  near  to 
him  as  they  can  not  be,  in  a  nearness  as  hal- 

lowed as  it  is  affectionate.  Ilcr  mind  is  the 
natural  counterpart  of  his  own,  and  when  with 
iier  he  has  a  sense  of  being  protected  from  the 
cares  and  temptations  of  the  world  as  nowhere 
else.  Said  a  strong  man  to  us  once,  "When  I 
am  near  my  wife  and  children  all  the  hells  seem 
shut,  and  the  devils  are  out.  of  sight;  but  when 
they  arc  out  of  town,  a  whole  legion  of  devils 
seem  barking  at  me."  AVe  are  aware  that  all 
wives  are  not  habitually  sweet-tempered,  and 
not  all  are  comforters  ;  but  we  arc  nevertheless 
confident  that  any  true  woman  is  her  husband's 
defender  from  masculine  annoyances,  and  many 
a  somewhat  vehement  wafe,  who  is  often  quite 
free  in  dealing  with  her  husband's  weak  points, 
claims  the  monopoly  of  the  domestic  censorship, 
and  is  determined  that  nobody  else  shall  scold 
him  or  annoy  him ;  so  that,  on  the  whole,  she 
is  a  capital  protector,  by  having  liis  faults 
brought  to  judgment  only  before  her  tribunal, 
which  is  never  wholly  merciless.  So  confident 
are  we  of  the  wife's  power  as  her  husband's  in- 

door protector,  and  of  his  essential  need  of  her 
loving  care,  that  we  consider  all  unmarried  men 
as  in  imminent  personal  danger.  We  hear,  in- 

deed, of  unprotected  females,  w-ho  can  not  go 
oat  after  dark,  because  lacking  the  attendance 
of  some  brawny  masculine  arm.  What  shall  we 
say  of  the  unprotected  men  who  so  abound  in 
our  streets,  and  who  fall  into  all  manner  of  mis- 

chief and  ruin  ?  Who  ever  knew  of  a  man  falling 
into  evil  ways  in  his  wife's  presence  ;  and  what 
police  system  would  be  so  effectual  as  intrusting 
the  whole  stray  masculine  population  to  the  care 
of  good  wives  of  even  mediocre  feminine  pro- 

priety ?  Surely  before  such  a  galaxy  of  beacon- 
lights  the  sta7-s  of  our  regular  police  would  pale, 
and  Matsell's  andTallmadge's  occupation  would 
soon  be  gone.  The  establishment  might  be 
somewhat  expensive ;  but  wo  would  undertake 
to  pay  the  whole  cost  of  it  out  of  the  savings  of 
money  from  the  closing  of  bar-rooms,  gambling 
hells,  and  dens  of  scarlet  infamy,  and  to  have 
money  enough  left  to  establish  a  grand  semina- 

ry for  the  education  of  all  girls  who  are  candi- 
dates for  such  police  duty.  But  Ave  would  not 

treat  the  subject  lightly,  much  less  coarsely;  and 
we  reaffirm  our  position,  that  the  true  man  is 
called  to  be  a  husband,  not  only  by  his  ability 
to  protect  a  wife,  but  by  his  need  of  her  protec- 

tion, alike  from  the  cares  and  the  vices  of  the 
Avorld,  in  the  charmed  atmosphere  of  a  true 
home.  We  do  not  forget  that,  in  humble  life, 
he  needs  her  to  make  his  clothes  and  cook  his 
food;  but  wo  equally  remember  that  in  every 

j  sphere  of  lii>,  II.)  iiKiti  •••  L(Av  la'.Micl,  neads 
I  her  love  to  comfort  and  strengthen  him.  He 
I  may,  indeed,  by  gold  or  genius,  win  brilliant 
beauty  to  his  side,  and  give  to  flirts  or  to  scar- 

let women  the  place  that  belongs  to  a  triic  and 
constant  friend  ;  but  he  is  no  true  man  so  long 
as  nut  loyal  to  a  true  woman,  and  only  the  wife 
can  win  from  him  the  niin,:^lcd  rc?pect  and  af- 

fection that  enrich  and  strengthen  him  as  much 
as  they  comfort  lier.  We  know  that  we  are  tak- 

ing pretty  high  ground  on  this  subject,  and  lay- 
ing the  foundati<jn  of  the  husband's  character 

uj)on  his  essential  need  of  feminine  comj)anion- 
ship  in  its  consecrated  form,  and^io  committing 
him  to  marriage,  not  for  self-indulgence,  or  even 
for  solicitude  for  Avoman's  Avclfare  alone,  but  for 
the  sanity  of  his  being,  or  the  Avelfare  of  his  own 
soul. 

We  can  not,  of  course,  undertake  to  charac- 
terize the  various  embodiments  of  our  idea  of 

the  husband  in  different  ages  and  countries ; 
but  must  be  content  Avith  a  few  Avords  ujwn  our 
American  type  of  the  character  in  question. 
We  Americans  have  some  qualities  peculiar  to 
ourselves,  although  Ave  must  not  forget  that  Ave 
belong  to  the  old  tribe  of  Adam,  and,  moreover, 
that  our  blood  and  creed,  and  most  of  our  civil 
and  social  institutions,  came  essentially  from  the 
old  Avorld.  The  American  husband  must  have 
many  of  the  characteristics  of  his  Eurojjcan  an- 

cestors or  contemporaries ;  yet  it  Avould  be  A'crv 
strange  if  he  did  not,  in  some  Avay,  justify  his 
boast  of  being  independent,  and  innovate  u])on 
the  ancient  standards  of  couimbial  rule.  Our 
tone  of  health,  manners,  business,  and  religion, 
in  some  respects  so  peculiar,  can  not  but  tell  in 
a  measure  upon  our  domestic  temper  and  hab- 

its. We  have,  indeed,  no  fear  that  our  repub- 
lican freedom  is  likely  to  do  aAvay  Avith  the  vest- 

ed rights  of  petticoat  government,  and  arc  often 
disposed  to  think  that  the  laxity  of  our  political 
system  is  to  be  made  up  by  the  increased  strin- 

gency of  conjugal  ndc;  so  that,  perhaps  Avith  a 

shrewd  eye  to  i)olicy,  our  fathers  put  a  woman's head  on  our  national  coinage  in  order  to  present 
the  idea  of  national  allegiance  in  the  least  ob- 

jectionable form,  and  under  the  feminine  figure 
of  Liberty  set  up  a  standard  of  authority  Avhich 
every  Avell-traincd  husband  had  already  learned 
to  acknoAvledgc  under  a  salutary  petticoat  juris- 

diction. Yet  there  arc  some  points  that  call 
out  our  solicitude  .for  the  future  of  our  Amer- 

ican homes  in  coiniection  Avith  present  tenden- 
cies among  our  boys  and  men. 

The  tone  of  American  health  has  important 
bearings  upon  the  subject,  and  too  many  of  our 
men,  not  only  by  neglect  of  physical  culture, 
but  the  use  of  the  stimulants  and  narcotics  so 
fatal  to  the  American  constitution,  and  by  the 
political  and  business  excitement  so  character- 

istic of  us  as  a  people,  impair  their  usefulness 
and  dignity  by  enfeebling  their  strength,  shat- 

tering their  nerA'CS,  and  fevering  their  blood. 
The  decided  precocity  in  the  development  of 
the  masculine  passions  among  us  comes  quite  as 
much  from  false  views  of  health  as  from  follies 
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in  the  modes  of  society ;  and  it  is  very  sad  that 
no  many  boys,  witli  puny  frames  and  excitable 
nerves,  even  if  they  escape  the  terrible  vices  to 
Avhich  bad  companionship  exposes  them,  ex- 

haust the  freshness  of  their  alfections  before 
their  beards  are  grown,  and  not  seldom  pre- 

sume to  talk  of  raan-iage,  and  perhaps  go 
through  one  or  two  regular  engagements,  as 
Avell  as  numberless  flirtations,  before  they  are 
out  of  their  teens.  Harm  is  done  by  the  kind 
of  freedom  allowed,  and  encouraged  too  often, 
among  ns  between  youth  and  maidens,  from 
whom  little  if  any  positive  scandal  is  to  be  fear- 

ed, by  the  obvious  tendency  to  quicken  preco- 
cious sensibilities,  and  to  leave  the  affections 

hackneyed  and  dissipated  just  at  the  time  when 
they  should  have  their  best  freshness  and  bloom. 
It  is  well,  indeed,  for  boys  and  girls  to  associate 
together  in  a  reasonable  way,  since  the  boys 
learn  gentleness  and  the  girls  learn  self-reliance 
by  this  sociality;  but  nothing  is  worse  than  pre- 

cocious passions,  such  as  are  developed  by  the 
silly  love-making  of  school  children  and  the  silly 
engagements  that  so  often  befool  them,  at  the 
very  time  when  they  should  be  minding  their 
books  and  their  mammas.  It  is  for  the  boy's 
good  that  he  should  be  brought  up  in  that  sacred 
reserve  toward  the  other  sex  which  enables  him 
to  keep  all  the  romance  of  masculine  sensibility 
for  her  who  in  duo  time  w^ins  his  affections; 
and  although  we  may  expect  him  to  dream  once 
in  a  while  of  some  pretty  face  of  the  school-room 
or  tlie  parlor,  we  ought  not  to  expect  him  to  be 
the  privileged  lover  or  attendant  suitor  until  he 
has  years  enough  to  know  his  own  mind  as  well 
as  his  idol's  character.  Few  causes  tend  more 
to  lower  the  views  of  our  youth  regarding  wo- 

men than  the  free  manners  of  girls  toward  them. 
They  put  a  wrong  construction  upon  the  free- 

dom, and  so  form  the  false  and  degrading  opin- 
ion that  the  feminine  pulse  is  quite  like  their 

own,  and  that  woman  is  like  man  in  inclination, 
and  only  restrained  by  conventional  prudence. 
AVe  sincerely  believe  that  the  majority  of  hus- 

bands hold  very  reverential  views  of  the  purity 
of  the  feminine  character  and  its  superiority  to 
coarse  passions ;  while  they  who  judge  of  it  only 
from  toying  with  female  folly,  and  mistaking 
vanity  or  scntimentalism  for  passion,  fall  into 
the  most  degrading  notions  of  the  feelings  of  the 
whole  sex,  and  are  spoiled  for  marriage  because 
hackneyed  by  flirts.  For  our  own  part,  we 
think  better  of  any  youth  for  being  sensible  of 
the  charms  of  a  fair  girl,  and  arc  ])leased  to 
note  all  proper  conversation  and  courtesy  be- 

tween such  young  people ;  yet  sacred  reserve 
should  watch  with  flnger  on  the  lip  over  the  in- 

terview, and  the  charm  vanishes  and  evil  threat- 
ens the  very  moment  the  least  liberty  is  taken 

that  mi^^ht  pain  a  mother's  or  a  sister's  eye. 
This  may  be  somewhat  old-fashioned  talk,  and 
may  yet  be  none  the  less  true. 

We  do  not  think  our  countrymen  lacking  in 
courtesy  to  woman;  but  we  fear  that,  with  all 
our  chivalry,  we  have  too  inadequate  ideas  of 
the  sacredness  of  marriage.   We  are  sometimes 

so  very  polite  to  her  as  to  treat  her  as  a  being 
so  much  aside  from  our  substantial  humanity 
as  to  claim  incense  rather  than  bread,  and  to  be 
content  with  sweet  adulation  instead  of  solid 
justice.  It  is  one  of  the  worst  traits  of  our  so- 

cial manners  that  marriage,  and  whatever  leads 
to  it,  are  made  light  of,  and  the  wedding  itself 
is  too  often  more  a  shallow  frolic  than  a  solemn 
sacrament.  The  good  old  custom  of  marriages 
in  churches  has  yielded  to  bridal  balls,  where 
the  dancers  almost  tread  on  the  heels  of  the 
minister,  and  the  call  of  the  quadrilles  is  more 
emphatic  than  the  good  man's  nuptial  blessing. 
A  better  spirit,  we  are  aware,  is  rising  in  high 
quarters,  and  among  all  denominations  of  Chris- 

tians there  is  a  growing  disposition,  we  believe, 
to  restore  the  ceremony  to  its  hallowed  place 
among  church  ordinances.  Our  fair  friends  in- 

cline to  the  more  devout  view  of  the  subject; 
and  the  woman  who  prefers  to  be  made  over  to 
her  husband  in  a  gay  frolic,  or  to  be  consigned 
to  him  by  a  justice  of  peace,  with  a  formality 
of  a  merely  civic  character,  like  the  transfer  of 
a  bale  of  goods  at  the  custom-house,  is  no  true 
type  of  her  sex.  Her  sex,  however,  are  respons- 

ible for  much  of  the  levity  connected  with  mat- 
rimonial engagements,  and  the  ease  with  which 

these  are  made  and  unmade  tends  much  to  dis- 
qualify men  to  be  husbar:ds  by  letting  down  the 

sacredness  of  the  whole  relation.  Marriage 
surely  sinks  in  the  social  scale  the  moment  that 
the  intimacy  that  should  precede  it  is  made 
liglit  of,  and  engagements  of  marriage  are  made 
and  unmade  as  readily  as  promises  to  dance. 
The  frequency  of  divorces  may  be  connected 
somewhat  with  this  miserable  view  of  such  en- 

gagements, since  parties  who  begm  to  look  upon 
each  other  as  having  only  a  casual  relation  to 
each  other  may  end  by  translating  their  caprices 
into  action,  and  breaking  God's  ordinance  as  if 
it  were  a  mere  whim.  We  go  stoutly  for  the 
good  old  way  of  our  fathers,  and  believe  that  our 
whole  civilization  rests  upon  the  inviolablencss 
of  the  marriage  covenant — giving  ample  time 
for  every  man  to  make  up  his  mind  as  to  the 
union  before  it  takes  place ;  but  after  it  takes 
place,  commending  him  to  the  grace  of  patience 
and  forbearance  under  any  trials  that  may  arise, 
instead  of  breaking  his  promises,  whether  with 
or  without  the  aid  of  law,  so  long  as  his  feelings 
are  spared  that  last  outrage  which  Holy  Writ 
itself  names  as  due  cause  of  separation. 

We  have  heard  it  said  that  most  marriages 
are  unhappy,  but  we  do  not  believe  a  word  of 
it.  If  we  were  to  regulate  our  ideas  of  our 
choicest  blessings  by  the  petulant  language  of 
our  gloomier  moods,  we  might  readily  vote  the 
sunshine  itself  an  intruder  and  life  itself  a  con- 

tinuous bore  ;  so  true  is  it  that  at  certain  times 
most  men  are  weary  of  the  garish  sunlight,  and 
are  ready  to  declare  life  to  be  a  burden.  That 
husbands  arc  generally  so  hard-hearted  as  to  be 
intolerable  to  their  wives,  or  wives  so  fretful  or 
capricious  as  to  vex  their  husbands  out  of  all 
patience,  can  not  be  proved  by  casual  expres- 

sions that  may  chance  to  fall  from  either  party 
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in  irritable  humors  or  in  strong  fits  of  egotistic 
moralizing.  It  is  quite  certain  that  very  few 
married  people  can  bear  to  be  long  separated, 
and  the  testy  husband  or  pettish  wife  generally 
turns  homeward  to  the  wedded  partner  with  re- 

newed conviction  that  the  home,  although  not 
quite  a  heaven,  is  as  near  to  it  as  any  other 
place  on  earth.  Yet  while  we  are  in  the  seat 
of  judgment,  and  hold  our  judicial  quill  in  hand 
over  the  heads  of  American  husbands,  we  may 
as  well  give  them  a  stroke  or  two  of  wholesome 
discipline.  We  will  not  stoop  lo  notice  the 
shabby  fellows,  those  inglorious  husbands,  who 
look  upon  a  wife  as  a  domestic  drudge,  or  a 
convenient  toy,  whether  to  be  treated  as  a  beast 
of  burden  in  poverty,  or  to  be  insulted  by  the 
rivalry  of  harlots  in  prosperity.  We  speak  now 
of  men  who  mean  to  do  right,  and  keep  their 
wedded  obligations.  Such  men  sometimes  fail 
of  being  just  and  kind  to  their  wives  on  account 
of  the  essential  difference  of  their  natures  and 
pursuits.  It  is  hard  for  a  man  to  understand  a 
woman,  even  in  matters  Avliere  they  may  prac- 

tically agree,  as  in  devotedness  to  their  children. 
The  father  and  mother  may,  on  the  whole,  love 
their  children  equally,  and  be  ready  to  make 
any  amount  of  sacrifice  for  their  Avelfare ;  yet 
how  different  is  a  father's  love  from  a  mother's  ! 
how  much  more  of  a  cool  conviction  than  a 
passionate  emotion  !  how  much  more  marked 
by  manly  justice  than  by  feminine  sensibility ! 
Said  a  bright  German  girl  once  to  a  friend, 
"You  men  are  so  strange  to  us  women,  you 
are  perfectly  unaccountable."  The  friend  might 
have  returned  the  compliment,  and  told  the  fair 
lady  that  the  Sphinx  was  a  v/oman,  and  of  all 
unaccountable  riddles  woman  is  the  greatest 
poser.  Certain  it  is  that  men  and  women  may 
pursue  the  same  end  from  quite  different  mo- 

tives, and  perhaps  husband  and  wife,  after  their 
golden  wedding,  may  say  that  fifty  years  have 
not  so  wholly  assimilated  their  minds  as  to 
make  them  wholly  understand  each  other.  We 
once  heard  of  an  excellent  woman's  saying  that 
she  had  lived  twenty  years  with  her  husband, 
and  never  got  really  acquainted  with  him.  The 
wonder  of  such  mutual  ignoran  ie  comes  not  so 
much  from  the  nature  of  the  masculine  and 
feminine  temperaments  as  from  modes  of  life 
that  give  to  the  two  parties  wholly  different  ob- 

jects. We  Americans  are  in  such  a  hurry  to 
do  our  business  as  too  often  to  slight  our  homes, 
and  the  husband  neither  enters  into  his  wife's 
domestic  and  maternal  solicitude  nor  shares 
with  her  his  public  cares.  The  consequence  is, 
that  they  not  only  have  different  sensibilities, 
but  also  look  out  upon  different  horizons,  and 
the  man's  business  and  the  woman's  housekeep- 

ing hardly  know  enough  of  each  other  to  catch 
the  light  of  each  other's  eyes  or  to  play  into 
each  other's  hands.  The  husband  does  not 
know  what  burdens  he  puts  upon  his  wife,  nor 
even  see  the  sacrifice  she  makes  for  his  comfort ; 
and  the  wife  does  not  know  how  severe  are  her 

husband's  tasks,  and  that  sometimes  his  very 
reserve,  that  seems  coldness,  is  but  absorbing 
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anxiety  for  continuing  lo  her  tlio  means  of  en- 
joyment and,  perhaps,  of  unwarrantable  ex- 

travagance. Let  the  two  i»arties  be  more  con- 
fiding, and  a  brighter  day  will  come  to  them. 

We  believe  that  one  of  the  be^t  features  of  the 

last  year's  fearful  financial  experience  has  been 
the  rise  of  a  true  confidence  between  husband  and 
wife  ;  and  that  many  a  man,  who  had  thought 
his  wife  a  reckless  sj»endthrift,  has  found  her 
a  pattern  of  frugality  and  an  angel  of  consola- 

tion, now  that  she  has  learned  from  him  the 
real  state  of  his  afliiirs,  and  walks  no  longer  in 
the  dark  as  to  the  fortunes  of  the  family. 

Let  husbands  think  more  of  this  mutual  can- 
dor, and  tliey  will  educate  their  wives  in  practi- 
cal sagacity,  and  be  educated  by  them  in  do- 

mestic tenderness.  Let  them  remember,  too, 
that  their  own  aggressive  and  passionate  nature 
can  not  claim  unbridled  indulgence  under  the 
plea  of  the  marriage  bond,  and  that  beastly 
lust  does  not  change  its  character  by  changing 
its  name  and  claiming  the  protection  of  relig- 

ion. If  a  man  sinks  into  the  sensuality  of  a 
Turk  or  Mormon  under  all  the  sacred  and  re- 

straining influences  of  marriage,  so  far  as  his 
own  sjjirit  is  concerned,  he  might  as  well  follow 
the  career  of  Moliammed  or  Bri.;ham  Young  as 
desecrate  a  sacred  name  by  brutal  lusts.  The 
theme  is  delicate,  and  a  word  is  enough  to  sug- 

gest what  we  mean,  and  to  show  our  conviction 
that  a  true  man  will  respect  his  wife  none  the 
less  while  he  loves  her,  and  will  find  in  mar- 

riage the  true  sphere  and  tlie  controlling  law  of 
his  passional  emotions.  God  has  settled  this 
for  us ;  and  they  who  live  under  his  firm  and 
gentle  rule  will  find  in  this  point,  as  in  all  others, 
that  subjection  which  is  perfect  freedom. 

Our  whole  subject  is  so  inviting  that  we  arc 
in  danger  of  forgetting  the  reasonable  limit  of 
our  article.  We  might  with  profit  treat  of  the 
importance  of  looking  more  carefully  to  the  raw 
material  of  which  our  future  husbands  are  to  be 
made,  and  give  hints  to  all  educators  of  boys, 
whether  teachers,  parents,  or  pastors,  to  remem- 

ber that  those  striplings  are  to  be  so  trained  as 
to  be  shaped  into  the  right  kind  of  helpmeets 
for  the  young  womanhood  of  the  nation.  Per- 

haps the  most  powerful  of  all  educators  is  this 
young  womanhood  itself,  for  the  youthful  chi^  - 
airy  of  the  land  is  always  pretty  sure  to  covei 
the  characteristics  that  are  most  j)ri/.cd  by  their 

gentle  companions.  "  What  our  young  ladies 
say  that  they  most  prize  in  a  lover  is  oue  thing, 
and  what  they  really  prize  is  another  thing. 
Fair  Julia  may  describe  in  her  album  or  her 
diary  a  character  that  could  be  put  into  her 
catechism  as  the  model  man,  and  yet  be  com- 

pletely bewitched  by  some  harum-scarum  fellow 
who  has  much  more  of  the  spice  of  the  devil 
than  of  the  saint  in  his  composition.  If  she 
Avere  wiser,  she  would  distinguish  between  the 
show  and  substance  of  manliness,  and  see  no 
manhood  where  there  is  not  a  brave  purpose, 
stout  principle,  and  tender  affections.  Let  her 
and  her  host  of  maidens  of  America  have  and 
prove  a  truer  sense  of  the  manly  character  in. 
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its  union  of  grit  and  grace,  and,  under  the  mighty 
power  of  a  true  feminine  opinion,  we  are  quite 
sure  of  a  vast  increase  and  improvement  in  the 
future  crop  of  our  husbands.  The  men  who 
have  any  genuine  pluck  may,  indeed,  take  care 
of  themselves,  and  win  and  wear  the  true  wife 
whom  Heaven  has  chosen  for  them  ;  but  there 
is  an  immense  number  of  worthy,  but  less  reso- 

lute, aspirants  to  such  nuptial  honors,  who  are 
daunted  by  feminine  caprice  and  extravagance, 
and  who  might  be  put  upon  the  right  domestic 
footing  if  it  were  made  a  little  more  clear  to 
them  that  substantial  character  more  than  un- 

certain circumstance  is  reckoned  by  women  as 
the  great  essential  in  a  husband. 

THE  LOST  ROOM. 
IT  was  oppressively  warm.  The  sun  had  long 

disappeared,  but  seemed  to  have  left  its  vi- 
tal spirit  of  heat  behind  it.  The  air  rested ; 

the  leaves  of  the  acacia-trees  that  have  shroud- 
ed my  windows,  hung  plumb-like  on  their  deli- 

cate stalks.  The  smoke  of  my  cigar  scarce  rose 
above  my  head,  but  hung  about  me  in  a  pale 
blue  cloud,  which  I  had  to  dissipate  with  lan- 

guid waves  of  my  hand.  My  shirt  was  open  at 
the  throat,  and  my  chest  heaved  laboriously  in 
the  effort  to  catch  sGm3  breaths  of  fresher  air. 
The  very  noises  of  the  city  seemed  to  be  wrapped 
in  slumber,  and  the  shrilling  of  the  mosquitoes 
were  the  only  sounds  that  broke  the  stillness. 

As  I  lay  with  my  feet  elevated  on  the  back 
of  a  chair,  wrapped  in  that  peculiar  frame  of 
mind  in  which  thought  assumes  a  species  of  life- 

less motion,  the  strange  fancy  seized  me  of  mak- 
ing a  languid  inventory  of  the  principal  articles 

of  furniture  in  my  room.  It  was  a  task  well 
suited  to  the  mood  in  which  I  found  myself. 
Their  forms  were  duskily  defined  in  the  dim 
twilight  that  floated  shadowily  through  the 
chamber ;  it  was  no  labor  to  note  and  particu- 

larize each,  and  from  the  i)lace  where  I  sat  I 
could  command  a  view  of  all  my  possessions 
without  even  turning  my  head. 

There  was,  imprimus,  that  ghostly  lithograph 
by  Calame.  It  was  a  mere  black  spot  on  the 
white  wall,  but  my  inner  vision  scrutinized  ev- 

ery detail  of  the  picture.  A  wild,  desolate,  mid- 
night heath,  with  a  spectral  oak-tree  in  the  cen- 

tre of  the  foreground.  The  wind  blows  fierce- 
ly, and  the  jagged  branches,  clothed  scantily 

with  ill-grown  leaves,  are  swept  to  the  left  con- 
tinually by  its  giant  force.  A  formless  wrack 

of  clouds  streams  across  the  awful  sky,  and  the 
rain  sweeps  almost  parallel  with  the  horizon. 
Beyond,  the  heath  stretches  off  into  endless 
blackness,  in  the  extreme  of  which  either  fancy 
or  art  has  conjured  up  some  undefinable  shapes 
that  seem  riding  into  space.  At  the  base  of  the 
huge  oak  stands  a  shrouded  figure.  His  man- 

tle is  wound  by  tlie  blast  in  tight  folds  around 
his  form,  and  the  long  cock's  feather  in  his  hat 
is  blown  upright,  till  it  seems  as  if  it  stood  on 
end  with  fear.  His  features  are  not  visible,  for 
he  has  grasped  his  cloak  with  both  hands,  and 
drawn  it  from  either  side  across  his  face.  The 

picture  is  seemingly  objectless.  It  tells  no  tale, 
but  there  is  a  weird  power  about  it  that  haunts 
one,  and  it  was  for  that  I  bought  it. 

Next  to  the  picture  comes  the  round  blot  that 
hangs  below  it,  which  I  know  to  be  a  smoking- 
cap.  It  has  my  coat  of  arms  embroidered  on 
the  front,  and  for  that  reason  I  never  wear  it ; 
though,  when  properly  arranged  on  my  head  with 
its  long  blue  silken  tassel  hanging  down  by  my 
check,  I  believe  it  becomes  me  well.  I  remem- 

ber the  time  when  it  was  in  the  course  of  man- 
ufacture. I  remember  the  tiny  little  hands  that 

pushed  the  colored  silks  so  nimbly  through  the 
cloth  that  was  stretched  on  the  embroidery- 
frame — the  vast  trouble  I  was  put  to  to  get  a 
colored  copy  of  my  armorial  bearings  for  the  her- 

aldic work  which  was  to  decorate  the  front  of 
the  band — the  pursings  up  of  the  little  mouth, 
and  the  contractions  of  the  young  forehead,  as 
their  possessor  plunged  into  a  pre. found  sea  of 
cogitation  touching  the  Avay  in  whicli  the  cloud 
should  be  represented  from  which  the  armed 
hand,  that  is  my  crest,  issues  —  the  licavcnly 
moment  when  the  tiny  hands  placed  it  on  my 
head,  in  a  position  that  I  could  not  bear  for 
more  than  a  few  seconds,  and  I,  king-like,  im- 

mediately assumed  my  royal  prerogative  after  the 
coronation,  and  instantly  levied  a  tax  on  my  only 
subject,  which  was,  however,  not  paid  unwill- 

ingly. Ah !  the  cap  is  there,  but  the  embroid- 
erer has  fled;  for  Atropos  was  severing  tl'.e  web 

of  life  above  her  head  while  she  was  weaving 
that  silken  shelter  for  mine ! 

How  uncouthly  the  huge  piano  that  occupies 
the  corner  at  the  left  of  the  door  looms  out  in 
the  uncertain  twilight !  I  neither  ])lay  nor  sing, 
yet  I  own  a  piano.  It  is  a  comfort  to  me  to 
look  at  it,  and  to  feel  that  the  music  is  there, 
although  I  am  not  able  to  break  the  spell  that 
binds  it.  It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  Bellini  and 
Mozart,  Cimarosa,  Porpora,  Gliick,  and  all  such 
— or  at  least  their  souls — sleep  in  that  unwieldy 
case.  There  lie  embalmed,  as  it  Avere,  all  ope- 

ras, sonatas,  oratorios,  notturnos,  marches,  songs, 
and  dances,  that  ever  climbed  into  existence 
through  the  four  bars  that  wall  in  melody. 
Once  I  was  entirely  repaid  for  the  investment  of 
my  funds  in  that  instrument  which  I  never  use. 
Blokeeta,  the  composer,  came  to  see  me.  Of 
course  his  instincts  urged  him  as  irresistibly  to 
my  piano  as  if  some  magnetic  power  lay  within 
it  compelling  him  to  approach.  He  tuned  it, 
he  played  on  it.  All  night  long,  until  the  gray 
and  spectral  dawn  rose  out  of  the  depths  of 
the  midnight,  he  sat  and  played,  and  I  lay  smok- 

ing by  the  window  listening.  Wild,  unearthly, 
and  sometimes  insufferably  painful,  were  the 
improvisations  of  Blokeeta.  The  chords  of  the 
instrument  seemed  breaking  with  anguish.  Lost 
souls  shrieked  in  his  dismal  preludes  ;  the  half- 
heard  utterances  of  spirits  in  pain,  that  groped 
at  inconceivable  distances  from  any  thing  love- 

ly or  harmonious,  seemed  to  rise  dimly  up  out 
of  the  waves  of  sound  tliat  gathered  under  his 
hands.  Melancholy  human  love  wandered  out 
on  distant  heaths,  or  beneath  dank  and  gloomy 
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cypresses,  muvniuring  its  unanswered  sorrow, 
or  hateful  gnomes  sported  and  sang  in  the  stag- 

nant swamps,  triumphing  in  unearthly  tones 
over  the  knight  whom  they  had  lured  to  his 
death.  Such  was  Blokeeta's  night's  entertain- 

ment; and  when  he  at  length  closed  the  jaano, 
and  hurried  away  through  the  cold  morning,  he 
left  a  memory  about  the  instrument  from  which 
I  could  never  escape. 

Those  snow-shoes,  that  hang  in  the  space  be- 
tween the  mirror  and  the  door,  recall  Canadian 

wanderings.  A  long  race  through  the  dense  for- 
ests over  the  frozen  snow,  through  whose  brit- 

.tle  crust  the  slender  hoofs  of  the  cariboo  that  we 
were  pursuing  sank  at  every  step,  until  the 
poor  creature  despairingly  turned  at  bay  in  a 
small  juniper  coppice,  and  we  heartlessly  shot 
him  down.  And  I  remember  how  Gabriel,  the 
habitant,  and  Fran9ois,  the  half-breed,  cut  his 
throat,  and  how  the  hot  blood  rushed  out  in  a 
torrent  over  the  snowy  soil ;  and  I  recall  the 
snow  cabane  that  Gabriel  built,  where  we  all  three 
slept  so  warmly,  and  the  great  fire  that  glowed 
at  our  feet  painting  all  kinds  of  demoniac  shapes 
on  the  black  screen  of  forest  that  lay  without, 
and  the  deer-steaks  that  we  roasted  for  our 
breakfast,  and  the  savage  drunkenness  of  Ga- 

briel in  the  morning,  he  having  been  privately 
drinking  out  of  my  brandy-flask  all  the  night 
long. 

That  long  haftless  dagger  that  dangles  over 
the  mantle-piece  makes  my  heart  swell.  I 
found  it  when  a  boy,  in  a  hoary  old  castle  in 
which  one  of  my  maternal  ancestors  once  lived. 
That  same  ancestor — who,  by-the-way,  yet  lives 
in  history — was  a  strange  old  sea-king,  who 
dwelt  on  the  extremest  point  of  the  southwest- 

ern coast  of  Ireland.  He  owned  tlie  whole  of 
that  fertile  island  called  Inniskeiran,  which  di- 

rectly faces  Cape  Clear,  where  between  them 
the  Atlantic  rolls  furiously,  forming  what  the 
fishermen  of  the  place  call  "the  Sound."  An 
awful  place  in  winter  is  that  same  Sound.  On 
certain  days  no  boat  can  live  there  for  a  mo- 

ment, and  Cape  Clear  is  frequently  cut  off  for 
days  from  any  communication  with  the  main 
land. 

This  old  sea-king— Sir  Florence  O'Driscoll  by 
name — passed  a  stormy  life.  From  the  summit 
of  his  castle  he  watched  the  ocean,  and  when 
any  richly  laden  vessels,  bound  from  the  south 
to  the  industrious  Galway  merchants,  hove-  in 
sight,  Sir  Florence  hoisted  the  sails  of  his  gal- 

ley, and  it  went  hard  with  him  if  he  did  not 
tow  into  harbor  ship  and  crew.  In  this  way 
he  lived  ;  not  a  very  honest  mode  of  livelihood 
certainly,  according  to  our  modern  ideas,  but 
quite  reconcilable  with  the  morals  of  the  time. 
As  may  be  supposed,  Sir  Florence  got  into 
trouble.  Complaints  were  laid  against  him  at 
the  English  Court  by  the  plundered  merchants, 
and  the  Irish  viking  set  out  for  London  to  plead 
his  own  cause  before  good  Queen  Bess,  as  she 
was  called.  He  had  one  powerful  recommend- 

ation ;  he  was  a  marvelously  handsome  man. 
Not  Celtic  by  descent,  but  half  Spanish,  half 

Danish  in  blood,  he  had  the  great  northern 
stature  witii  the  regular  features,  flasiiing  eyes, 
and  dark  hair  of  the  Iberian  race.  This  may 
account  for  the  fact  that  his  stay  at  the  English 
Court  was  much  longer  than  was  necessary,  as 
also  for  the  tradition,  which  a  local  historian 
mentions,  that  the  Englisii  Queen  evinced  a 
preference  for  the  Irish  chieftain  of  other  nature 
than  that  usually  shown  from  monarch  to  sub- 

ject. 

Previous  to  his  departure  Sir  Florence  had 
intrusted  the  care  of  his  property  to  an  English- 

man named  Hull.  During  the  long  absence  of 
the  knight  this  person  managed  to  ingratiate 
himself  with  the  local  authorities,  and  gain  their 
favor  so  far  that  they  were  willing  to  support 
him  in  almost  any  scheme.  After  a  protracted 
stay  Sir  Florence,  pardoned  of  all  his  misdeeds, 
returned  to  his  home.  Home  no  longer.  Hull 
was  in  possession,  and  refused  to  yield  an  acre 
of  the  lands  he  had  so  nefariously  acquired.  It 
was  no  use  appealing  to  the  law,  for  its  officers 
were  in  the  opposite  interest.  It  was  no  use  ap- 

pealing to  the  Queen,  for  she  had  another  lover, 
and  had  forgotten  the  poor  Irish  knight  by  this 
time  ;  and  so  the  viking  passed  the  best  portion 
of  his  life  in  unsuccessful  attempts  to  reclaim 
his  vast  estates,  and  was  eventually,  in  his  old 
age,  obliged  to  content  himself  with  his  castle 
by  the  sea,  and  the  island  of  Inniskeiran,  the 
only  spot  of  which  the  usurper  was  unable  to 
deprive  him.  So  this  old  story  of  my  kinsman's 
fate  looms  up  out  of  the  darkness  that  enshrouds 
that  hafiless  dagger  hanging  on  the  wall. 

It  was  somewhat  after  the  foregoing  fashion 
that  I  dreamily  made  the  inventory  of  my  per- 

sonal property.  As  I  turned  my  eyes  on  each 
object,  one  after  the  other,  or  the  places  where 
they  lay — for  the  room  was  now  so  dark  that  it 
was  almost  impossible  to  see  with  any  distinct- 

ness— a  crowd  of  memories  connected  with  each 
rose  up  before  me,  and,  perforce,  I  had  to  in- 

dulge them.  So  I  proceeded  but  slowly,  and 
at  last  my  cigar  shortened  to  a  hot  and  bitter 
morsel  that  I  could  barely  hold  between  my 
lips,  while  it  seemed  to  me  that  the  night 
grew  each  moment  more  insufferably  oppress- 

ive. While  I  was  revolving  some  ini])ossible 
means  of  cooling  my  wretched  body,  the  cigar 
stump  began  to  burn  my  lips.  I  flung  it  an- 

grily through  the  open  window,  and  stooped 
out  to  watch  it  falling.  It  first  lighted  on  the 
leaves  of  the  acacia,  sending  out  a  spray  of  red 
sparkles,  then  rolling  off,  it  fell  plump  on  the 
dark  walk  in  the  garden,  faintly  illuminating 
for  a  moment  the  dusky  trees  and  breathless 
flowers.  Whether  it  was  the  contrast  between 
the  red  flash  of  the  cigar  stump  and  the  silent 
darkness  of  the  garden,  or  whether  it  was  that 
I  detected  by  the  sudden  light  a  faint  waving 
of  the  leaves,  I  know  not,  but  something  sug- 

gested to  me  that  the  garden  was  cool.  I  will 
take  a  turn  there,  thought  I,  just  as  I  am ;  it 
can  not  be  warmer  than  this  room,  and  however 
still  the  atmosphere,  there  is  always  a  feeling 
of  liberty  and  spaciousness  in  the  open  air  that 
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partially  supplies  one's  wants.  With  this  idea 
running  through  my  head  I  arose,  lit  another 
cigar,  and  passed  out  into  the  long,  intricate 
corridors  tliat  led  to  the  main  stair-case.  As  I 
crossed  the  threshold  of  my  room,  with  what  a 
different  feeling  I  should  have  passed  it  had  I 
known  that  I  was  never  to  set  foot  in  it  again ! 

I  lived  in  a  very  large  house,  in  which  I  oc- 
cupied two  rooms  on  the  second  floor.  The 

house  was  old-fashioned,  and  all  the  floors  com- 
municated by  a  huge  circular  stair-ease  that 

wound  up  through  the  centre  of  the  building, 
while  at  every  landing  long  rambling  corridors 

stretched  ofl'  into  mysterious  nooks  and  corners. 
This  palace  of  mine  was  very  high,  and  its 
resources,  in  the  way  of  crannies  and  windings, 
seemed  to  be  interminable.  Nothing  seemed 
to  stop  any  where.  Cul  de  sacs  were  unknown 
on  the  premises.  The  corridors  and  passages, 
like  mathematical  lines,  seemed  capable  of  in- 

definite extension,  and  the  object  of  the  arch- 
itect must  have  been  to  erect  an  edifice  in 

which  people  might  go  ahead  forever.  The 
whole  place  was  gloomy,  not  so  much  because 
it  was  large,  but  because  an  unearthly  naked- 

ness seemed  to  pervade  the  structure.  The 
stair-cases,  corridors,  halls,  and  vestibules  all 
partook  of  a  desert-like  desolation.  There  was 
nothing  on  the  walls  to  break  the  sombre  mo- 

notony of  those  long  vistas  of  shade.  No  carv- 
ings on  the  wainscoting,  no  moulded  masks 

peering  down  from  the  simply  severe  cornices, 
no  marble  vases  on  the  landings.  There  was 
an  eminent  dreariness  and  want  of  life — so  rare 
in  an  American  establishment  —  all  over  the 
abode.  It  was  Hood's  haunted  house  put  in 
order,  and  newly  painted.  The  servants,  too, 
were  shadowy  and  chary  of  their  visits.  Bells 
rang  three  times  before  the  gloomy  chamber- 

maid could  be  induced  to  present  herself,  and 
the  negro  waiter,  a  ghoul-like  looking  creature 
from  Congo,  obeyed  the  summons  only  when 
one's  patience  was  exhausted,  or  one's  want 
satisfied  in  some  other  way.  When  he  did 
come,  one  felt  sorry  that  he  had  not  staid 
away  altogether,  so  sullen  and  savage  did  he 
appear.  He  moved  along  the  echoless  floors 
with  a  slow,  noiseless  shamble,  until  his  dusky 
figure,  advancing  from  the  gloom,  seemed  like 
some  reluctant  afreet,  compelled,  by  the  supe- 

rior power  of  his  master,  to  disclose  himself. 
When  the  doors  of  all  the  chambers  were  closed, 
and  no  light  illuminated  the  long  corridor,  save 
the  red,  unwholesome  glare  of  a  small  oil  lamp 
on  a  table  at  the  end,  where  late  lodgers  lit 
their  candles,  one  could  not  by  any  possibility 
conjure  up  a  sadder  or  more  desolate  prospect. 

Yet  the  house  suited  me.  Of  meditative  and 
sedentary  habits,  I  rather  enjoyed  the  extreme 
quiet.  There  were  but  few  lodgers,  from  which 
I  infer  that  the  landlord  did  not  drive  a  very 
thriving  trade ;  and  these,  probably  oppressed 
by  the  sombre  spirit  of  the  place,  were  quiet  and 
ghost-like  in  their  movements.  The  proprietor 
I  scarcely  ever  saw.  My  bills  were  deposited 
by  unseen  hands  every  month  on  my  table  while 

I  was  out  walking  or  riding,  and  my  pecuniary 
response  was  intrusted  to  the  attendant  afreet. 
On  the  whole,  when  the  bustling,  wide-awake 
spirit  of  New  York  is  taken  into  consideration, 
the  sombre,  half-vivified  character  of  the  house 
in  which  I  lived  was  an  anomaly  that  no  one 
appreciated  better  than  I  who  lived  there. 

I  felt  my  way  down  the  wide,  dark  stair-case 
in  my  pursuit  of  zephyrs.  The  garden,  as  I  en- 

tered it,  did  feel  somewhat  cooler  than  my  own 
room,  and  I  pufl'ed  my  cigar  along  the  dim,  cy- press-shrouded walks  with  a  sensation  of  com- 

parative relief.  It  was  very  dark.  The  tall- 
growing  flowers  that  bordered  the  path  were  so 
wrapped  in  gloom  as  to  present  the  aspect  of 
solid  pyramidal  masses,  all  the  details  of  leaves 
and  blossoms  being  buried  in  an  embracing 
darkness,  while  the  trees  had  lost  all  form,  and 
seemed  like  masses  of  overhanging  cloud.  It 
was  a  place  and  time  to  excite  the  imagination; 
for  in  the  impenetrable  cavities  of  endless  gloom 
there  was  room  for  the  most  riotous  fancies  to 
play  at  will.  I  walked  and  walked,  and  the 
echoes  of  my  footsteps  on  the  ungraveled  and 
mossy  path  suggested  a  double  feeling.  I  felt 
alone  and  yet  in  company  at  the  same  time. 
The  solitariness  of  the  place  made  itself  distinct 
enough  in  the  stillness,  broken  alone  by  the  hol- 

low reverberations  of  my  step,  Avhile  those  very 
reverberations  seemed  to  imbue  me  with  an  un- 

defined feeling  tliat  I  was  not  alone.  I  was  not, 
therefore,  much  startled  when  I  was  suddenly 
accosted  from  beneath  the  solid  darkness  of  an 
immense  cypress  by  a  voice  saying, 

"Will  you  give  me  a  light.  Sir?" 
"  Certainly,"  I  replied,  trying  in  vain  to  dis- 

tinguish the  speaker  amidst  the  impenetrable dark. 

Somebody  advanced,  and  I  held  out  my  cigar. 
All  I  could  gather  definitively  about  the  indi- 

vidual that  thus  accosted  me  was,  that  he  must 
have  been  of  extremely  small  stature ;  for  I, 
who  am  by  no  means  an  overgrown  man,  had 
to  stoop  considerably  in  handing  him  my  cigar. 

The  vigorous  pufl"  that  he  gave  his  own  lighted 
up  my  Havana  for  a  moment,  and  I  fancied  that 
1  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  pale,  weird  countenance, 
immersed  in  a  background  of  long,  wild  hair. 
The  flash  was,  however,  so  momentary  that  I 
could  not  even  say  certainly  whether  this  was 
an  actual  impression  or  the  mere  effort  of  imag- 

ination to  embody  that  which  the  senses  had 
failed  to  distinguish, 

"Sir,  you  are  out  late,"  said  this  unknown 
to  me,  as  he,  with  a  half-uttered  thanks,  handed 
me  back  my  cigar,  for  which  I  had  to  grope  in 
the  gloom. 

"Not  later  than  usual,"  I  replied,  dryly. 
"Hum!  you  are  fond  of  late  wanderings, 

then  ?" 
"That  is  just  as  the  fancy  seizes  me." 
"Do  you  live  here?" "Yes." 

"  Queer  house,  isn't  it?" 
"  I  have  only  found  it  quiet." 
"Hum!    But  you  u-i/l  find  it  queer,  take 
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my  word  for  it."  Tliis  was  earnestly  uttered; 
and  I  felt,  at  tlic  same  time,  a  bony  finger  laid 
on  ray  arm  that  cut  it  sliari)ly,  like  a  blunted 
knife. 

can  not  take  your  word  for  any  such  as- 
sertion," I  replied,  rudely,  shaking  off  the  bony 

finger  with  an  irre])vessible  motion  of  disgust. 
"No  of!ense,  no  offense,"  muttc;red  my  un- 

seen companion  rapidly,  in  a  strange,  subdued 
voice,  that  would  have  been  shrill  had  it  been 
louder;  "your  being  angry  does  not  alter  the 
matter.  You  will  find  it  a  queer  house.  Every 
body  finds  it  a  queer  house.  Do  you  know  who 
live  there?" 

"I  never  busy  myself.  Sir,  about  other  peo- 
ple's affairs,"  I  answered,  sharply,  for  the  indi- 

vidual's manner,  combined  with  my  utter  un- 
certainty as  to  his  appearance,  oppressed  me 

with  an  irksome  longing  to  be  rid  of  him. 
"Oh!  you  don't?  Well,  I  do.  I  know 

what  they  are — well,  well,  well ;"  and  as  he 
pronounced  the  three  last  words  his  voice  rose 
with  each,  until,  with  the  last,  it  reached  a  shrill 
shriek  that  echoed  horribly  among  the  lonely 
walks.  "Do  you  know  what  they  eat?"  he continued. 

"No,  Sir — nor  care." 
"Oh!  but  you  will  care.  You  must  care. 

Yoil  shall  care.  I'll  tell  you  what  they  are. 
They  are  enchanters.  They  are  ghouls.  They 
are  cannibals.  Did  you  never  remark  their 
eyes,  and  how  they  gloated  on  you  when  you 
passed?  Did  you  never  remark  the  food  that 
they  served  up  at  your  table  ?  Did  you  nev- 

er, in  the  dead  of  night,  hear  muffled  and  un- 
earthly footsteps  gliding  along  the  corridors, 

and  stealthy  hands  turning  the  handle  of  your 
door?  Does  not  some  magnetic  influence  fold 
itself  continually  around  you  when  they  pass, 
and  send  a  thrill  through  spirit  and  body,  and 
a  cold  shiver  that  no  sunsjhine  will  chase  avi^ay? 
Oh,  you  have !  You  have  felt  all  these  things  ! 
I  know  it !" 

The  earnest  rapidity,  the  subdued  tones,  the 
eagerness  of  accent  with  which  all  this  was  ut- 

tered, impressed  me  most  uncomfortably.  I  re- 
ally seemed  as  if  I  could  recall  all  those  weird 

occurrences  and  influences  of  which  he  spoke  ; 
and  I  shuddered  in  spite  of  myself  in  the  midst 
of  that  impenetrable  darkness  that  surrounded 
me. 

*'Hum!"  said  I,  assuming,  without  knowing 
it,  a  confidential  tone,  "may  I  ask  how  you 
know  of  these  things?" 

"How  1  know  them?  Because  I  am  their 
enemy.  Because  they  tremble  at  my  whisper. 
Because  I  hang  upon  their  track  with  the  perse- 

verance of  a  blood-hound  and  the  stealthiness 
of  a  tiger — because — because — I  was  of  them 
once  I" 

"Wretch!"  I  cried,  excitedly,  for  involunta- 
rily his  eager  tones  had  wrought  me  up  to  a 

high  pitch  of  spasmodic  nervousness,  "  then  you 
mean  to  say  that  you — " 

As  I  uttered  this  word,  obeying  an  uncon- 
trollable impulse,  I  stretched  forth  my  hand  in 

the  direction  of  the  speaker  and  made  a  blind 
clutch.  The  tips  of  my  fingers  seemed  to  touch 
a  surface  as  smooth  as  glass,  that  glided  sud- 

denly from  under  them.  A  sharp,  angry  hiss 
sounded  through  the  gloom,  followed  by  a  whir- 

ring noise,  as  if  some  projectile  passed  rapidly 
by,  and  the  next  moment  I  felt  instinctively that  I  was  alone. 

A  most  disagreeable  sensation  instantly  as- 
sailed me.  A  prophetic  instinct  that  some  ter- 

rible misfortune  menaced  me ;  an  eager  and 
overpowering  anxiety  to  get  back  to  my  own 
room  without  loss  of  time.  I  turned  and  ran 
blindly  along  the  dark  cypress  alley,  every  dusky 
clump  of  flowers  that  rose  blackly  in  the  borders 
making  my  heart  each  moment  cease  to  beat. 
The  echoes  of  my  own  footsteps  seemed  to  re- 

double and  assume  the  sounds  of  unknown 
pursuers  following  fast  upon  my  track.  The 
boughs  of  lilac-bushes  and  syringas  that  here 
and  there  stretched  partly  across  the  walk, 
seemed  to  have  been  furnished  suddenly  with 
hooked  hands  that  sought  to  grasp  me  as  I  flew 
by,  and  each  moment  I  expected  to  behold  some 
awful  and  impassable  barrier  fall  right  across 
my  track,  and  wall  me  up  forever. 

At  length  I  reached  the  wide  entrance.  With 
a  single  leap  I  sprang  up  the  four  or  five  steps 
that  formed  the  stoop,  and  dashing  along  the 
hall,  up  the  wide,  echoing  stairs,  and  again 
along  the  dim  funereal  corridors  until  I  paused, 
breathless  and  panting,  at  the  door  of  my  room. 
Once  so  far,  1  stop])ed  for  an  instant  and  leaned 
heavily  against  one  of  the  panels,  panting  lustily 
after  my  late  run.  I  had,  however,  scarcely 
rested  my  whole  weight  against  the  door,  when 
it  suddenly  gave  way,  and  I  staggered  in  head- 

foremost. To  my  utter  astonishment  the  room 
that  I  had  left  in  profound  darkness  was  now  a 
blaze  of  light.  So  intense  was  the  illumination 
that,  for  a  few  seconds  while  the  pupils  of  my 
eyes  were  contracting  under  the  sudden  change, 
I  saw  absolutely  nothing  save  the  dazzling  glare. 
This  fact  in  itself  coming  on  me  with  such  utter 
suddenness,  was  sufficient  to  prolong  my  con- 

fusion, and  it  was  not  until  after  several  mo- 
ments had  elapsed  that  I  perceived  the  room 

was  not  alone  illuminated  but  occupied.  And 
such  occupants !  Amazement  at  the  scene  took 
such  possession  of  me  that  I  was  incapable  of 
either  moving  or  uttering  a  word.  All  that  I 
could  do  was  to  lean  against  the  wall,  and  stare 
blankly  at  the  whole  business. 

It  might  have  been  a  scene  out  of  Faublas, 
or  Grammont's  Memoirs,  or  happened  in  some 
palace  of  Minister  Fouque. 

Round  a  large  table  in  the  centre  of  the  room, 
where  I  had  left  a  student-like  litter  of  books 
and  papers,  were  seated  half  a  dozen  persons. 
Three  were  men,  and  three  were  women.  The 
table  was  heaped  with  a  prodigality  of  luxuries. 
Lnsoious  Eastern  fruits  were  ])ilcd  up  in  silver 
filagree  vases,  through  whose  meshes  their  glow- 

ing rinds  shone  in  the  contrasts  of  a  thousand 
hues.  Small  silver  lishes  that  Benvenuto  might 
have  designed,  filled  with  succulent  and  aro- 
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matic  meats,  were  distributed  upon  a  cloth  of 
snowy  damask.  Bottles  of  every  shape,  slender 
ones  from  the  Rhine,  stout  fellows  from  Holland, 
sturdy  ones  from  Spain,  and  quaint  basket- 
woven  flasks  from  Italy,  absolutely  littered  the 
board.  Drinking  glasses  of  every  size  and  hue 
filled  up  the  interstices,  and  the  thirsty  German 
fla.iron  stood  side  by  side  with  the  aerial  bubbles 
of  Venetian  glass  that  rested  so  lightly  on  their 
thread-like  stems.  An  odor  of  luxury  and  sens- 

uality floated  through  the  apartment.  Tlie 
lamps  that  burned  in  every  vacant  spot  where 
room  for  one  could  be  found,  seemed  to  diffuse 
a  subtle  incense  on  the  air,  and  in  a  large  vase 
that  stood  on  the  floor  I  saw  a  mass  of  mag- 

nolias, tuberoses,  and  jasmines  grouped  to- 
gether, stifling  each  other  with  their  honeyed 

and  heav}'  fragrance. 
The  inhabitants  of  my  room  seemed  beings 

well  suited  to  so  sensual  an  atmosphere.  The 
women  were  strangely  beautiful,  and  all  were 
attired  in  dresses  of  the  most  fantastic  devices 
and  brilliant  hues.  Their  figures  were  round, 
supple,  and  elastic ;  their  eyes  dark  and  lan- 

guishing; their  lips  full,  rii^e,  and  of  the  richest 
bloom.  The  three  men  wore  half-masks,  so 
that  all  I  could  distinguish  were  heavy  jaws, 
pointed  beards,  and  brawny  throats  that  rose 
like  massive  pillars  out  of  their  doublets.  All 
six  lay  reclining  on  Roman  couclies  about  the 
table,  drinking  down  the  purple  wines  in  large 
draughts,  and  tossing  back  their  heads  and 
laughing  wildly. 

I  stood,  I  suppose,  for  some  three  minutes, 
with  my  back  against  the  wall  staring  vacantly 
at  the  bacchanal  vision,  before  any  of  the  revel- 

ers appeared  to  notice  my  presence.  At  length, 
without  any  expression  to  indicate  whether  I 
had  been  ol)served  from  the  beginning  or  not, 
two  of  the  women  arose  from  their  couches,  and, 
approaching,  took  each  a  hand  and  led  me  to 
the  table.  I  obeyed  their  motions  mechanic- 

ally. I  sat  on  a  couch  between  them  as  they 
indicated.  I  unresistingly  permitted  them  to 
wind  their  arms  about  my  neck. 

"You  must  drink,"  said  one,  pouring  out  a 
large  glass  of  red  wine,  "here  is  Clos  Vougeot 
of  a  rare  vintage;  and  here,"  pushing  a  flask 
of  amber-hued  wine  before  me,  "is  Lachrima 
Christi." 

"You  must  eat,"  said  the  other,  drawing  the 
silver  dishes  toward  her.  "Here  are  cutlets 
stewed  with  olives,  and  here  are  slices  of  a  Jilet 
stuffed  with  bruised  sweet  chestnuts ;"  and  as 
she  spoke,  she,  without  waiting  for  a  reply, 
proceeded  to  help  me. 

The  sight  of  the  food  recalled  to  me  the  warn- 
ings I  had  received  in  tiie  garden.  This  sudden 

effort  of  memory  restored  to  me  my  other  facul- 
ties at  the  same  instant.  I  sprang  to  my  feet, 

thrusting  the  women  from  me  with  each  hand. 
"Demons!"  I  almost  shouted,  "I  will  have 

none  of  your  accursed  food.  I  know  you.  You 
are  cannibals,  you  are  ghouls,  you  are  enchant- 

ers. Begone,  I  tell  you !  Leave  my  room  in 

peace !" 

A  shout  of  laughter  from  all  six  was  the  only 
eftect  that  my  ])assionate  speech  produced.  The 
men  rolled  on  their  couches,  and  their  half- 
masks  quivered  with  the  convulsions  of  their 
mirth.  The  women  shrieked,  and  tossed  the 
slender  Avine-glasses  wildly  aloft,  and  turned  to 
me  and  flung  themselves  on  my  bosom,  fairlv 
sobbing  with  laughter. 

"Yes,"  I  continued,  as  soon  as  the  noisy 
mirth  had  subsided,  "  yes,  I  say,  leave  my  room 
instantly  !  I  will  have  none  of  your  unnatural 

orgies  here !" "His  room!"  shrieked  the  woman  on  my 
right. 

"His  room  !"  echoed  she  on  my  left. 
"  His  room !  He  calls  it  his  room !"  shouted 

the  whole  party,  as  they  rolled  once  more  into 
jocular  convulsions. 

"How  know  you  that  it  is  your  room?"  said 
one  of  the  men  who  sat  opposite  to  me,  at 
length,  after  the  laughter  had  once  more  some- 

what subsided. 

"How  do  I  know?"  I  rejdied,  indignantly. 
"How  do  1  know  my  own  room?  How  could 
I  mistake  it,  pray  ?  There's  my  furniture — my 

piano — " 

"  He  calls  that  a  piano  !"  shouted  my  neigh- 
bors, again  in  convulsions  as  I  jjointed  to  the 

corner  Avhere  my  huge  jjiano,  sacred  to  the 
memory  of  Blokeeta,  used  to  stand.  "Oh, 
yes!  It  is  his  room.  There  —  there  is  his 

piano !" 

The  peculiar  emphasis  they  laid  on  the  word 
"piano"  caused  me  to  scrutinize  the  article  1 
was  indicating  more  thoroughly.  Up  to  this 
time,  though  utterly  amazed  at  the  entrance  of 
these  people  into  my  chamber,  and  connecting 
them  somewhat  with  the  wild  stories  I  had 
heard  in  the  garden,  I  still  had  a  sort  of  indef- 

inite idea  that  the  whole  thing  was  a  masquer- 
ading freak  got  up  in  my  absence,  and  that  the 

bacchanalian  orgy  I  was  witnessing  was  nothing 
more  than  a  portion  of  some  elaborate  lioax  of 
which  I  was  to  be  the  victim.  But  when  my 
eyes  turned  to  the  comer  where  I  had  left  a 
huge  and  cumbrous  j)iano,  and  beheld  a  vast 
and  sombre  organ  lifiing  its  fluted  front  to  the 
very  ceiling,  and  convinced  myself,  by  a  hur- 

ried process  of  memory,  that  it  occupied  the 
very  spot  in  which  1  had  left  my  OAvn  instru- 

ment, the  little  self-possession  that  I  had  left 
forsook  me.    I  gazed  around  me  bewildered. 

In  like  manner  every  thing  was  changed.  In 
the  place  of  that  old  haftless  dagger,  connected 
with  so  many  historic  associations  personal  to 
myself,  I  beheld  a  Turkish  yataghan  dangling 
by  its  belt  of  crimson  silk,  while  the  jewels  in 
the  hilt  blazed  as  the  lamplight  played  upon 
them.  In  the  spot  where  hung  my  cherished 
smoking- cap,  memorial  of  a  buried  love,  a 
knightly  casque  was  suspended,  on  the  crest 
of  which  a  golden  dragon  stood  in  the  act  of 
springing.  That  stiangc  lithograph  by  Calamc 
was  no  longer  a  lithograi'h,  but  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  portion  of  the  wall  which  it  had  covered, 
of  the  exact  shape  and  size,  had  been  cut  out, 
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and,  in  place  of  the  ])i(;ture,  a  real  scene  on  the 
same  scale,  and  Avitli  real  actors,  was  distinctly 
visible.  The  old  oak  was  there,  and  the  stormy 
sky  was  there  ;  but  I  saw  the  branches  of  the 
oak  sway  with  the  tempest,  and  the  clouds  drive 
before  the  wind.  The  wanderer  in  his  cloak 
was  gone ;  but  in  his  place  I  beheld  a  circle  of 
wild  figures,  men  and  women,  dancing  with 
linked  hands  around  the  bole  of  the  great  tree, 
chanting  some  wild  fragment  of  a  song,  to  which 
the  winds  roared  an  unearthly  chorus.  The 
snow-shoes,  too,  on  whose  sinewy  woof  I  had 
sped  for  many  days  amidst  Canadian  wastes, 
had  vanished,  and  in  their  place  lay  a  pair  of 
strange  up-curled  papooshes,  that  had,  ])erhaps, 
been  many  a  time  shuffled  off  at  the  doors  of 
mosques,  beneath  the  steady  blaze  of  an  Orient 
sun. 

All  was  changed.  Wherever  my  eyes  turned 
they  missed  familiar  objects,  yet  encountered 
strange  representatives.  Still  in  all  the  substi- 

tutes there  seemed  to  me  a  reminiscence  of 
what  they  replaced.  They  seemed  only  for  a 
time  transmuted  into  other  shapes,  and  there 
lingered  around  them  the  atmosphere  of  what 
they  once  had  been.  Thus  I  could  have  sworn 
the  room  to  have  been  mine,  yet  there  was  no- 

thing in  it  that  I  could  rightly  claim.  Every 
thing  reminded  me  of  some  former  possession 
that  it  was  not.  I  looked  for  the  acacia  at  the 
window,  and  lo  !  long,  silken  palm-leaves  sway- 

ed in  through  the  open  lattice ;  yet  they  had 
the  same  motion  and  the  same  air  of  my  favor- 

ite tree,  and  seemed  to  murmur  to  me,  "Though 
we  seem  to  be  palm-leaves,  yet  are  we  acacia- 
leaves  ;  yea,  those  very  ones  on  which  you  used 
to  watch  the  butterflies  alight  and  the  rain  pat- 

ter while  you  smoked  and  dreamed  I"  So  in 
all  things.  The  room  was,  yet  was  not  mine ; 
and  a  sickening  consciousness  of  my  utter  ina- 

bility to  reconcile  its  identity  with  its  appear- 
ance overwhelmed  me,  and  choked  my  reason. 

"Well,  have  you  determined  whether  or  not 
this  is  your  room?"  asked  the  girl  on  my  left, 
proffering  me  a  huge  tumbler  creaming  over 
with  Champagne,  and  laughing  wickedly  as  she 
spoke. 

"It  is  mine,"  I  answered,  doggedly,  striking 
the  glass  rudely  with  my  hand,  and  dashing 
the  aromatic  wine  over  the  white  cloth.  "I 
know  that  it  is  mine ;  and  ye  are  jugglers  and 
enchanters  that  want  to  drive  me  mad."  . 

"Hush  !  hush  !"  she  said,  gently,  not  in  the 
least  angered  at  my  rough  treatment.  "You 
are  excited.  Alf  shall  play  something  to  soothe 

you." At  her  signal  one  of  the  men  arose  and  sat 
down  at  the  organ.  After  a  short,  wild,  spas- 

modic prelude,  he  began  what  seemed  to  me 
to  be  a  symphony  of  recollections.  Dark  and 
sombre,  and  all  through  full  of  quivering  and 
intense  agony,  it  appeared  to  recall  a  dark  and 
dismal  niglit,  on  a  cold  leef,  around  which  an 
unseen  but  terribly  audible  ocean  broke  with 
eternal  fury.  It  seemed  as  if  a  lonely  pair  were 
on  the  reef,  one  living,  the  other  dead ;  one 

clas|)ing  his  arms  around  the  tender  neck  and 
nakc!d  bosom  of  the  other,  striving  to  warm  her 
into  life,  when  his  own  vitality  was  being  each 
moment  sucked  from  him  by  the  icy  breath  of 
the  storm.  Here  and  there  a  terribh)  wailing 
minor  key  would  trenible  through  the  chordw 
like  the  shriek  of  sea-birds,  or  the  warning  of 
advancing  death.  While  the  man  played  I 
could  scarce  restrain  myself.  It  seemed  to  be 
Blokeeta  whom  I  listened  to,  ond  on  whom  I 
gazed.  That  wondrous  night  of  pleasure  and 
pain  that  I  had  once  ])asscd  listening  to  him 
seemed  to  have  been  taken  up  again  at  the  spot 
where  it  had  broken  off,  and  the  same  hand  was 
continuing  it.  I  stared  at  the  man  called  Alf. 
There  he  sat  with  his  cloak  and  doublet,  and 
long  rapier  and  mask  of  black  velvet.  But 
there  was  something  in  the  air  of  the  peaked 
beard,  a  familiar  mystery  in  the  Avild  mass  of 
raven  hair  that  fell  as  if  wind-blown  ov?r  his 
shoulders,  which  riveted  my  memory. 

"Blokeeta!  Blokeeta!" — I  shouted,  starting 
up  furiously  from  the  couch  on  which  I  was 
lying,  and  bursting  the  fair  arms  that  were 
linked  around  my  neck  as  if  they  had  been  hate- 

ful chains — "Blokeeta!  my  friend,  speak  to 
me  I  entreat  you  !  Tell  these  horrid  enchanters 
to  leave  me.  Say  that  I  hate  them.  Say  that 
I  command  them  to  leave  my  room !" 

The  man  at  the  organ  stirred  not  in  answer 
to  my  appeal.  He  ceased  playing,  and  the 
dying  sound  of  the  last  note  he  had  touched 
faded  oft'  into  a  melancholy  moan.  The  otlier men  and  the  women  burst  once  more  into  peals 
of  mocking  laughter. 
"Why  will  you  persist  in  calling  this  your 

room  ?"  said  the  woman  next  me,  with  a  smile 
meant  to  be  kind,  but  to  me  inexpressibly  loath- 

some. "Have  Ave  not  shoAvn  you  by  the  fur- 
niture, by  the  general  appearance  of  the  place, 

that  you  are  mistaken,  and  that  this  can  not  be 
your  apartment?  liest  content,  then,  Avith  ns. 
You  are  Avelcome  here,  and  need  no  longer 

trouble  yourself  about  your  room." 
"Rest  content!"  I  ansAvered,  madly;  "live 

Avith  ghosts!  eat  of  aAvful  meats,  and  see  aAA-ful 
sights  !  Never,  never  !  You  have  cast  some 
enchantment  over  the  place  that  has  disguised 
it ;  but  for  all  that  I  know  it  to  be  my  room. 

You  shall  leave  it !" 
"Softly,  softly!"  said  another  of  the  sirens. 

"Let  us  settle  this  amicably.  This  poor  gen- 
tleman seems  obstinate  and  inclined  to  make 

an  uproar.  Noav  avo  do  not  Avant  an  uproar. 
We  love  the  night  and  its  quiet ;  and  there 
is  no  night  that  Ave  love  so  Avell  as  that  on  Avhich 
the  moon  is  colKned  in  clouds.  Is  it  not  so,  my 

brothers  ?" An  aAvful  and  sinister  smile  gleamed  on  the 
countenances  of  her  unearthly  audience,  and 
seemed  to  glide  visibly  from  underneath  their 
masks. 

"Noav,"  she  continued,  "I  haA'e  a  proposi- 
tion to  make.  It  Avould  be  ridiculous  fur  us  to 

surrender  this  room  simply  because  this  gentle- 
man states  that  it  is  his ;  and  yet  I  feel  anx- 
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ious  to  gratify,  as  far  as  may  be  fair,  his  wild 
assertion  of  ownership.  A  room,  after  all,  is 
not  much  to  us  ;  we  can  get  one  easily  enough, 
but  still  we  would  be  loth  to  give  this  apart- 

ment up  to  so  imperious  a  demand.  We  are 
willing,  however,  to  risk  its  loss.  That  is  to 
say" — turning  to  me — "I  propose  that  we  play 
for  the  room.  If  you  win,  we  will  immediately 
surrender  it  to  you  just  as  it  stands ;  if,  on  the 
contrary,  you  lose,  you  shall  bind  yourself  to 
depart  and  never  molest  us  again." 

Agonized  at  the  ever-darkening  mysteries 
that  seemed  to  thicken  around  me,  and  despair- 

ing of  being  able  to  dissipate  them  by  the  mere 
exercise  of  my  own  will,  I  caught  almost  glad- 

ly at  tlie  chance  thus  presented  to  me.  The 
idea  of  my  loss  or  my  gain  scarce  entered  into 
my  calculations.  All  I  felt  was  an  indefinite 
knowledge  that  I  might,  in  the  way  proposed, 
regain,  in  an  instant,  that  quiet  chamber  and 
that  peace  of  mind  which  I  had  so  strangely 
been  deprived  of. 

"I  agree  !"  I  cried,  eagerly ;  "  I  agree.  Any 
thing  to  rid  myself  of  such  unearthly  company  !" 

The  Avoman  touched  a  small  golden  bell  that 
stood  near  her  on  the  table,  and  it  haa  scarce 
ceased  to  tinkle  when  a  negro  dwarf  entered 
with  a  silver  tray  on  which  were  dice-boxes  and 
dice.  A  shudder  passed  over  me  as  I  thought 
in  this  stunted  African  I  could  trace  a  resem- 

blance to  the  ghoul-like  black  servant  to  whose 
attendance  I  had  been  accustomed. 

"  Now, "  said  my  neighbor,  seizing  one  of  the 
dice-boxes  and  giving  me  the  other,  "the  high- 

est wins.     Shall  I  throw  first  ?" 
I  nodded  assent.  She  rattled  the  dice,  and 

I  felt  an  inexpressible  load  lifted  from  my  heart 
as  she  threw  fifteen. 

"It  is  your  turn,"  she  said,  with  a  mocking 
smile;  "but  before  you  throw,  I  repeat  the  of- 

fer I  made  you  before.  .Live  with  us.  Be  one 
of  us.  We  will  initiate  you  into  our  mysteries 
and  enjoyments — enjoyments  of  which  you  can 
form  no  idea  unless  you  experience  them. 
Come;  it  is  not  too  late  yet  to  change  your 
mind.    Be  with  us !" 

My  reply  was  a  fierce  oath  as  I  rattled  the 
dice  with  spasmodic  nervousness  and  flung  them 
on  the  board.  They  rolled  over  and  over  again, 
and  during  that  brief  instant  I  felt  a  suspense, 
the  intensity  of  which  I  have  never  known  be- 

fore or  since.  At  last  they  lay  before  me.  A 
shout  of  the  same  horrible,  maddening  laughter 
rang  in  my  ears.  I  peered  in  vain  at  the  dice, 
but  my  sight  was  so  confused  that  I  could  not 
distinguish  the  amount  of  the  cast.  This  lasted 
for  a  few  moments.  Then  my  sight  grew  clear, 
and  I  sank  back  almost  lifeless  with  despair  as 
I  saw  that  I  had  thrown  but  tioelve  ! 

"Lost!  lost!"  screamed  my  neighbor,  with 
a  wild  laugh.  "Lost!  lost!"  shouted  the  deep 
voices  of  the  masked  men.  "Leave  us,  cow- 

ard I"  they  all  cried  ;  "  you  are  not  fit  to  be  one 
of  us.    Remember  your  promise  ;  leave  us !" 

Then  it  seemed  as  if  some  unseen  power 
caught  me  by  the  shoulders  and  thrust  me  to- 

ward the  door.  In  vain  I  resisted.  In  vain  I 
screamed  and  shouted  for  help.  In  vain  I  im- 

plored them  for  pity.  All  the  reply  I  had  were 
those  mocking  peals  of  merriment,  while,  un- 

der the  invisible  influence,  I  staggered  like  a 
drunken  man  toward  the  door.  As  I  reached 
the  threshold  the  organ  pealed  out  a  wild  tri- 

umphal strain.  The  power  that  impelled  me 
concentrated  itself  into  one  vigorous  impulse 
that  sent  me  blindly  staggering  out  into  the 
echoing  corridor,  and,  as  the  door  closed  swiftly 
behind  me,  I  caught  one  glimpse  of  the  apart- 

ment I  had  left  forever.  A  change  passed  like 
a  shadow  over  it.  The  lamps  died  out,  the  si- 

ren women  and  masked  men  vanished,  the  flow- 
ers, the  fruits,  the  bright  silver  and  bizarre  fur- 

niture faded  swiftly,  and  I  saw  again,  for  the 
tenth  of  a  second,  my  own  old  chamber  restored. 
There  was  the  acacia  waving  darkly  ;  there  was 
the  table  littered  with  books ;  there  Avas  the 
ghostly  lithograph,  the  dearly-beloved  smoking 
cap,  the  Canadian  snow-shoes,  the  ancestral 
dagger.  And  there,  at  the  piano,  organ  no 
longer,  sate  Blokeeta  playing. 

The  next  instant  the  door  closed  violently, 
and  I  was  left  standing  in  the  corridor  stunned 
and  despairing. 

As  soon  as  I  had  partially  recovered  my  com- 
prehension I  rushed  madly  to  the  door  with 

the  dim  idea  of  beating  it  in.  My  fingers  beat 
against  a  cold  and  solid  wall.  There  was  no 
door !  I  felt  all  along  the  corridor  for  many 
yards  on  both  sides.  There  was  not  even  a 
crevice  to  give  me  hope.  I  rushed  down  stairs 
shouting  madly.  No  one  answered.  In  the 
vestibule  I  met  the  negro ;  I  seized  him  by  the 
collar,  and  demanded  my  room.  The  demon 
showed  his  white  and  awful  teeth,  which  were 
filed  into  a  saw-like  shape,  and  extricating  him- 

self from  my  grasp  with  a  sudden  jerk,  fled  down 
the  passage  with  a  gibbering  k-tugh.  Nothing 
but  echo  answered  to  my  despairing  shrieks. 
The  lonely  garden  resounded  with  my  cries  as 
I  strode  madly  through  the  dark  walks,  and  the 
tall  funereal  cypresses  seemed  to  bury  me  be- 

neath their  heavy  shadows.  I  met  no  one. 
Could  find  no  one.  I  had  to  bear  my  sorrow 
and  despair  alone. 

Since  that  awful  hour  I  have  never  found  my 
room.  Every  where  I  look  for  it,  yet  never  see 
it.    Shall  I  ever  find  it? 

MEMOIRS  OF  GENERALS  LEE,  GATES, 
STEPHEN,  AND  DARKE. 

THE  valley  of  the  Shenandoah,  in  Virginia, 
has  become  a  noted  region,  from  its  con- 

nection with  the  early  days  of  Washington. 
Here  the  great  chief  who  was  to  lead  the  Amer- 

ican host — the  "foremost  man  of  all  this  world" 
— passed  many  hours  of  his  youth  —  as  yet  un- 

known, and  only  a  rosy-checked,  adventurous 
boy,  holding  in  his  hand  a  surveyor's  compass. Here  lived  and  died  the  eccentric  noljleman  of 

Greenway  Court — the  owner  of  one-fourth  of 
the  present  Virginia  —  exiled  by  disappointed 
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love  from  the  Englisli  Court,  and  bringing  the 
elegance  of  St.  James's  to  the  backwoods  of 
America,  where  he  was  to  breathe  liis  last  upon 
hearing  of  the  accident  at  Yorktown.  Here 
also,  within  half  an  hour's  ride  of  Lord  Fair- 

fax's chateau,  lived  General  Daniel  Morgan, 
the  "  brave  of  braves,"  wliose  life  was  one  long 
battle,  and  wlio  holds  his  niche  now  high  up 
among  the  noble  forms  of  the  llevolutiunary 
era. 

The  land  in  which  these  men  of  history  lived 
so  much  of  their  vigorous  existences  lias  never 
received  adequate  attention  ;  but  Mr.  Irving,  in 
his  noble  biography,  has  lately  spoken  of  a  few 
localities,  and  the  lovers  of  the  region  acknowl- 

edge the  fine  coloring  of  the  sketch. 
"They  entered  the  great  valley  of  Virginia, " 

writes  the  historian  of  Washington,  "where  it 
is  about  twenty-five  miles  wide  —  a  lovely  and 
temperate  region,  diversified  by  gentle  swells 
and  slopes,  admirably  adapted  to  cultivation. 
The  Blue  Ridge  bounds  it  on  one  side ;  the 
North  Moimtain,  a  ridge  of  the  Alleghanies, 
on  the  other ;  while  through  it  flows  that  bright 
and  abounding  river  which,  on  account  of  its 
surpassing  beauty,  was  named  by  the  Indians 
the  Shenandoah  ;  that  is  to  say,  'the  Daughter 
of  the  Stars.' " 

And  speaking  of  the  old  residence  of  the  no- 
ble Thomas  Lord  Fairfax,  Baron  of  Cameron, 

the  writer  says,  in  another  place  : 
"  Such  was  Green  way  Court  in  these  its 

palmy  days.  We  visited  it  recently,  and  found 
it  tottering  to  its  fall — mouldering  in  the  midst 
of  a  magnificent  country,  where  nature  still 
flourishes  in  full  luxuriance  and  beauty." 

This  is  the  passing  sketch  of  one  who  endear- 
ed himself  to  all  whom  he  approached  in  Vir- 

ginia. To  his  welcome  visit  are  the  readers 
of  his  admirable  history  indebted  for  many  of 
those  touches  which  have  made  it  already  the 
biography  of  biographies — the  best  of  all  at- 

tempts at  interpreting  the  genius  of  its  sub- 
ject. 

But  Grecnway  Court,  and  the  localities  in 
its  vicinity,  are  not  the  only  places  notable  for 
their  connection  with  the  Revolutionary  drama 
and  its  actors  to  be  found  in  the  valley  of  the 
Shenandoah.  On  the  banks  of  the  "bright 
and  abounding  river"  —  in  this  "magnificent 
country"  —  are  other  spots  which  no  curious 
historian  has  ever  visited  ;  and  the  intention 
of  the  present  writer  is  to  speak  of  some  of 
these. 

The  characters  of  distinguished  personages 
who  have  vividly  impressed  the  times  in  which 
they  lived,  and  shaped  the  mould  of  great 
events,  are  perhaps  revealed  by  minute  details 
and  j)ersonal  sketches  far  more  clearly  tiian  by 
the  digniiicd  historic  narrative.  Doubtless  th3 
explanation  of  this  lies  in  the  fact  that  a  man's 
entire  individuality  is  rarely  brought  out  in  the 
"conduct  of  affairs,"  as  Mr.  Everett  says.  It 
is  his  public  side  only  which  is  turned  to  the 
world  ;  and  what  he  accomplishes  is  most  often 
the  effect  of  some  one  or  more  j)eculiar  traits 

of  his  organizatitm.  Thus  in  Washington  — 
the  great  calm  figure  towering  above  the  im- 

mense struggle  of  the  Revolution  —  the  world 
recognized  unfaltering  courage,  pure  devotion, 
and  a  patriotism  which  never  changed,  because 
it  was  based  uj)on  an  abiding  faith  in  Provi- 

dence. In  Naj)oleon  it  was  indomitable  will, 
a  genius  for  the  command  of  armies  and  for 
conquest.  So  with  other  great  names  which 
we  might  refer  to  ;  it  is  always  some  predom- 

inant trait  which  makes  the  event  bend,  and 
produces  the  grand  result.  History  relates  the 
battle  or  the  siege,  follows  the  triumj^hant  steps 
of  the  army  which  the  breath  of  the  great  lead- 

er iiifortns  and  guides,  and  in  the  results  wliich 
are  achieved  the  brilliant  and  conspicuous  gen- 

ius of  the  head  shines  out. 
But  the  world  wants  something  more  ;  it  is 

the  whole  portrait  which  the  popular  voice  de- 
mands—  at  least,  the  more  thoughtful  student 

of  humanity.  The  great  public  act  presents 
but  the  profile  ;  it  is  the  private  life,  the  "  daily 
walk,"  the  mcmoire,  which  is  wanted.  The  cu- 

rious investigator,  plunging  beneath  protocols 
and  articles  of  treaties  to  lind  the  living  man, 
asks  something  like  a  picture  of  the  general  or 
the  statesman  as  he  appears  in  his  home,  talk- 

ing with  his  neighbors,  riding  over  his  grounds, 
taking  his  part  in  those  local  scenes  which,  aft- 

er all  is  said,  serve  to  develop  and  reveal  the 
true  character  far  more  clearly  than  the  grand 
public  tableaux  which  the  historic  muse  is  so 
fond  of  depicting.  In  the  case  of  our  Wash- 

ington, for  example,  see  what  an  ever-abiding 
curiosity  there  is  to  know  all  about  his  private 
life — his  manner  of  talking,  his  entertainments 
at  Mount  Vernon,  his  demeanor  toward  his 
neighbors  and  his  friends.  The  world  likes  to 
be  told  how  fond  of  the  chase  he  was ;  how, 
mounted  upon  his  hunters,  Ajax,  or  Valiant, 
or  Magnolia,  and  followed  by  his  fox-hounds, 
Sweetlijjs,  Forester,  Ring  wood,  etc.,  he  scoured 
the  broad  fields  stretching  along  the  breezy  Po- 

tomac, and  was  the  first  "in  at  the  death"  of 
Reynard.  All  read  with  interest  how,  at  six- 

teen, he  went — a  mere  boy — into  the  Shenan- 
doah valley,  with  a  surveyor's  compass  in  his 

hand,  to  lay  off  the  domain  of  Lord  Fairfax; 
how  he  had  left  behind  him  a  little  "lowland 
beauty,"  in  whose  pi-aise,  by  the  flickering  camp- 
fire  in  the  great  wilderness,  he  wrote  verses — 
sonnets  iu  honor  of  "his  "mistress's  eyebrows;" 
it  is  ])leasant  to  hear  how,  long  afterward,  he 
tarried  for  half  a  day  in  the  "White  House," 
talking  with  the  lovely  Mrs.  Custis — ere  long 
Mrs.  Washington  —  while  his  old  servant  held 
his  horse  at  the  door,  wondering  at  the  unusual 
delay  ;  in  a  word,  all  these  details  are  mat- 

ter of  interest,  and  every  new  foct  is  a  new 
pleasure  to  the  countless  admirers  of  the  great 
leader. 

What  is  true  of  our  greatest  and  most  hon- 
ored name  is  also  true  of  his  associates,  though, 

doubtless,  in  a  less  degree.  No  one  can  rival 
our  Washington  in  public  regard ;  but  there 
were  those  grouped  around  him,  in  the  stormy 
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hours  of  the  Revohition,  whose  names  the  world 

will  not  "  willingly  let  die."  Some  are  remem- 
bered for  honor,  some  for  sliame.  Upon  the 

page  relating  the  story  of  Arnold  rests  a  shadow 
which  can  never  rise,  as  over  the  names  of 
Lafayette,  and  Harry  Lee,  and  Warren,  and  a 
hundred  others,  hovers  the  incense  of  a  world's 
praise  and  salutation. 

All  that  concerns  the  characters  of  these  men 
is  legitimate  food  for  thought,  and  the  very  lo- 

calities which  still  speak  of  them  are  full  of  the 
deepest  interest.  Much  more  is  this  the  case 
with  the  houses  which  they  inhabited — the  places 
in  which  they  spent  any  considerable  portion 
of  their  existence.  The  pageantry  of  the  Past 
sweeps  by  over  battle-fields  and  through  council- 
chambers,  with  its  great  figures  half  concealed 
in  the  robes  of  state ;  but  in  these  old  homes 
the  pageantry  is  forgotten,  the  robes  are  thrown 
aside,  and  the  yuan,  in  all  his  strength  or  weak- 

ness, is  clearly  revealed. 
To  proceed  to  the  subject  of  our  sketch  with- 

out further  preface.  In  a  recent  tour  through 
the  region  here  spoken  of  we  came  to  tlie 
neighborhood  of  Lectovvn,  in  Jefferson  County, 
not  fur  beyond  the  Blue  Ridge  and  the  Shenan- 

doah, but  nearer  still  to  the  Opequan,  another 
stream  which  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  re- 

tain its  musical  Indian  name. 
Near  this  little  village — which  is  scarcely 

large  enough  to  be  called  such — are  the  ancient 
and  dilapidated  residences  of  three  distinguish- 

ed generals  of  the  Revolution ;  and  a  fourth, 
Avho  did  not  appear  so  conspicuously  in  the 
great  struggle,  but  did  his  duty  manfully  against 
the  savages  and  English,  had  his  dwelling  in  the 
immediate  neighborhood.  Here,  within  a  ra- 

dius of  a  mile  or  fwo,  lived,  long  and  weary 
years,  Charles  Lee,  the  sinister  hero  of  Mon- 

mouth; Horatio  Gates,  loser  of  the  battle  of 
Camden,  and  the  Southern  campaign ;  Adam 
Stephen,  the  early  friend  of  Washington ;  and 
William  Darke,  a  hero  of  the  frontier,  and  the 
victor  in  a  hundred  personal  combats  with  the 
savages.  In  this  little  valley,  whose  beautiful 
fields  and  woodlands  were  covered  with  the 
dazzling  tints  of  autumn  as  we  gazed  upon 
them,  here — beneath  the  shadow  of  the  great 
forests — remote  from  camps  and  the  flashing 
world,  whose  light  and  noise  never  penetrated 
the  remote  depths  of  their  retirement — these 
first-named  warriors  rusted  out  long  years  "of 
vigorous  manhood  in  inglorious  repose,  their 
swords  in  moth-eaten  scabbards,  their  hearts  in 
the  great  struggle  which  approached  its  termin- 

ation, but  their  bodies  far  away  from  it.  Here 
they  lived,  and  here  two  of  the  men  of  whom 
we  have  spoken  died.  Soon  all  that  they  were 
in  private  will  die  too ;  those  lingering  memo- 

rials which  remain  of  them  will  crumble  and 
disajipcar,  and  something  of  the  great  figures — 
a  portion  of  the  coloring  for  the  future  histo- 

rian— will  be  lost  forever. 
We  shall  offer  no  apology  for  the  few  words 

which  follow  upon  the  subject  of  these  men — 
their  homes,  and  personal  peculiarities. 

L— GENERAL  CIIAKLES  LEE. 
Lee's  house  still  stands,  at  the  distance  of 

two  or  three  hundred  paces  from  the  little  as- 
semblage of  houses  called  by  his  name,  and  is 

an  oblong  building  of  stone,  with  chimneys  at 
each  end  and  midway;  low,  with  a  rude  jjorti- 
co — depending,  as  it  were,  above  the  rough 
door,  and  suggestive,  in  many  of  its  details,  of 
the  old  frontier  days  to  which  the  edifice  dates 
back.  A  small  lawn  stretches  in  front  of  the 
low  mansion,  dotted  with  fruit  trees,  and  from 
the  front  door  a  pleasing  view  of  the  surround- 

ing country  is  obtained — fields  gently  sl()})ing; 
clumps  of  forest  trees  embow^ering  gentlemen's 
residences ;  and,  in  the  distance,  the  Blue 
Ridge,  extending  like  a  billow  of  the  ocean 
along  the  eastern  horizon.  Let  us  stand  here, 
in  the  pleasant  sunshine  of  autumn,  and,  look- 

ing upon  the  scene  which  so  often  greeted  his 
own  eyes,  try  briefly  to  recall  some  events  in 
the  life  of  the  singular  character  who  dragged 
out  here  the  last  years  of  a  brilliant  life,  full  of 
strange  incident  and  adventure,  upon  two  con- tinents. 

Charles  Lee  was  the  son  of  Colonel,  after- 
ward General,  John  Lee,  of  the  British  army ; 

was  born  in  1731 — the  year  before  Washington 
— and  at  the  age  of  eleven,  when  a  mere  child, 
received  a  commission,  being  thus  cradled,  as  it 
were,  in  arms.  At  twenty-four  he  commanded 
a  company  of  grenadiers  in  the  old  French  war; 
and  this  portion  of  his  life  never  disappeared 
from  his  memory.  Long  afterward — as  will  be 
seen — when  the  shadows  of  approaching  disso- 

lution closed  around  the  weary  and  dcsi)airing 
heart,  he  remembered  these  days  and  his  good 
comrades.  Even  in  the  moment  of  death  they 
still  lived  in  his  thought,  and  his  last  words 
were:  "Stand  by  me,  my  brave  grenadiers!" 

Shot  through  the  body  at  Ticonderoga — and 
yet  present,  sound  and  well,  at  the  surrender  of 
Montieal,  which  terminated  the  war — Lee  went 
thereafter  to  Portugal,  serving  under  the  cele- 

brated Burgoyne.  Here  he  displayed  that  dar- 
ing courage,  amounting  almost  to  recklessness, 

which  had  before  characterized  him  ;  and,  final- 
ly, returned  to  England,  bearing  warm  testimo- 

nials of  bravery  from  his  General  and  the  King 
of  Portugal.  But  his  combative  disposition  ru- 

ined his  fortunes.  Attacking  the  ministry  with 
his  trenchant  pen — which,  long  afterward,  as- 

saulted even  Washington — he  found  all  chance 
of  promotion  closed  to  him  ;  and,  finally,  set  out 
for  Poland,  where  he  became  the  friend  and 
counselor  of  King  Stanislaus  Augustus,  having 
made  on  his  route  the  acquaintance  of  Frederick 
the  Great,  with  whom  he  held  many  conversa- 

tions. Lee  did  not  remain  long  in  Poland,  but 
passed  on  to  Constantinople,  wiiere  he  nearly 
perished  in  an  earthquake.  Then  he  returned 
to  England — thence  to  Poland — always  an  ad- 

venturer. He  aimed  at  a  campaign  against  the 

Russians,  under  Stanislaus,  "who  treated  him 
rather  like  a  brother  than  a  patron,"  he  said.  It 
would  do  to  "  talk  of  over  his  kitchen  fire  in  his 
old  age."    He  did  not  know  that  this  "  kitclien 
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fire"  would  be  beyond  the  Blue  Ridge,  in  Amer- 
ica, deep  in  the  wilderness. 

Lee  fought  bravely  in  Poland ;  but  soon  his 
adventurous  disposition  led  him  to  "  fields  and 
pastures  new."  He  traveled  over  Europe — 
through  Italy,  Sicily,  Malta,  and  the  south  of 
Spain — irascible,  failing  in  health,  and  send- 

ing to  England  bitter  attacks  on  the  ministry. 
These  papers  gained  him  brilliant  reputation  ; 
and  it  is  still  a  problem  whether  the  authorship 
of  the  letters  of  Junius  was  not  properly  attrib- 

utable to  Lee. 
A  recollection  of  his  early  campaigns  finally 

brought  him,  in  1773,  to  America,  and  he  took 
an  active  part  in  the  agitations  of  the  day.  His 
preseTice  in  Boston  was  especially  noted  by  the 
British  officers  and  officials.  Lord  Dartmouth 

wrote  to  Gage  :  "  Have  an  attention  to  his  con- 
duct, and  take  every  legal  method  to  prevent 

his  effecting  any  of  those  dangerous  purposes  he 
is  said  to  have  in  view."  Lee  wrote  to  his  friend, 
Edmund  Burke,  in  relation  to  these  fears  of  the 
ministry,  deriding  them  ;  but  the  propriety  of 
the  caution  was  abundantly  establislied  subse- 

quently. Lee  made  the  acijuaintance  of  Wash- 
ington soon  after  his  return  to  America ;  and 

was  often,  with  Gates,  at  Mount  Vernon.  Here, 
surrounded  by  his  dogs,  of  which  he  was  always 
passionately  fond,  he  talked  over  his  adventures, 
debated  military  questions  with  Washington, 
and  told  of  his  association  with  the  Great  Fred- 
erick  and  King  Stanislaus  of  Poland. 

Then  came  the  outburst  of  the  Revolution, 
and  Lee  entered  into  the  cause  of  the  colonists 
with  ardor.  His  long  experience,  and  known 
ability  in  affairs  of  arms,  rendered  him  at  one 
time  the  most  prominent  candidate  for  the  com- 

mand of  the  American  forces ;  and  it  is  proba- 
ble that,  in  spite  of  disavowals  which  he  made, 

this  splendid  object  of  ambition  possessed  him. 
So  high  was  the  general  ojjinion  of  his  courage, 
patriotism,  and  ability,  that  the  choice  between 
himself  and  Washington  was  a  matter  of  great 
difficulty,  many  prominent  patriots  giving  their 
voices  for  Lee.  Bat  Washington  was  chosen. 
Lee  took  the  commission  of  Major-General,  and 
the  Revolution  commenced  in  all  its  fury. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  speak  of  Lee's  conduct 
throughout  the  war — it  is  familiar  to  every  one. 
But  at  last  came  the  battle  of  Monmouth,  where 
occurred  the  woeful  quarrel,  if  it  may  be  called 
such,  between  the  former  good  companions. 
This,  too,  is  familiar  to  every  school-boy  :  Lee's 
order  to  his  forces  to  beat  a  retreat ;  his  meet- 

ing Washington  coming  furiously  to  meet  him ; 
their  hot  words  and  rage ;  and  the  subsequent 
court-martial  and  suspension.  It  is  all  known 
too  well  to  demand  repetition  here.  But  Lee 
has  been  too  much  blamed.  It  is  probable  that 
he  was  not  so  greatly  an  offender  as  the  world 
has  supposed.  That  he  made  a  strange  blun- 

der in  ordering  the  troops  to  fall  back,  and  that 
his  retreat  nearly  ruined  all  the  i)lans  of  Wash- 

ington and  lost  us  the  battle — that  is  well  estab- 
lished, and  can  not  b3  denied.  But  the  whole 

tenor  of  Lee's  life  and  character  makes  it  almost 

certain  that  the  movement  originated  in  an  er- 
ror of  judgment,  not  a  want  of  courage.  He 

who  had  swum  the  Tagus  amidst  the  darkncs.s, 
and  taken  Villa  Vclha  at  the  point  of  the  bay- 

onet, who  had  fought  with  the  most  reckless 
bravery  upon  the  batilc- fields  of  two  continents 
— this  soldier  of  fortune,  who  had  all  to  loso, 
and  nothing  but  life,  which  he  despised,  to  gain, 
could  never  have  felt  his  heart  fail  him  in  a 
position  like  that  which  he  occupied  at  Mon- 

mouth. It  is  probable  that  his  great  rage  against 
Washington  was  caused  by  those  very  doubts 
of  his  courage  which  the  partisans  of  the  chief 
expressed.  Washington's  own  conduct,  after 
the  first  irrepressible  outburst,  was  calm  and 
dignified — utterly  free  from  hostility  in  word,  or 
look,  or  hint.  True,  he  could  not  at  first  re- 

strain his  wrath.  As  in  the  great  picture  of  the 
scene  by  Lcutze,  Lee  sat  his  horse,  sullen  before 
the  chief,  whose  hot  anger  flamed  out ;  and 
this  anger  he  never  forgave;  his  sullenness  was 
hardened  into  rage  and  life-long  enmity.  High 
words,  indignant  corres]jondcnce ;  Washington 
cold,  calm,  collected;  Lee  raging  and  full  of 
fury;  then  a  court-martial,  suspension  for  a 
year,  and  Lee,  in  utter  disgust,  abandoned  a 
cause  which  he  regarded  as  having  outraged 
him.  He  bought  his  estate  here,  purchased  by 
the  recommendation  of  Gates,  some  years  be- 

fore ;  and  refusing  to  take  further  part  in  the 
war,  busied  himself  in  hoeing  tobacco,  "that 
being  the  best  school  for  a  general,"  he  said, with  a  bitter  sneer  at  his  foe. 

Such  is  a  brief  reference  to  the  prominent 
facts  in  the  life  of  the  singular  man  who  occu- 

pied the  old  house  in  front  of  which  we  stand. 
To  this  poor  and  obscure  dwelling,  amidst  the 
great  forests  of  America,  came  to  rust  away  and 
slowly  crumble  from  inaction,  the  sharp  and 
haughty  spirit  of  the  friend  and  companion  of 
Frederick  the  Great,  the  almost  brother  of  King 
Stanislaus  !  What  a  commentary  upon  human 
things  and  the  current  of  that  life  which  sweeps 
us  onward,  like  the  yellow  and  frail  leaves  of 
autumn ! 

In  this  remote  abode  Lee  lived  many  years, 
with  few  acquaintances  and  fewer  friends.  His 
eccentric  habits  and  ungenial  manners  doubt- 

less prevented  him  from  forming  those  intima- 
cies which  add  so  much  to  the  happiness  of  life. 

His  old  rou-hness,. which  had  surprised  and  an- 
noyed Mrs.  Washington  at  Mount  Vernon,  when, 

before  the  w>ir,  Lee  came  thither  to  see  the  chief, 
now  developed  itself  far  more  strongly  and  ob- 

jectionably. All  the  camp  habits  which  the 
soldier  of  fortune  had  contracted  in  many  lands 
combined  to  make  his  daily  existence  a  strange 
one,  and  to  impress  upon  his  neighbors  the  opin- 

ion that  his  eccentricity  amounted  almost  to  lu- 
nacy— in  which  belief,  however,  they  very  greatly 

ei-red.  It  is  true,  the  simple  folk  of  the  region 
had  some  reason  to  be  astonished  at  the  mode 
of  life  adopted  by  the  great  General  Lee,  whose 
fame  was  rumored  throughout  the  world,  and 
who  was  said  to  number  kings  and  princres  among 
his  fiimiliar  friends.    The  ground-floor  of  his 
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mansion  had  no  partitions;  it  Avas  divided  by 
chalk-lines  merely,  and  these  lines  marked  out 
four  compartments.  In  the  first  he  kept  his 
books — for  Lee  had  acquired  a  tolerable  knowl- 

edge of  Latin  and  Greek,  was  doubtless  fond 
of  military  works,  and  read  much  in  his  soli- 

tude. In  the  second  compartment  was  his  bed 
— a  rough  camp  couch,  with  rude  covering.  In 
the  third  division  were  his  saddles  and  hunting 
gear ;  and  the  fourth,  embracing  the  fire-place, 
he  used  as  his  kitchen.  He  could  thus  overlook 
his  establishment,  he  said,  with  grim  humor, 
without  opening  doors  or  even  rising.  When 
he  left  home — said  an  aged  lady,  whose  father 
was  one  of  Lee's  few  intimates,  and  who  gave 
the  present  writer  many  interesting  details — he 
was  generally  followed  by  a  pack  of  hounds,  and 
behind  him  rode  his  Italian  body-servant,  Jo- 
sippi  Miugini.  This  Italian,  we  hear  from  an- 

other source,  "forgot  his  own  language  without 
learning  English,  and  ended  by  speaking  no- 

thing." In  this  guise  the  silent  soldier,  with 
his  thin  face,  iron  gray  hair,  and  sneering  smile, 

would  visitlhe  good  lady's  father,  towering  above 
his  dogs,  and  sometimes  would  remain  for  days. 
"On  these  occasions  he  never  spoke  ill  of  Wash- 

ington," said  the  aged  lady,  our  informant,  "as 
Mrs.  Washington  and  Betty  Lewis  were  often 
at  my  father's,  and  he  would  not  have  liked 
General  Washington  to  be  evil  spoken  of." 

The  times,  indeed,  were  gone  by  Avhen  the 
great  chief  could  be  injured,  though  Lee  retain- 

ed all  his  bitterness.  That  Washington  did  not, 
a  tradition  of  the  neighborhood  leads  us  to  con- 

clude. One  day,  long  after  their  quarrel,  says 
this  tradition,  Washington  sent  his  old  adver- 

sary a  note,  saying  he  would  call  on  him  on  a 
certain  morning — that  he  hoped  all  ])ast  conten- 

tion and  bitterness  had  been  forgotten :  he  was 
coming  to  see  him  as  an  old  comrade  in  arms 
— as  a  friend.  But  Lee's  magnanimity  was 
overtaxed  ;  he  could  not  eradicate  the  old  bit- 

terness, rivalry,  jealousy,  and  quarrel — nor  could 
he  dissemble.  He  could  not  receive  Washing- 

ton, therefore;  and  an  ordinary  man  Avould  have 
made  some  commonj)lace  or  cold  excuse.  Not 
so  with  Lee.  It  was  necessary  to  do  as  no  oth- 

er person  would  do.  On  the  day,  therefore, 
which  was  fixed  for  the  visit,  Leo  sent  away 
Mingini  and  all  his  negroes,  and  then  mounting 
his  horse  rode  away  himself ;  having,  however, 
first  affixed  to  the  front  door  of  his  dwelling  a 

paper  containing  the  words,  "No  meat  cook'd 
here  to-day."  The  account  adds,  that  Wash- 

ington came  and  knocked  in  vain,  but  catching 
sight  of  the  paper,  no  longer  appealed  for  en- 

trance. Recognizing  the  bitterness  and  eccen- 
tricity of  his  former  companion  in  greater  force 

than  ever,  he  went  away,  and  never  returned. 
With  the  passing  years  the  eccentric  soldier 
grew  more  morose  and  repelling.  The  blade 
was  eating  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  worn 
scabbard ;  the  soul  was  fi'etting  out  the  body. 
Tired  of  his  dogs  and  his  silent  misanthropy  at 
last,  he  penned  his  "Queries  Political  and  Mil- 

itary"— an  attack  upon  Washington — and  had 

them  published  in  Philadelphia.  They  wero 
received  with  an  indignant  outcry  :  and  the 
printer  had  to  apologize  and  leave  Lee  to  breast 
the  tempest.  This  Avas  just  what  his  fierce  and 
Aveary  spirit  craved,  and  he  rejoiced  to  find  again 
an  antagonist.  But  alas  !  even  this  bitter  com- 

fort was  denied  him :  the  indignation  yielded 
to  indilference ;  the  outcry  was  droAvned  in 
hisses,  to  which  succeeded  a  pitiless  contempt, 
Lee  disappeared  from  the  popular  eye  and  mind 
— no  longer  even  thought  of.  It  was  the  last 
arena  upon  Avhich  the  adventurous  soldier  stood. 
There  were  no  more  conflicts,  no  more  strug- 

gles, and  nothing  remaining  to  him  worth  liv- 
ing for.  Tired  of  an  existence  of  which  he  had 

exhausted  the  delights  and  the  excitements,  the 
cynical  spirit  of  Charles  Lee  fied  to  other  realms. 
He  died  in  the  house  in  Philadelphia  at  the 
corner  of  Second  Street  and  Norris  Alley — once 
occupied  by  William  Penn — obscure,  friendless, 
and  in  poverty.  His  death  was  like  his  life — 
a  dream  of  war.  As  the  last  sands  trembled 

and  vibrated  in  the  houi'-glass,  the  heart  and 
spirit,  so  long  dulled  and  weary,  felt  something 
of  the  old  fiush  and  glory  of  the  battle-field. 
Standing  again  upon  the  heights  of  Ticondero- 
ga,  or  charging  on  the  bnnks  of  the  Tagns  be- 

neath the  brilliant  sun  of  Spain,  he  returned  to 
the  old  scenes,  and  lived  ngain  in  memory  the 
fresh  and  vigorous  life  which  had  made  his 
youthful  pulses  dance  Avith  delight.  His  dying 
Avords  were:  "Stand  by  me  my  brave  grena- 

diers !"    So  he  ended. 
A  strange  and  adventurous  life !  Almost 

like  a  romance  it  seems  in  some  of  its  details 
—  for  the  contrasts,  the  singular  experiences, 
the  woeful  ending.  As  Ave  stand  here  in  the 
autumn  sunshine,  gentle  reader,  and  by  the 
light  of  the  new  century  survey  the  ancient  ed- 

ifice of  rude  and  uncouth  stones  in  which  so 

many  years  of  this  man's  life  lagged  drearily  in silence,  Aveariness,  and  rest  that  Avas  not  repose, 
we  have  an  excellent  text  for  a  sermon  on  the 

singular  complexion  and  the  marvelous  muta- 
tions of  our  human  life,  "I  flatter  myself," 

he  had  Avritten,  on  his  Avay  to  Poland,  "  that  a 
litile  more  practice  will  make  me  a  good  sol- 

dier. If  not,  it  Avill  serve  to  talk  of  over  my 
kitchen  fire,  in  my  old  age,  Avhich  will  soon 
come  upon  us  all."  Here,  in  the  wilds  of 
America,  he  found  the  "kitchen  fire,"  and  Avith 
a  bitter  heart  did  "talk  over"  his  adventures. 
It  Avas  Avoeful  talk  !  The  listeners  are  gone, 
like  the  speaker;  the  words  have  all  died  into 
silence  ;  even  the  house  is  disappejiring,  as  the 
memory  of  him  Avho  lived  in  it  crumbles;  only 
a  strange,  sun-burned  face,  and  a  broken  narra- 

tive of  Avild  incidents  left  to  the  Avorld,  What 
a  subject,  Ave  repeat,  for  the  moralist,  the  ])hi- 
losopher  !  What  a  singular  career,  and  what  a 
sorrowful  death  !  That  this  man,  Avho  had 
been  the  friend  of  kings,  and  the  observed  of 
all  observers  at  the  brilliant  courts  of  Europe ; 
who  had  fought  in  Canada,  in  Portugal,  in  Po- 

land, in  Rus;>ia,  and  given,  lastly,  under  Amer- 
ican skies,  his  brain  and  blood  to  the  noblest 
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cause  of  history  —  that  this  nmn  shonkl  have 
lived  a  youth  and  manhood  so  adventurous  and 
splendid,  and  died  so  lonely  and  weary! — that 
such  a  beginniii:^  should  have  such  an  cndini; ! 
— a  dawn  and  noon  so  brilliant  tcrnunatc  in 
such  a  wrack  of  gloomy  thunder-clouds,  across 
which  no  ray  of  the  early  splendor  darted  to 
light  up  the  darkness  ! 

So  had  inscrutable  Providence  decreed,  how- 
ever. Let  us  now  turn  to  those  other  names 

which  have  been  mentioned,  though  we  shall 
scarcely  find  such  contrasts  or  such  interest. 

II.— GENERAL  HORATIO  GATES. 

Somewhat  removed  from  the  county  road, 
and  between  the  little  villages  of  Kerneysville 
and  Leetown,  stood,  and  still  stands,  the  house 
of  "Travelers  Rest,"  to  which  Gates  retired 
after  the  disastrous  day  of  Camden.  The  edi- 

fice is  not  sufiicicntly  peculiar  to  demand  par- 
ticular description  at  oar  hands,  and  would  not 

attract  attention  had  not  history  connected  the 
name  of  a  celebrated  man  with  the  domain  in 
the  midst  of  which  it  stands. 

One  peculiarity,  and  the  only  one  perhaps 
worth  noting  in  the  house  of  Gates,  is  the  ap- 

pearance of  one  of  the  apartments.  It  is  a 
large  room  in  one  wing  of  the  house,  with  three 
windows,  singularly  arranged.  The  origin  of 
so  eccentric  an  arrangement  was,  that  soiiie  of 
General  Gates's  family  in  England  sent  him, 
while  the  mansion  was  in  process  of  construc- 

tion, three  large  damask  curtains,  of  resplen- 
dent color — then  a  gi'eat  luxury.  The  windows 

of  the  great  dining-room  were  made  to  fit  these 
curtains  ;  and  they  duly  took  their  place. 

The  house  is  going  to  ruin.  This  banquct- 
ing-room  was  lately  used  as  a  corn-crib  by  the 
owner  of  the  estate.  Alas  !  for  human  ])ride, 
and  the  glory  of  the  world  which  passes  away  ! 
Who  was  the  man  wlio  has  thus  made  it 

known  to  the  world — investing  with  historic  in- 
terest what  would  otherwise  be  but  a  provincial 

manor-house  ? 
Horatio  Gates  was  an  Englishman  by  birth, 

the  son  of  a  captain  in  the  Britisli  army.  Hor- 
ace Walpole,  whose  name  he  bore,  speaks  of 

him  in  one  of  his  letters  as  "  my  godson,"  and 
curious  investigators  have  conjectured  that  be 
bore  a  relationship  to  the  subsequent  General 
more  intimate  still — with  what  reason  we  have, 
however,  not  been  able  to  determine.  At  twen- 

ty-one years  of  age  he  served  under  General 
Edward  Cornwallis,  Governor  of  Halifax  ;  and 
appointed  to  the  captaincy  of  a  New  York  Com- 

pany of  Independents,  as  they  were  then  term- 
ed, marched  with  General  Braddock  on  his  cel- 

ebrated ex))edition  against  Fort  Duqucsne,  re- 
ceiving, as  his  share  of  the  day's  disaster,  a  se- vere wound. 

Subsequently,  with  the  rank  of  Brigade-Ma- 
jor, he  accompanied  General  Monckton  to  the 

West  Indies,  fought  bravely  at  the  capture  of 
Martinico,  and,  being  sent  to  London  with  dis- 

patches, received  the  enviable  appointment  of 
major  in  the  "  Royal  Americans."    With  vari- 

ous mutations  of  fortune,  and  spending  mufli 
of  his  tinu!  as  a  haiigcr-on  at  Cotn  t  and  an  ap- 

plicant for  civil  office,  (iatcs  passed  the  next 
few  years.  Finally,  selling  his  commi3si*)n,  and 
giving  up  all  hopes  of  promotion,  he  emigrated 
to  Virginia  in  1772,  at  about  forty-six,  and  pur- 

chased the  estate  of  ''Traveler's  Rest"  here  — 
then  situated  in  Berkeley  County,  as  was  the estate  of  Lee. 

At  the  time  of  Braddock's  expedition  he  had 
doubtless  nuxde  the  acquaintance  of  Washing- 

ton, whoso  part  in  that  transaction  is  well 
known  ;  and  it  is  probable  that  Washington  in- 

duced both  him  and  Lee  to  purchase  lands  in 
the  valley — his  early  expeditions  as  surveyor 
having  made  him  acquainted  with  the  desirable 
qualities  of  the  soil. 

It  is  certain  that  Gates  went  to  Mount  Ver- 
non to  see  Washington  immediately  upon  his 

arrival ;  and  here  he  met  with  Lee,  an  old  friend 
and  companion  in  arms.  They  were  strongly 
contrasted,  thongh  they  agreed  in  one  particu- 

lar— both  being  adventurers  out  of  service,  pro- 
foundly skilled  in  military  afiairs,  and  asking 

nothing  better  than  an  opportunity  of  disposing 
of  their  talents  to  the  leaders  of  the  American 
struggle.  Otherwise,  as  we  have  said,  there 
was  a  strong  contrast  between  the  two  men. 
Lee  was  tall,  thin,  rude  in  his  manners,  and 
slovenly  in  his  apparel  —  surrounded,  at  all 
times,  by  a  pack  of  dogs,  who  fawned  on  him, 
and  of  whom  he  was  far  more  fond,  he  said, 
than  of  his  fellow-men.  He  was  cynical,  full 
of  satiric  jest  and  bitter  comment — railing  at 
fortune,  and  scoffing  at  those  in  authority — a 
true  Diogenes,  in  a  single  word;  and  only  wel- 

come in  the  abode  of  Washington  for  his  great 
military  information  and  his  acute  views  of  the 
probable  complexion  of  the  coming  struggle. 

Gates,  on  the  contrary,  was  essentially  a 
courtier — preserving  always  a  bland  and  cour- 

teous carriage,  with  no  little  dignity  of  tone  aiid 
address,  as  may  be  seen  in  his  correspondence, 
even  when  laboring  under  the  severest  public 
odium.  Personally,  the  contrast  with  Lee  was 
also  very  striking.  Gates  was  fuU-fiiced,  with 
a  florid  complexion,  and  inclined  to  corpulency. 
His  manners,  as  we  have  said,  were  those  of  a 
courtier — insinuating,  mild,  and  specious,  pro- 

ducing in  all  the  impression  that  he  was  famil- 
iar with  "public  offices  and  ante-chambers," 

and  that  he  would  flatter  and  wheedle  gentle- 
man or  commoner  to  gain  his  ends. 

Thus  were  assembled  at  Mount  Vernon,  un- 
der one  roof,  and  at  the  beginning  of  the  great 

contest,  the  three  men  whose  names  were  to  be 
stamped  so  cnduringly  ujion  the  lasting  rolls  of 
history.  As  yet  they  were  all  friends.  Lee 
had  not  seen  the  august  face  of  his  host  fire  with 
rage,  as  it  did  at  Monmouth  when  bis  plans 
were  thwarted.  Gates  had  not  received  the 
l':tter,  after  Camden,  coldly  announcing  that  the 
court-martial  which  he  asked  was  granted.  As 
yet  they  were  brothers,  consulting  upon  the 
safety  of  the  Republic. 

At  last  came  the  months  of  1774-75,  and  the 
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storm,  long  gathering,  burst  in  all  its  fury.  The 
Americans  were  in  arms  to  drive  the  British, 
under  Gage,  from  Boston ;  and  the  caution  of 
Lord  Dartmouth  to  Gage,  that  he  had  better 
have  attention  to  the  dangerous  designs  of  Lee, 
was  fully  justified.  The  question  arose  imme- 

diately, what  leader  should  be  selected?  and 
the  choice  lay  almost  wholly  between  the  two 
celebrated  soldiers  who  had  espoused  the  Amer- 

ican cause,  Generals  Lee  and  Gates.  As  we 
know,  Colonel  Washington  was  selected ;  and 
Gates,  like  his  comrade  Lee,  was  forced  to  take 
the  second  rank  of  Major-General. 

What  we  have  related  of  these  two  men  is 
the  private  chronicle,  so  to  speak,  of  their  lives 
— that  which  is  more  or  less  unknown  to,  or 
unnoted  by,  the  general  reader,  but  none  the 
less  important  in  forming  a  past  estimate  of  the 
relation  which  they  bore  to  Washington  and 
the  American  Revolution.  The  after  events  in 
which  their  names  shine  with  such  splendor  are 
the  common  facts  of  history,  which  young  and 
old  are  familiar  with.  We  shall  not  notice  the 
splendid  career  of  Gates  throughout  the  Amer- 

ican struggle,  except- to  say  that,  after  the  cap- 
ture of  Burgoyne,  his  popularit}'-  and  fame  near- 

ly eclipsed  that  of  Washington  for  a  time.  His 
ambition,  unfortunately,  kept  pace  with  his  suc- 

cess. We  lose  sight,  at  the  present  day,  of  many 
facts  connected  with  that  stormy  period ;  and  it 
seems  scarcely  credible  that  any  name  should 
have  tried  to  rear  itself  above  Washington's — 
that  any  crest  should  have  shone  even  on  a  level 
with  the  Great  Chief's.  But  Lee  and  Gates 
had,  both  of  them,  their  partisans,  who  advo- 

cated a  change  of  leadership,  the  deposition  of 
Wasliington,  the  substitution  of  one  or  other  of 
the  successful  Englishmen.  Gates  was  known 
to  desire  it,  and  to  work  for  the  result.  His  at- 

tempt to  corrupt  the  inflexible  Morgan  is  well 
known  ;  and  the  great  soldier's  noble  reply, 
"  I  have  one  favor  to  ask  of  you,  which  is  never 
to  mention  that  detestable  subject  to  me  again ; 
for  under  no  other  man  than  Washington,  as 
Commander-in-chief,  will  I  ever  serve  !"  Thus 
the  real  iron  of  the  army  clustered  still  around 
the  true  magnet ;  it  was  only  the  disappointed 
aM  aspiring  adventurers  who  wished  a  change. 
In  the  darkest  hour,  and  when  the  great  lead- 

er's popularity  was  overshadowed  by  the  severest 
misfortunes,  the  true  souls  never  deserted  him, 
and  soon  the  day  of  retribution  came  for  his  ad- 
versaries. 

Gates  was  appointed  to  the  command  of  the 
army  in  the  South  ;  he  delivered  battle  at  Cam- 

den, was  overthrown  and  ruined.  The  South- 
ern campaign,  from  which  the  patriotic  cause 

expected  so  much,  was  lost,  and  Gates  was  put 
aside  to  make  way  for  his  successor,  General 
Greene.  Thus  ended,  too,  the  splendid  career 
of  the  second  great  rival  of  Washington ;  his 
battles  were  all  over.  He  had  fought  long  and 
bravely;  had  aspired  to  the  supreme  command, 
though  Washington  stood  in  his  path ;  and 
many  advocated  his  superior  claims,  turning 
their  backs  upon  the  true  chief,  as  did  the  Is- 

raelites in  the  wilderness,  clamoring  for  Gates 
to  lead  them  by  a  short  and  pleasant  route  into 
the  Promised  Land.  His  fame  had  been  im- 

mense— his  popularity  almost  sufficient  to  over- 
shadow that  of  the  man  who  holds  now  such  a 

grand  position  in  the  history  of  the  world,  and 
whose  very  name  is  the  watchword  of  liberty, 
and  a  signal  for  the  expression  of  a  nation's 
gratitude  as  to  a  beneficent  father.  Up  to  the 
time  when  he  assumed  the  command  in  the 
South,  Gates  had  gone  on,  conquering,  and,  as 
he  thought,  to  conquer ;  all  had  bent  before  him, 
and  he  i)anted  for  the  last  stroke  which  should 
place  him  at  the  head  of  affairs. 

The  battle  of  Camden  came,  and  Gates,  the 
conqueror  of  Burgoyne,  the  rival  of  Washing- 

ton, came  here  to  this  house  unattended  and 
alone.  Alas,  how  fallen  from  bis  high  estate  ! 
The  breath  of  an  indignant  public  opinion  had 
blasted  him  ;  his  laurels  were  all  sere  and  with- 

ered. He  had  lost  the  decisive  battle  which 
the  nation  counted  on  his  gaining  ;  was  deposed 
from  his  high  command  ;  over  his  head  lowered 
a  deep  cloud  of  public  execration  almost,  and 
Congress,  it  was  said,  had  prepared  its  thun- 

der-bolt to  strike  him,  following  up  that  stroke 
of  the  mailed  hand  of  Fate  wliich  had  hurled 
him  at  one  blow  from  his  great  elevation,  in  the 
sunlight  of  the  world,  to  darkness  and  oblivion. 
The  bolt,  however,  did  not  fall.  The  sad  sol- 

dier's sorrow  was  respected.  No  additional  bit- 
terness was  infused  into  his  cup ;  enough  pun- 

ishment that  his  mounting  aspirations  were  all 
chilled  ;  that  the  magnificent  drama  of  the  Rev- 

olution, in  whose  earlier  scenes  he  had  played 
a  part  so  s])lendid,  now  went  onward  to  its  glo- 

rious termination,  without  calling  upon  him  to 
share  its  "bright  rewards,"  or  even  to  be  pres- 

ent at  its  triumph. 

To  the  old  edifice  of  "Traveler's  Rest"  here 
came  the  disappointed  soldier,  and  here,  like 
his  old  friend  and  comjianion,  disgraced  like 
himself,  he  lived  long  years  of  pain  and  weari- 

ness, and  bitter  regret.  How  could  it  be  other- 
wise? Memory  must  have  been  a  torture  to 

him.     Like  Wolsey,  he  must  have  muttered, 
"I\arewell,  a  long  farewell  to  all  my  greatness! 
This  is  the  slate  of  man:  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  blossoms 
And  bears  his  blushing  honors  thick  upon  him; 
The  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost; 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full  surely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripening — nips  his  I'oot, 
And  then  he  falls  as  I  do!" 
Scarcely  was  the  fall  of  the  proud  potentate 

of  the  Church  more  striking  than  that  of  the 
great  General :  his  memories  could  scarcely  have 
afflicted  him  more.  How  the  Horatio  Gates  of 
1790  must  have  looked  back  upon  the  Gates 
Avho  annihilated  the  power  of  Burgoyne,  and 
heard  around  him  the  shouts  of  a  whole  nation 
greeting  him !  Then,  his  planet  had  reached 
its  zenitl),  and  the  supreme  star  of  Washington 
had  well-nigh  paled  before  the  glories  of  his  ri- 

val ;  all  men  followed  him,  as  he  went  upon  his 
career  of  glory  and  success,  with  plaudits  and 
enthusiastic  exhibitions  of  regard  and  admira- 
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tion.  Fate  seemed  to  yield  to  liini,  and  history 
waited  to  inscribe  upon  her  most  enduring  tab- 

lets the  great  name  of  the  deliverer  of  a  nation. 
Revolving  all  the  splendid  scenes  of  that  past  as 
he  thus  rusted  out  his  days,  how  much  profound- 
er  must  have  seemed  the  darkness  of  the  pres- 

ent !  Here,  in  the  remote  country-house,  pass- 
ed the  days  of  the  man  who  had  shone  as  the 

king  of  the  camp — the  proud  Potomac  rolling 
not  far  from  his  lonely  mansion,  ran  beneath 
Mount  Vernon,  from  which  his  old  rival  had 
departed  to  assume  the  Chief  Magistracy  of  the 
land — this  man,  whom  he  had  endeavored  to 
supplant,  was  now  hailed  by  the  title  of  "Fa- 

ther of  his  Country ;"  while  he,  Horatio  Gates, 
was  as  thoroughly  forgotten  as  though  he  had 
died  long  years  before,  and  slept  the  last  sleep 
that  knows  no  waking  in  this  world. 

So  ended,  too,  the  conspicuous  career  of  this 
man  as  the  career  of  Lee  had  ended.  He  did 
not  die  as  nnhappily  as  his  old  companion,  how- 

ever. He  removed,  finally,  to  New  York — served 
in  the  Legislature  there  in  1800 — and  died  in 
April,  1806,  in  his  house  on  Rose  Hill,  which 
stood  near  what  is  now  the  corner  of  Twenty- 
third  Street  and  Second  Avenue.  Washington 
had  been  dead  for  nearly  seven  years,  but  "still 
lived"  a  more  enduring  life  than  before.  But 
Gates  had  died  a  generation  nearly  before,  on 
the  day  of  Camden. 

Linked  with  the  great  events  of  the  Revolu- 
tion, however,  his  name  can  not  be  lost ;  per- 
haps his  services  and  sufferings  even  now  have 

pleaded  successfully  with  the  Vv^orld  —  his  evil 
deeds  and  his  misfortunes  been  foi'gotten.  At 
least,  his  is  not  a  name  which  can  be  lost  from 
memory ;  and  our  time  has  not  been  thrown 
away  in  noticing  these  events  in  his  checkered 
life,  and  the  spot  in  which  he  passed  so  many 
years. 

To  proceed  now  to  the  remaining  names  of 
this  sketch. 

III.— GENERAL  ADAM  STEPHEN. 
Adam  Stephen  was  the  associate  and  friend 

of  Washington  at  the  time  when  the  latter  was 
a  young  man,  scarcely  twenty-four,  but  already 
intrusted  by  the  authorities  of  Virginia  with  the 
command  of  her  entire  forces  on  the  frontier. 

It  was  about  the  year  175G — a  hundred  years 
ago — and  Washington,  stationed  at  the  town  of 
Winchester,  was  going  through  that  ordeal  of 
personal  hardship  and  mental  anguish  which 
hardened  him  for  the  iron  contest  of  the  Revo- 

lution. The  whole  frontier  was  but  one  long 
battle-ground  for  the  savages;  on  every  hand 
the  young  chief  heard  the  groans  of  women  and 
children,  slaughtered  by  a  merciless  foe ;  and 
upon  him  alone  were  fixed  the  eyes  of  the  for- 

lorn borderers,  Avho  knew  not  where  else  to  look 
for  aid  in  their  terrible  extremity.  The  valley 
of  the  Shenandoah,  now  smiling  in  peace  and 
plenty,  was  the  arena  of  as  desperate  a  struggle 
as  any,  perhaps,  which  ever  occurred  in  Amer- 

ica ;  and  it  is  scarcely  too  much  to  say  that  this 
"abounding  river,"  with  the  streams  its  tribu- 

taries, and  those  to  the  westward,  ran  blood  as 

well  as  water.  The  whole  land  was  ravaged 
and  laid  waste  by  bands  led  on  by  experienced 
French  officers,  and  more  than  once  Fort  Lou- 

doun, at  Winciiester,  the  head-quarters  of  young 
Major  Washington,  was  tlireatened  by  the  ene- 

my. To  the  youthful  chief  alone  did  the  whole 
valley  look  for  succor,  leaning,  as  it  were,  upon 
that  arm  which  was  to  sustain  the  gigantic  bur- 

den of  the  Revolution.  Washington's  letters 
to  Governor  Dinwiddle  upon  the  subject  of  this 
public  agony,  are  among  the  most  affecting  doc- 

uments to  be  found  in  his  published  writings. 
If  he  knew  his  own  heart,  he  said,  he  would 

gladly  expend  the  last  drop  of  his  heart's  blood 
to  relieve  these  miserable  victims  of  savage  cru- 

elty ;  and  we  know  that  this  man  never  uttered 
what  he  did  not  mean. 

Were  it  consistent  with  our  design,  we  might 
refer  at  length  to  the  little-known  details  of  that 
period  of  young  Washington's  command  in  the 
West.  We  might  paint  from  authentic  records 
the  picture  which  historians  have  strangely  neg- 

lected, containing,  as  it  does,  as  splendid  an  ex- 
hibition of  the  strength  and  magnanimity  of  this 

great  character  as  any  unrolled  by  the  grand 
after-struggle.  It  Avas  this  long  agony  at  Win- 

chester, with  the  cries  of  despairing  women  and 
slaughtered  children  resounding  in  his  ears, 
which  moulded  the  mind  of  Wasliingtou  for  the 
gigantic  contest — which  made  him,  thus,  in  the 
bloom  of  early  manhood,  grave  and  silent  and 
inflexible — hardening  his  genius  into  the  heroic 
mould,  and  familiarizing  him  with  suffering  and 
misfortune.  Throughout  the  Revolution  other 
men  would  have  found,  in  the  intense  gloom  and 
pain  of  every  face  around  them,  that  which 
would  have  made  them  "  despair  of  the  Repub- 

lic," and  yield  up  the  fortunes  of  the  contest. 
That  Washington  never  shrunk  in  the  stormiest 
hour  is  attributable,  beyond  any  doubt,  to  this 
fiery  ordeal  through  which  he  passed  at  twenty- 
three  in  the  valley  of  tlie  Shenandoah. 

Other  pens  must  speak  of  it ;  and  when  the 
time  comes,  the  whole  picture  with  its  bloody 
tints  will  be  depicted.  The  ])resent  sketch  does 
not  admit  of  further  reference  to  the  period  or 

its  events,  except  as  the}'-  concern  the  soldier  of whom  we  write. 
In  all  the  struggles  upon  the  frontier  at  this 

time  Adam  Stephen  bore  his  part,  and  filled 
worthily  the  station  assigned  to  him.  His 

name  frequently  occurs  in  Washington's  corre- 
spondence as  in  command  of  detav^hed  bodies 

sent  against  the  Indians.  He  was  comman- 
dant for  some  time  nt  Fort  Cumberland,  then  the 

farthest  advanced  post  of  the  border,  and  imme- 
diately confronting  Fort  Duquesne,  where  Du- 

mas and  other  experienced  officers  were  posted, 
with  their  combined  French  and  Indian  forces, 
and  did  good  service  in  every  movement  under- 

taken. It  will  not  be  forgotten  that  Virginia 
was  an  English  province  then  —  Lieutenant 
Stephen  was  under  Major  Washington,  Major 
Washington  under  Governor  Dinwiddle,  and 
Governor  Dinwiddle  under  his  Majesty,  George 
II.,  King  of  England. 



508 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

But  times  changed;  other  events  occurred, 
and  Major  Washington  of  the  English  army  be- 

came General  AVashinglon  of  the  American 
Revolution.  Stephen  followed  the  fortunes  of 
the  "rebels"  under  his  old  commander.  We 
next  read  of  him  as  commanding  a  battalion 
sent  to  tlie  aid  of  South  Carolina  by  Virginia, 
of  his  return,  and  of  his  brave  conduct  on  the 
subsequent  battle-fields  of  the  Revolution,  es- 

pecially on  tlie  day  of  Brandywine.  He  disap- 
peared soon  after  from  the  service,  and,  return- 

ing to  Virginia,  spent  the  remainder  of  his  days 
in  the  old  house  before  us. 

General  Stephen  had  held  large  possessions 
hereabouts,  and  no  doubt  resented  the  trespass 
of  tlie  Indians  upon  his  hirgc  domain,  stretch- 

ing from  the  banks  of  the  Opequan  toward  the 
shaggy  North  Mountain  in  the  west.  He  seems 
to  have  been  a  man  eminently  fitted  for  the  pe- 

riod in  which  he  lived  ;  large  of  frame,  of  gi'eat 
personal  strength,  dauntless  in  combat,  and  pre- 

pared to  oppose  himself  to  any  odds  whatever. 
With  that  contempt  for  the  appliances  of  pol- 

ished life  which  characterized  nearly  every  prom- 
inent leader  of  that  day,  and  has  continued  to 

be  a  trait  with  many  celebrated  personages  even 
in  our  own  times,  the  good  General  never  as- 

pired to  a  better  edifice  than  a  cabin  of  rude 
timber,  and  to  a  bed  softer  than  his  hard  camp 
couch.  This  rough  piece  of  furniture  was  but 
the  other  day  disinterred  from  its  remote  retreat 
in  the  old  garret  which  it  had  long  occupied, 
and  curious  was  its  appearance  in  contrast  with 
the  degenerate  *'  lounges"  of  soft  hair  and  orna- 

mental covering  which  we  see  to-day.  Yet  on 
this  uncouth  cushion  rested  the  form  of  one  who 
did  his  part  in  that  trying  hour ;  of  whose  hard- 

ships, struggles,  and  shed  blood,  the  generation 
of  to-day  are  reaping  the  benefit.  To  the  pres- 

ent writer,  at  least,  this  ancient  piece  of  furni- 
ture is  more  interesting  than  many  canopied 

beds  of  state ! 
The  house  in  which  General  Stephen  lived 

was  quite  as  rude,  built,  probably,  by  some  ear- 
ly pioneer  of  the  region,  and  intended  far  more 

for  actual  everyday  utility  than  for  show.  It 
still  stands,  a  rough  log-hut  of  two  stories,  with 
timbers  nailed  in  an  upright  position  against  it, 
and  scarcely  differing  from  tiie  "  negro-quarters" 
which  are  built  up  to  it  upon  both  sides. 

Rough  and  homely  as  the  surroundings  of 
this  unpretending  edifice  are  now,  its  site,  and 
the  view  from  the  door-way,  must  have  been, 
at  the  time  Avhen  General  Stephen  occupied  it, 
singularly  lovely.  It  stands  upon  a  gentle  slope, 
which  extends  to  the  waters  of  the  stream  be- 

neath ;  and  tlie  noble  trees  which  are  scattered 
over  the  grounds  of  the  more  modern  mansion 
near  at  hand  were,  even  at  the  period  of  which 
we  speak,  growing  in  lusty  vigor.  The  stream 
was  the  Opequan,  and  it  here  glides  dreamily 
beneath  the  drooping  boughs  of  immense  syca- 

mores, with  which  are  mingled  every  variety  of 
other  Virginia  trees,  of  the  freshest  and  rarest 
beauty.  In  the  autumn  these  forest-trees  put 
on  the  most  magnificent  liveries  of  orange,  gold, 

and  deep  azure,  amidst  which  shine  the  crimson 
leaves  of  the  maple  and  the  dogwood,  running 
along  the  edge  of  the  current  like  a  fringe  of 
fire.  To  the  southwest,  lofty  liills,  crowned  with 
the  richest  woodland,  stretch  as  far  as  tlie  eye 
can  see  ;  and  over  this  enchanting  jianorama  of 
hill  and  valley  and  river  droo})S,  in  the  days  of 
autumn,  a  diaphanous  haze  which  melts  every 
tint  and  outline  into  forms  and  colors  of  the 
roundest  and  most  delicate  beauty.  It  was  not 
without  reason  that  the  soldier  selected  this  spot 
for  his  abode,  with  its  giant  oaks,  its  magnificent 
foliage  extending  up  and  down  the  stream — a 
stream  Avhich  the  Indians  loved  and  gave  its  mu- 

sical name  to,  and  which  seems  to  murmur  still 
of  the  far  past,  when  so  many  wild  adventures 
took  place  on  its  banks. 

But  to  return  to  the  old  dwelling  as  it  appears to-day. 

Every  thing  about  it  is  rough  and  unprom- 
ising; all  is  confined,  contracted,  and  small — 

but  the  fire-place.  That  is  neither  small  nor 
constructed  with  a  view  to  economy.  It  is 
grand — enormous  !  One  would  think  tliat  it 
had  been  built  with  express  reference  to  the 
great  stature  of  the  General — to  radiate  lieat 
upon  the  whole  of  his  great  camp-couch  at 
once  ;  or  to  afford  warmth  to  a  crowd  of  guests 
in  the  long  hours  of  the  winter  nights.  It  is 
probable,  at  least,  that  this  last  capacity  was 
filled  by  it.  From  all  that  we  can  gather  con- 

cerning General  Stephen,  he  seems  to  have 
been,  like  Morgan  and  otlier  soldiers  of  the  pe- 

riod, no  little  given  to  the  wine-cup.  This 
huge  old  fire-place  doul)tless  poured  its  streams 
of  ruddy  light,  from  the  blazing  jtine  logs,  upon 
many  bearded  faces.  Around  it,  how  many 
good  companions  must  have  gathered  in  the 
olden  day,  and  what  sounds  of  revelry  must 
have  shook  the  rafters  overhead,  or  startled 
the  wild  forest  and  the  waters  of  the  Opcfjuan 
fiowing  near  !  On  this  rude  tlireshold  it  is  more 
than  probable  that  Washington  stood — jjcrhaps 
he  slept  in  the  little  garret  over  us,  approached 
by  the  steep  rude  steps  commencing  in  the 
chimney  corner.  These  great  oaks  of  the  old 
"chase"  which  stretches  around  the  large  and 
hospital  manor-house  to-day,  waved,  doubtless, 
above  the  heads  of  these  two  men,  and  others 
celebrated  now  in  history.  That  Stephen  loved 
the  wild  woods  in  which  he  lived,  and  even  in 
the  hour  of  death  looked  back  to  them  and  re- 

gretted them,  we  know  from  a  tradition  of  the 
neighborhood,  preserved  still  as  a  proof  of  his 
dry  humor.  His  will  had  been  all  written  save 
the  concluding  clause  ;  and  he  had  devised  his 
numerous  farms  to  those  whom  he  desired  to 
possess  them,  with  the  exception  of  this  one 
upon  which  his  rude  cabin  stood,  and  where  he 
had  always  lived.     "And  the  B   estate. 
General,"  said  the  lawyer,  "  to  whom  shall  that 
go?"  "To  nobody,"  was  the  dying  man's  re- 

ply ;  "I  shall  take  that  with  me!" Soon  after  uttering  these  words  the  brave 
General  breathed  his  last. 

This  man,  like  him  with  whom  we  shall  con- 
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elude  our  sketch,  was  an  exponent  of  the  times 
in  which  he  lived — one  of  those  stronc;  links  in 
the  great  chain  which  bore,  without  breaking, 
the  strain  and  stress  of  the  breast  to  breast  con- 

flict— a  man  of  war,  and  rude  jest,  and  wild 
revel,  but  with  brave  and  patriotic  impulses, 
honorable  to  the  noblest.  lie  worthily  fought 
many  fights  for  the  land  we  live  in,  and  "  sleeps 
well"  now,  on  the  banks  of  the  Ojjcquan,  by  the 
gliding  waters  which  he  so  often  looked  upon 
from  the  door  of  his  frontier  dwelling.  Care- 

less, rough,  and  brave  as  his  sword,  he  took  his 
part  in  the  singular  society  around  him,  not 
sparing  his  best  blood  when  there  was  fighting 
to  be  done. 

Let  us  leave  him  where  he  sleeps,  after  all  his 
combats,  and  pass  to  the  last  name  on  our  list  of 
warriors. 

IV.— GENERAL  WILLIAM  DARKE. 
This  brave  soldier  retired,  after  a  long  life 

spent,  without  interruption  almost,  in  the  stirring 
conflicts  of  the  frontier,  to  his  house  in  the 
neighborliood  here — not  far  from  tlie  residences 
of  Lee  and  Gates  and  Stephen,  and  near  what 
are  now  the  little  villages  of  Dufhelds  and 
Darkesville,  the  latter  of  which  was  so  called 
In  memory  of  him. 

The  house  of  General  Darke  lias  no  especial 
*    trait  distinguishing  it  from  other  plain  wooden 

farm-houses  of  the  region,  and  docs  not  merit 
further  description. 

Of  the  soldier  himself  wc  regret  our  inability 
to  present  any  biographical  sketch  containing 
those  dates  and  landmarks  so  desirable  to  the 
historian.  He  was  about  the  age  of  Washing- 

ton and  Lee  and  Gates,  his  contemporaries,  hav- 
ing died  in  a  hale  old  age  in  the  year  1801,  a 

year  or  two  after  the  death  of  the  great  chief. 
He  was  one  of  the  few  officers  who  served  unin- 

terruptedly throughout  the  Revolutionary  war 
and  the  subsequent  struggle  with  the  Indians 
in  the  Northwestern  Territory — a  fact  which  is 
shown  by  the  large  grant  of  land  in  this  county 
made  to  him  by  the  Commonwealth  of  Vir- 

ginia, as  one  of  these  participators  in  "  «//  the 
wars." Having  done  his  part  throughout  the  great 
struggle,  he  continued  in  military  life  after  the 
peace  with  England,  engaged  in  combats  still 
with  the  Indians  in  that  vast  region  along  the 
Ohio.  In  1787,  by  the  ordinance  of  that  year, 
Virginia  ceded,  as  all  know,  this  magnificent 
portion  of  her  domain  to  the  General  Govern- 

ment, and  steps  were  immediately  taken  to 
drive  from  the  "Dark  and  Bloody  Ground" the  merciless  marauders  who  still  infested  it  as 
in  the  times  when  Daniel  Boone  took  up  his 
abode  in  the  great  wilderness.  General  Darke 
fought  in  all  these  wars,  and  went  through  all 
the  mutations  of  victory  and  defeat  without 
murmuring. 

In  the  year  1 790,  as  is  well  known,  General 
Harmar  was  nearly  cut  to  pieces,  with  all  his 
forces,  by  the  Indians  near  Chilicothe ;  and  in 
November  of  the  next  year.  General  St.  Clair 
sustained,  upon  the  Miami,  a  rout  still  more 
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disastrous,  lf)sing  six  hundred  men  f»nt  of  an 
army  of  lifteen  hundred. 

In  this  action  General  Darke  took  a  promi- 
nent part,  and  during  the  figiit  an  incident  oc- 

curred strongly  indicating  his  stern  courage. 
His  son  had  charged  by  his  side,  but  was  sepa- 

rated from  him  in  the  vteice  ;  and  when  the  or- 
der for  retreat  was  given.  General  Daikc  saw 

that  the  young  man  was  not  among  the  troops. 
Turning  back  like  a  lion,  he  ])lunged  alone  into 
the  multitude  of  savages,  and  seeing  liis  son  ly- 

ing with  a  Avound  in  his  face,  caught  him  in  his 
arms  and  bore  him  safely  out  of  the  field.  AVe 
have  seen  a  letter  written  by  General  Darke 
soon  afterward,  in  which  he  speaks  of  his  poor 
son,  and  regret  that  we  did  not  secure  a  copy 
of  it.  It  is  dated  "Fort  Washington,"  171)1, 
and  in  it  the  General  refers  to  the  "Hellcats" 
whom  he  had  latcl)'  met ;  and  the  worthy  sol- 

dier seems  always  to  have  regarded  his  enemies 
in  this  agreeable  and  favorable  light. 

All  that  we  have  said  of  General  Darke  thus 
far  is  derived  from  tradition — that  memory  re- 

maining in  the  minds  of  men,  which  is  the  sole 
witness  of  the  noble  and  heroic  deeds  of  so 
many  strong  natures  and  great  hearts  of  the 
past.  We  read  of  those  who  chanced  to  occupy 
conspicuous  positions,  and  we  fancy  that  they 
only  were  the  actors.  But  there  were  thou- 

sands as  patriotic  and  determined,  whose  bio- 
graphies have  never  been  written — whose  names 

arc  scarcely  heard  now  out  of  the  neighbor- 
hoods where  their  deeds  were  known  —  who, 

finally,  Avill  not  be  heard  of  at  all,  for  even  these 
memories  are  dying  out.  The  present  writer 
has  long  made  it  his  duty  and  pleasure  to  col- 

lect every  where  these  exi)iring  voices,  telling 
of  the  past  and  its  great  figures — to  seek  in  ob- 

scure localities,  and  dust-covered  piles  of  letters, 
the  history  of  that  period  so  filled  with  hero- 

ism ;  and  he  has  found,  at  every  stej)  in  this  in- 
vestigation, something  noble  and  self-sacrificing 

— some  incident  showing  how  devoted  to  the 
cause  of  liberty  were  thousands  whom  the  world 
has  never  heard  of,  who  deserve  monuments 
from  the  hands  of  those  for  whom  they  fought, 
and  in  place  of  these  receive  oblivion. 

General  Darke's  name  has  been  little  known, 
and  we  have  found  much  difliculty  in  collecting 
even  these  small  memorials.  The  most  inter- 

esting remains  of  the  soldier  arc  perhaps  three 
pictures  which  Ave  recently  saAV  in  the  house  of 
one  of  his  descendants.  As  tAvo  of  these  pic- 

tures are  rare  productions  of  art,  and  indicate, 
in  no  small  degree,  the  idiosyncrasies  of  the 
worthy  General,  avc  shall  notice  them  particu- 

larly.-  A  Avord  first  of  his  portrait. 
It  represents  a  man  of  fifty-five  or  sixty — 

hale,  vigorous,  and  Avith  that  piercing  glance 
indicating  the  leader  of  men — the  inmate  of 
camps.  The  lips  arc  thin  and  full  of  determin- 

ation and  energy  ;  the  nose  aquiline  and  strong- 
ly defined ;  the  forehead  broad,  and  furroAved 

Avith  the  anxieties  and  cares  of  a  long  milita- 
ry career.  Thin  scattered  locks  of  dark  hair 

roof,  as  it  Avere,  this  countenance  filled  Avith 
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vigor  and  resolution.  The  costume  is  that  of  a 
commissioned  officer,  of  what  grade  we  were, 
however,  unable  to  determine.  The  shoulders 
are  decorated  with  epaulets ;  and  one  hand  is 
thrust  into  the  breast,  as  in  many  of  the  pic- 

tures at  the  period  when  this  was  painted.  The 
entire  face,  and  air,  and  figure  is  that  of  a  cool 
and  determined  man,  who  is  not  apt  to  hesitate 
when  a  fight  or  a  foray  is  on  the  carpet,  and 
whose  greatest  delight  is  experienced  in  the  act- 

ive and  moving  life  of  the  frontier. 
The  pictures  which  accompany  this  portrait 

are,  however,  the  cliief  subjects  of  interest.  The 
first  represents  General  Darke  in  a  splendid 
uniform,  standing,  with  his  sword  elevated  and 
about  to  strike,  above  two  figures  lying  upon 
the  ground  at  his  feet.  The  first  is  a  Virginian, 
wearing  the  provincial  uniform,  who  has  fallen, 
covered  with  blood,  beneath  the  hatchet  of  a 
huge  savage ;  and  prone  upon  the  body  of  the 
fallen  man,  with  his  legs  wrapped,  as  it  were, 
around  those  of  his  victim,  the  Indian  has  his 
hands  upon  the  scalp  already  half  torn  off,  and 
hanging  simply  by  a  bloody  remnant.  But  just 
at  the  critical  moment  the  worthy  General 
Darke  has  come  to  the  rescue,  the  f^^tal  sword 
descends  upon  the  savage,  and  with  his  skull 
shattered,  his  face  one  mass  of  bloody  foam, 
the  Redface  fiiUs  upon  his  victim,  whose  scalp 
he  tears  at,  vindictively,  even  in  death.  The 
picture  is  painted  with  blood-thirsty  vigor,  if  we 
may  so  speak  ;  and  there  is  no  sort  of  doubt  as 
to  what  it  means. 

"It  was  painted,"  said  an  old  negro  who 
had  been  a  servant  of  the  General's,  "by  Mv. Blinko  when  master  was  at  home  after  the 
wars.  I  was  a  boy,  and  was  bringing  in  wood 
for  the  fire.  Master  told  him  how  to  do  it ; 
he  took  his  sword  and  raised  it  up,  and  looked 
mad  like  the  i)icture — and  IMr.  Blinko  painted 

him !" Now  for  the  second  picture.  This  is  a  his- 
torical piece  in  which  Mr.  Blinko,  the  border 

artist,  aimed  to  perpetuate  on  one  canvas  the 
leading  triumphs  of  his  patron.  It  is  divided 
into  six  or  eight  compartments,  separated  by 
straight  lines  ;  and  each  of  these  divisions  con- 

tains the  form  of  one  of  General  Darke's  adver- 
saries falling  before  his  brand.  The  first  is  a 

negro  with  a  red  coat,  lying  upon  his  back, 
Avith  a  bloody  hole  in  his  breast.  "  A  boy  that 
went  over  to  the  Britishers,"  said  our  cicerone, 
"and  master  killed  him."  The  other  divisions, 
with  the  exception  of  one  or  two  at  the  bottom 
of  the  canvas,  display  British  ofiicers  in  red 
jackets  and  buff  short  clothes,  falling  backward, 
forward,  sidewise,  but  all  agreeing  in  one  par- 

ticular. From  one  and  all  rushes  a  small  river 
of  intensely  crimson  blood,  gushing  out  like 
water  from  a  pump,  and  dyeing  the  earth  for 
yards.  The  last  compartments  contain  Indians 
in  the  same  condition,  after  coming  in  collision 
with  General  Darke — and  the  genius  of  the 
artist  may  be  generally  summed  up  in  the 
words.  Blood,  and  plenty  of  it !  The  expendi- 

ture of  crimson  upon  these  i)ictures  would  serve 

to  color  a  thousand  portraits.  There  is  some- 
thing ferocious  and  barbaric  in  the  gusto  with 

which  the  Avork  seems  executed.  The  artist 
revels  in  slaughter,  and  his  canvas  breathes  a 
spirit  of  blood  and  death.  Perhaps  no  more 
curious  relics  of  border  times  exist  any  where 
than  these  half  terrible,  half  ludicrous  scenes 
on  the  old  cracked  canvas,  telling  the  horrible 
story  of  the  i)ast. 

And  yet  there  is  one  thing  stranger  than  the 
pictures  themselves — one  circumstance  connect- 

ed with  their  production  far  more  curious  than 
the  rude  handling  of  the  painter.  It  is  the 
fact  that  General  Darke  thus  amused  his  old 

age  and  leisure  hours  in  having  these  "  his- 
toric pieces"  painted.  Was  it  that  the  days  of 

peace  hung  heavy  on  the  hands  of  the  brave 
soldier,  and  this  strange  device  was  hit  upon 
to  -while  away  the  time,  and  bring  back  to  his 
memory  the  adventurous  deeds  and  scenes  of 
the  savage  frontier  ?  Or  was  it  simply  pride  in 
his  achievements  which  induced  him  to  employ 
the  artist,  Mr.  Blinko,  to  depict  them  upon  can- 

vas ;  a  desire  to  hand  down  to  his  descendants, 
in  unmistakable  figures,  the  story  of  his  battles 
and  his  triumphs  ?  A  more  striking  illustration 
of  the  character  of  the  men  who  figured  in  that 
stormy  period  can  scarcely  be  irangined.  To 
comprehend  in  its  full  force  the  significance  of 
this  singular  proceeding,  we  have  only  to  fancy 
General  Scott,  or  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  send- 

ing in  their  old  age  for  an  artist  to  depict  the 
bleeding  forms  of  Mexicans  or  Frenchmen  who 
had  fallen  before  them  in  personal  combats. 

But  let  us  not  criticise  too  strongly  the  good 
General's  mode  of  amusing  himself  in  his  coun- 

try house  in  the  long  evenings  by  the  fires  of 
winter,  or  censure  Mr.  Blinko,  j)ainter  of  his- 

torical pieces,  for  his  inclination  toward  blood. 
To  hate  a  savage  was  considered  at  that  period 
a  commendable  thing  ;  and  the  bloody  massacres 
which  had  made  the  fathers  and  mothers  and 
children  of  the  valley  wail  in  their  great  agony, 
had  left  but  little  pity  in  the  hearts  of  the  bor- 

derers for  the  lurking  Ibe.  If  General  Darke  es- 
teemed it  a  high  honor  and  pleasant  memory 

this  profuse  shedding  of  human  blood,  we  can 
scarcely  Avonder  at  the  circumstance,  however 
strange  it  may  at  first  view  appear.  It  was 
such  men  as  himself  who  made  the  land  we 
live  in  free,  and  the  abode  of  peace  and  hap]d- 
ness.  Their  hearts  were  made  of  sterner  stufT 
than  those  of  the  present  generation,  and  it 
is  well  that  it  was  so.  They  periled  life  for  us 
upon  a  thousand  battle-fields  :  let  us  respect  even 
their  strange  peculiarities. 

We  have  thus  attempted  to  speak  briefly  of 
some  mansions,  in  Avhich,  by  a  singular  chance, 
all  these  brave  soldiers  came  to  spend,  within  a 
few  miles  of  each  other,  so  many  peaceful  hours 
after  years  of  toil  and  danger.  These  old  di- 

lapidated houses  are  the  memorials  of  four  vig- 
orous lives  :  the  shades  of  the  great  men  who 

once  occupied  them  seem  to  hover  in  the  air, 
and  whisper  inarticulately  in  the  murmur  of 
the  i)ines,  the  rustle  of  the  great  oaks,  which 
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droop  above,  and  the  low  undertone  of  the 
bright  waves  whicli  glide  not  far  from  their  old 
haunts.  These  men  arc  no  longer  figuies  of 
bronze  and  marble  set  in  the  far  horizon  of  the 
past,  and  scarecly  rceognized  as  men  who  act- 

ually lived  ;  they  descend  from  their  i)edestals, 
they  touch  your  hand  with  a  pressure  warm  like 
your  own,  and  you  can  feel  the  beating  of  hearts 
human  like  your  own.  All  this  do  these  old 
localities  enable  us  to  sec  and  understand.  Lee 
wanders  here  as  of  old,  surrounded  by  his  dogs, 
and  sneers  at  Washington  while  he  speaks  of 
his  own  prowess,  which  made  Frederick  and 
Stanislaus  his  friends  ;  Gates  sits  on  his  ])orch 
with  drooping  head,  and  dreams  of  Saratoga 
and  of  Camden  ;  Stephen  assembles  his  wild 
comrades  round  his  great  fire-place,  and  shakes 
the  rafters  with  his  revelry,  or,  stretched  upon 
his  old  camp  couch  within  hearing  of  the  waves 
of  the  Opcquan,  thinks  of  all  his  battles  ;  and 
Darke  is  telling  of  his  wars  in  tlic  Avilderncss, 
or  starting  up,  with  frowning  brows  and  threat- 

ening sword,  to  show  Mr.  J5Iinko,  i)ainter  of 
historical  pieces,  how  he  slew  the  Indian  cr  the 
Englishman ! 

It  is  scarcely  time  thrown  away  to  visit  these 
old  haunts,  and  listen  to  the  neighborhood  tra- 

ditions ;  for  these  men,  and  all  tliat  concerns 
them,  belong  to  history.  Invention  has  cer- 

tainly had  nothing  to  do  with  anything  herein 
stated ;  and  we  leave  the  reader  to  form  his 
own  opinion  upon  the  significance  or  insignifi- 

cance of  the  silbjcct  and  the  matter. 

[Sinco,  the  .ibovc  was  written  I  have  met  Avitli  the  ful- 
lowinj;  brief  notice  of  General  Darke,  from  tlie  pen  of  a 
local  clironicler,  in  tlie  Charlestown  i<Vec  Press.  It  con- 

tains Bomc  additional  facts,  and  a  pleasing  incident,  very 
characteristic  of  the  brave  f-oldier: 
"William  Darke. — Ilis  name  belongs  to  the  Biogra- 

phy of  American  Heroes  ;  ,nor  is  it  nnknown  in  tlie  early 
statesmanship  of  Virginia.  General  Darke  was  in  the 
State  Convention  of  ITSS,  and  voted  for  tlie  Federal  Con- 
stitntion.  He  was  badly  wounded  at  St.  Clair's  defeat; 
and  liis  son,  Captain  Joseph  Darke,  was  slain.  lie 
served  previously  in  the  Revolution,  and  suffered  long  as 
a  prisoner.  There  is  a  tradition  that,  on  his  return  from 
confinement,  he  stopped  at  a  tavern  where  a  bird  was  en- 

caged. He  bought  it  from  the  landlady  for  one  dollar, 
and  immediately  threw  it  up,  telling  it  to  go  free,  as  he 
knew  the  life  of  a  prison.  He  was  one  of  the  Hangers 
of  1755  (then  nineteen  years  old),  serving  under  Wash- 

ington, in  Braddock's  ill-managed  march  toward  Fort 
Duqucsne.  He  was  born  in  Pennsylvania,  but  came 
to  this  neighborhood  when  six  years  old,  in  1741,  with 
his  father.  The  splendid  estate  where  ho  was  reared, 
and  where  he  reared  his  family,  was  on  Elk  Branch,  Duf- 
field's  Depot  hAug  included  in  it."] 

THE  IDENTIFICATION: 
A  NARRATIVE  OF  FACTS,  BY  A  CONSTABULARY OFFICER. 

OVEMBER  the  15th,  18—,  I  received  a  re- 
port from  Constable  Ilanly,  of  Ballytoher 

station,  to  the  effect,  that  the  house  of  a  respect- 
able widow,  named  Murphy,  had  been  attacked 

on  the  previous  night,  and  broken  into  by  a 
party,  two  of  whom  were  armed  with  pistols. 
The  house  had  been  robbed  of  a  considerable 
sum  of  money,  and  the  widow  and  her  daughter 

severely  beaten.  'J'hc  old  woman  had  been 
treated  in  a  barbarous  manner.  I  lost  not  a  mo- 

ment in  hastening  to  "  visit  the  scene." 
Mrs.  Muqihy  was  the  widow  of  a  man  named 

Michael  Murphy,   who  had  been  for  several 
years  a  tenant  to  Colonel  N  ,  of  .  He 
held  by  lease  about  twenty  acres  of  land  at  a 
fair  rent.  Whe'n  he  died  he  left  behind  him 
the  widow,  a  son  about  twenty  years  of  age,  and 
a  daughter,  not  then  eighteen,  together  with  a 
small  amount  which  he  had  hoard(;d. 

No  })cr,son  was  within  at  the  time  when  the 
outrage  was  committed,  except  th(^  widow,  her 
daughter,  and  a  servant  girl.  Her  son,  James 
Murphy,  had  gone  to  a  distant  fair  to  sell  calves, 
and  had  not  returned. 

On  my  arrival  at  the  house,  about  half  past 
eight  oMock  in  the  morning,  I  found  the  state 
of  the  poor  widow  to  be  very  alarming.  I  cleared 
the  house,  and  examined  tlie  daughter,  who,  aft- 

er hesitation  and  weeping,  stated  that  she  knew 
one  of  the  men,  and  he  the  principal.  Tiiis 
was  a  young  man  named  Thomas  Courtney,  of 
Cloongoon,  and  she  could  jiot  be  mistaken,  ns 
she  had  known  him  for  years.  She  hrul  taxed 
him  with  it  to  his  face  when  he  was  beating  her 
mother,  and  told  him  she  would  hang  him  for 
the  murder.  The  servant  girl  corroborated  this 
as  to  Thomas  Courtney ;  but  neither  of  tiiem 
knew  the  other  persons  who  had  attacked  the 
house.  Courtney  happened  to  be  a  young  man 
of  the  most  unexceptionable  character  in  the 
neighborhood. 

I  proceeded  to  the  house  of  Courtney's  father, 
accompanied  by  two  policemen.  It  was  a  mile 
from  the  widow's;  and  on  going  in  we  found 
Thomas  Courtney  at  breakfast  with  his  father 
and  mother,  and  a  younger  brother.  They  all 
stood  up,  and  although  there  was  evident  sur- 
])rise  in  their  manner,  there  was  nothing  to  in- 

dicate guilt  or  even  confusion  in  Tom's  appear- 
ance. "Welcome,  your  honor,  welcome  ! "  said 

father  and  son,  almost  in  a  breath.  Sit  down, 

your  honors,  and  take  an  air  of  the  fire  ;  you're 
out  early,  and  the  mornin'  is  damp." 

"No,  thank  you,  Courtney,"  said  I.  "The 
fact  is,  I  have  called  upon  business." 

"Upon  business,  your  honor;  why,  then,  is 
there  any  thing  the  matter?  Or  is  there  any 
thing  Tom  or  I  can  do  for  you  ?" 

There  was  a  freedom  from  any  alarm  in  all 
this  which  it  was  painful  to  be  obliged  to  dissi- 

pate. I  asked  Thomas  where  he  had  been  all 
night  ?  He  said,  at  home  ;  and  fiither  and  mo- 

ther, both  getting  uneasy,  declared  they  could 
swear  he  had.  His  brother  Billy,  who  slept  in 
the  bed  with  him,  said  the  same.  I  then  told 
Courtney  that  he  was  my  prisoner,  charged  with 
a  serious  offense,  and  I  requested  him  not  to 
say  any  thing.  He  would  bo  brought  before 
the  magistrate,  and  it  was  better  for  the  ]:)rcsent 
that  he  should  be  silent. 

"Silent!"  he  cried,  dashing  the  chair  upon 
which  he  had  been  sitting  against  the  ground ; 
"silent!  I  care  not  who  hears  what  I  say.  I 
stand  at  the  world's  defiance ;  there's  no  person 
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so  black  as  can  injure  me :  and  even  if  I  had 
not  my  father  and  my  mother,  and  my  brother 
Billy  there  to  clear  me,  I  have  enough  within 
my  breast  to  tell  me  that  I  can  defy  the  world. 
I  shall  be  ready  in  one  minute,  Sir,"  he  added, 
in  a  calmer  tone  ;  and,  going  to  an  inner  room, 
he  returned  almost  immediately,  with  his  great 
coat  and  hat  on. 

It  were  needless  to  pursue  the  scene  which 
took  place  when  the  actual  fact  of  his  being 
about  to  be  marched  off  forced  itself  upon  his 
father  and  mother.  There  was  all  that  clapping 
of  hands  and  screaming  upon  the  part  of  the 
mother,  with,  silent  and  sullen  preparation  by 
the  father  to  accompany  liim,  interrupted  wdth 
exclamations  of  "Whist,  I  tell  you — will  you 
hold  your  tongue,  you  fool !"  addressed  to  his 
wife,  which  are  usual  on  such  occasions. 

Before  leaving  the  house,  I  made  search  for 

voung  Courtney's  clothes  and  shoes,  for  the 
night  had  been  very  wet;  but  I  found  them  dry 
and  unsoiled. 

I  then  brought  Tom  Courtney  away  with  me. 
He  made  light  of  any  thing  which  could  be 
brought  against  him ;  said  he  was  certain,  when 
he  was  brought  face  to  face  with  his  accusers, 
lie  could  defy  them,  and  seemed  confident  of 
being  permitted  to  return  with  his  father;  told 
his  mother  not  to  fret,  that  he'd  be  back  in  a 
couple  of  hours,  and  to  keep  up  her  heart ;  but 
as  we  started  she  threw  herself,  in  a  state  of 
distraction,  upon  the  stone  bench  in  front  of  the 
house,  rocking  to  and  fro,  Avith  a  short  of  shiv- 

ering moan,  which  it  was  piteous  to  hear,  dying 
away  in  the  wind  as  we  got  farther  from  the 
door. 

On  my  arrival  at  the  police-barrack  with 
Courtney,  I  learned  that  the  Widow  Murphy 
was  in  a  poor  state.  The  doctor  feared  there 
was  a  fracture  of  the  skull.  She  was  also  se- 

riously injured  by  burning.  Within  the  last 
half  hour  she  had  in  some  degree  revived,  and 
recognized  her  daughter.  I  then  sent  Catherine 
Murphy  and  Winefred  Cox  (the  servant  girl 
who  had  been  in  the  house  at  the  time  of  the 
attack)  to  my  own  head  station,  where  I  soon 
after  brought  the  prisoner.  I  had  sent  a  police- 

man across  the  fields  to  the  magistrate,  with  a 
few  lines  in  pencil,  to  request  that  he  would 
come  over  as  soon  as  possible,  as  I  feared  there 
had  been  murder  done  during  the  night ;  and  I 
had  not  long  to  w^ait  his  arrival,  lie  received 
the  informations  of  the  daughter  and  the  serv- 

ant girl,  both  of  whom  swore  in  the  most  dis- 
tinct manner  against  Thomas  Courtney  as  the 

principal,  and  he  was  fully  committed  for  trial. 
The  same  day  James  IMurphy,  having  re- 

turned from  a  fair,  came  to  me,  and  detailed  a 
conversation  he  had  wdth  Tom  Courtney  two 
days  before  the  fair;  of  which  more  anon. 

The  third  day  the  doctor  told  me  the  widow 
could  not  long  survive.  I  lost  no  time,  there- 

fore, in  sending  for  the  magistrate.  In  less 
than  an  hour  we  met  at  her  bedside. 

On  being  interrogated,  she  said:  "I  know 
that  I'm  going  to  die,  and  it's  not  of  him  I'm 

thinking,  although  he  left  ray  poor  Jemmy  an 
orphan,  and  my  little  girl  without  a  mother; 
I'd  rather  say  nothing  at  all  about  it ;  I  forgive 
him ;  oh !  let  me  die  with  the  comfort  of  for- 

giveness upon  my  heart.  He  must  have  been 
mad,  for  he  wasn't  drunk;  but  I'll  not  swear 
against  him.  I'm  on  my  death-bed,  and  I'll 
take  no  oath  at  all.  Oh,  Tom,  Tom,  I  forgive 
you !  and  may  the  Lord  forgive  you  as  I  do  this 
day!"  The  magistrate  told  her  she  would  be 
required  merely  to  tell  the  truth  before  God. 
He  considered  she  was  bound  in  conscience  to 
do  so. 

"Oh,  I  know  that,  Sir,"  she  replied;  "and 
sure  you  can  have  the  truth  from  enough  with- 

out asking  it  from  a  dyin'  woman  ;  there  is 
Kitty  herself,  and  there's  Winny  Cox,  didn't 
they  both  see  him  better  than  I  did,  and  didn't 
they  both  tax  him  to  his  face  ?  And  sure  he 
never  spoke  a  word,  for  he  couldn't  deny  it. 
Oh,  Tom,  Tom^ — Thomas  Courtney,  may  the 
Lord  forgive  you  this  day !  'twas  surely  you  and 
your  party  that  murdered  me.  Oh,  Tom,  Tom, 
avic  machree !  wouldn't  I  give  her  to  you  an' 
welcome  before  any  boy  in  the  parish,  if  she 
was  for  you?  and  didn't  I  often  tell  you,  as- 
thore,  to  wait,  and  that  maybe  she'd  come 
round!  Oh,  Tom,  Tom,  if  I  wanted  help  isn't 
it  to  yourself  I'd  send?  and  to  think  that  it  was 
you,  Tom,  that  came  and  murdered  me  and 
robbed  me,  and  that  it's  on  you  I  must  lay  my 
death  at  last !  Oh,  Tom,  I  wonder  will  the 
Lord  forgive  you,  if  I  do  this  day."  Here  she 
lay  back,  exhausted. 

The  magistrate,  w  ho  had  written  all  that  was 
necessary  of  w^hat  she  had  said,  and  put  it  into 
proper  form  (I  had  written  down  every  word 
precisely  as  she  had  uttered  it :  all  through  this 
narrative  of  actual  occurrences  I  copy  from  my 
note-book),  then  read  it  over  to  her,  and  she 
continued  steadfastly  to  alfirm  that  Courtney 
had  been  the  leader  in  the  attack. 

November  19th,  Constable  Hanly  arrived  at 
my  station  early,  with  an  account  that  the 
Widow  Murphy  died  during  the  night, 

"Well,  Hanl}^,"  said  I,  "what  is  this  you 
have  to  tell  me  now?" 

"Why,  then,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  that.  The 
very  night  the  Widow  Murphy's  house  was  at- 

tacked the  party  called  at  the  house  of  Phil 
Moran,  who  keeps  a  public-house  at  the  cross- 

roads of  Shroneen,  and  asked  for  whisky,  Mo- 
ran, I  hear,  refused  to  open  the  door,  and  they 

smashed  it  in,  and  made  him  give  them  the 
Avhisky.  Now,  Sir,  Phil  Moran  is  an  uncle  of 
Tom  Courtney's;  and,  I  believe,  recognized 
him  and  spoke  to  him.  I  think.  Sir,  this 
clenches  the  business,  if  it  be  true.  And  what 
makes  me  believe  it  the  more,  he  left  home  ere 

yesterday  mornin',  after  the  widow  died,  and 
has  not  returned  ;  but  he  let  it  slip  the  morning 
after  it  happened  as  a  good  joke,  and  before  he 
heard  of  the  attack,  and  then  he  drew  in  his 

horns,  and  now  he's  gone  off." 
Old  Ned  Courtney,  Tom's  father,  was  one  of 

the  higher  class  of  farmers.    He  was  a  most  re- 
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spcctable  man  in  every  sense.    He  had  realized 
a  few  hundred  pounds,  which  lay  to  his  credit 
in  the  Branch  Bank  of  Ireland.    He  was  a  fa-  i 
voritc  witli  the  gentry,  who  used  to  shake  hands  ' 
with  him  at  llic  fairs,  and  ask  his  opinion  about  ' 
stock.    Thomas  was  his  eldest  son.    Tom  was  ' 
sent  when  a  mere  lad  to  a  neighboring  school,  j 
where  he  soon  exhibited  great  parts ;  and  ere  I 
three  years  had  been  accomplished,  was  fit  to  ' 
''blind  the  master"  in  the  classics.    He  would  | 
argue  witli  him,  and  discoorse  him  for  a  whole 
hour  with  an  ingenuity  that  baffled,  and  an  elo- 

quence that  astonished  poor  M 'Sweeny — such 
was  the  master's  name  —  while  the  younger 
scholars  sat,  with  their  mouths  open  and  their 

Universks''  on  their  knees,  whispering  and 
nudging  in  wonder  and  delight,  to  see  the  mas- 

ter scratching  his  head  with  his  left  hand,  while 
every  moment  he  drew  the  thumb  of  his  right 
across  the  tip  of  his  tongue,  and  with  a  rapidity 
that  almost  eluded  the  quickest  eye  (and  Tom's 
eye  was  quick)  turned  the  leaves  over  and  over, 
backward  and  forward,  quoting  a  line  here  and 
there,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Why,  thin,  you 
young  jackanapes  you,  there  isn't  a  line  of  it, 
from  cover  to  cover  (the  book  had  none),  that  I 
hadn't  at  my  fingers'  ends  before  you  were  born. 
'Tityre  tu  patulaj  recubans' — och,  bother  (an- 

other turn  or  two) — '  O,  Formose  puer  nimium 
ne  crede  colori' — bah !  can  you  translate  that. 
Misther  Courtney,  eh?" 

"You're  out 'there,  at  all  events,  Mr.  Mac, 
for  I  never  had  a  bit." 

"Well,  you're  as  consated  as  if  you  had. 
Stan'  up  there,  three  syllables,  will  you?"  and 
thus  would  half  an  hour's  sparring  take  jjlace 
between  M'Sweeny  and  his  pupil. 

About  this  time,  too — for  Tommy  was  now 
past  sixteen  (and  it  is  extraordinary  how  early 
the  Irish  youngsters  take  a  notion) — Tom  Court- 

ney fell  in  love  with  Catherine  Murphy,  the 
daughter  of  the  Widow  Murphy,  of  Cortheen ; 
she  was  a  beautiful  girl,  somewhat  about  his 
own  age.  But  if  my  remark  about  the  young- 

sters falling  in  love  thus  early  be  applicable  to 
the  boys,  believe  me,  it  is  no  less  true  as  regards 
the  girls  in  Ireland— and,  early  as  Tommy  was 
in  the  field,  he  was  not  in  time,  for  there  was 
one  before  him ;  and  Catherine  refused  to  hear 
a  word  from  hira.  point-blank,  though  without 
telling  him  why.  But  he  soon  found  out ;  and 
as  he  shortly  afterward  changed  the  scene  and 
manner  of  his  life,  and  perhaps  many  of  the 
feelings  with  which  his  boyish  days  were  asso- 

ciated, he  tliought  but  seldom  of  Catherine 
Murphy.  Tom  continued,  however,  to  go  to 
M 'Sweeny's  school  for  another  year,  at  the  end 
of  which  he  had  learned  more  than  M'Sweeny 
could  teach,  and  "was  quite  all  out  and  entire- 

ly"— to  use  the  pedagogue's  own  words — "be- 
yant  his  ingenuity  or  comprehinsion  to  resolve." 
Mr.  M'Sweeny,  therefore,  called  one  morning 
on  old  Courtney,  and  told  him  "that  he'd  have 
to  send  Masther  Courtney  to  some  other  school, 
for  that  he  could  get  no  good  of  him — that  in 
place  of  larnin'  his  lessons  and  houldin'  his 

tongue,  as  a  clever  boy  ought,  and  takin'  the 
larnin'  from  thim  that  was  alilc  to  give  it,  it's 
what  he  was  always  inthcrruj)tin'  hirn,  Btartin' 
him  questions,  and  mcanderin'  about  books  that 
he  wasn't  within  a  year  and  a  half  of." It  was  decided  that  Tom  should  enter  the 
Church,  and  he  spent  three  years  at  Maynoolh. 

It  was  before  the  end  of  the  third  year  that 
Courtney  unexpectedly  ajjpeared  at  home,  hav- 

ing nothing  Avhatever  of  a  clerical  appearance 
about  him,  and  unhesitatingly  declared  "  that 
he  never  would  go  back  to  Maynooth,  as  he  had 
given  up  all  idea  of  ever  going  into  the  ministry 
— at  least  into — ;"  and  here  he  stopped  short, 
and  would  give  no  reason  for  any  thing  he  cither 
had  done  or  intended  to  do. 

After  this  interview  it  began  to  be  pretty  gen- 
erally reported  through  the  parish  that  young 

Courtney  had  turned  Protestant — a  circumstance 
which,  as  he  had  not  been  at  mass  since  his  re- 

turn, was  also  pretty  generally  believed.  On 
the  other  hand,  however,  he  had  not  been  at 
church ;  but  this  was  an  extreme  step,  which, 
perhaps,  he  was  not  prepared  to  brave,  if  his 
views  were  even  so  decided  or  confirmed  as  to 
have  prompted  it. 

Tom  Courtney  was  tall.  His  glossy,  dark 
hair  grew  in  rich  curls  backward  from  a  broad 
and  manly  forehead,  and  contrasted  with  the 
marble  whiteness  of  a  long  neck,  which  Byron 
might  have  envied.  His  eyes  shone  with  a  dark 
but  soft  brilliancy,  which  pi'evented  you  from  be- 

ing able  to  ascertain  their  precise  color.  His 
nose  was  straight  and  perfectly  formed.  His 
cheeks  w^ere  pale — very  pale — excejJt  at  times 
when  exercise  or  the  excitement  of  debate  or 
argument  tinged  them  with  a  bloom  which,  for 
a  moment,  you  thought  rendered  him  handsomer 
than  usual ;  but,  when  it  was  gone,  you  thought 
you  were  wrong,  and  that  the  ])ale  check  became 
him  most.  In  disposition  Tom  Courtney  had 
hitherto  been  considered  a  most  amiable  and 
benevolent  young  man,  and  his  character  for 
every  thing  that  -was  correct  and  good  had  been 
proverbial. 

Matters  lay  in  abeyance  for  three  months. 
It  was  now  the  middle  of  February  ;  the  assizes 
drew  near,  nothing  new  had  turned  up,  and 
Philip  Moran  had  not  been  heard  of— a  very 
damaging  fact  for  poor  Tom  Courtney's  case. March  2f/.— Ilanly  had  found  Pliilip  Moran 

at  Carrickfcrgus,  where  he  had  fled  to  a  friend's house.  I  brought  him  before  the  magistrate 
with  the  view  of  having  his  informations  taken. 
He  refused,  however,  to  be  sworn,  maintaining 
an  unbroken  silence.  The  magistrate  explain- 

ed to  him  the  position  in  which  he  was  placed  if 
his  evidence  was  against  his  nephew  ;  but  that, 
at  the  same  time,  he  had  a  duty  to  perform  from 
which  he  should  not  shrink :  but  ISIoran  only 
compressed  his  lips  the  more  closely,  as  if  de- 

termined not  to  speak.  The  magistrate  then 
told  him  if  he  continued  to  refuse  he  had  no 
course  left  but  to  commit  him  to  jail.  His  only 

reply  Avas,  "God's  will  be  done,  I  do  refuse." A  committal  was  then  made  out,  and  Pliilip 
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Moran  lay  that  night  not  four  cells  distant  from 
his  nephew  in  the  county  jail. 

March  1th. — It  was  now  the  evening  before 
the  assizes,  at  least  the  evening  before  the  tri- 

als. The  Crown  Judge,  Sir  William  Smith, 
had  arrived,  opened  the  commission,  given  his 
charge  to  the  grand  jury,  and  retired  to  his 
lodgings ;  the  town  was  in  a  bustle ;  two  sen- 

tries were  measuring  about  dueling  distance  be- 
fore the  Judge's  door.  The  sheriff's  carriage 

was  rolling  up  the  street ;  police,  with  their 
packs,  were  arriving  in  small  parties  from  the 
distant  stations  ;  and  lodging-houses  and  eating- 
houses  were  on  the  alert.  Two  of  these  police 
parties  met  from  different  directions  at  the  head 
of  the  main  street,  when  the  following  incident 
occurred :  Constable  Collert,  with  two  men, 
plumped  up  against  Constable  Ferriss,  with  one 
man,  at  the  corner  of  the  street. 

Halloa !  boys,"  said  Ferriss,  "where  do  you 
put  up  ?  let  us  stop  together  ;  Martiii  Kavanagh 
recommended  us  to  stop  at  Frank  Hinnegan's 
— a  quiet,  decent  house,  and  no  resort  of  any 
one  but  respectable  people ;  come  along  with 
us,  you'll  not  get  cheaper  or  better  lodgings  in 
the  town  ;  come  along." 

"Ay,"  replied  Collert,  "so  it  is,  but  it's  very 
far  from  the  court  and  the  parades  ;  we're  three 
to  two  against  you,  and  come  with  us  to  Jemmy 
M 'Coy's — it's  just  as  cheap  and  respectable  a 
house  as  Hinnegan's,  and  not  half  so  far  from 
the  parades.  Hinnegan's,  I  know,  is  a  clean, 
comfortable  house,  but  it's  an  out-of-the-way 

place." "Did  you  ever  stop  in  it  ?"  said  Ferriss. 
"I  did,  one  quarter  sessions,"  said  Collert; 

"and,  indeed,  a  cheap,  nice  house  it  is  ;  but  I 
tell  you,  'tis  out  of  the  way  ;  so  come  away  with 
us  to  M'Coy's ;  the  County  Inspector  is  very 
sharp  as  to  time — he's  always  on  parade  him- 

self: I  vote  for  M'Coy's,  'tis  quite  close  to  our 
work,  boys." 

"Toss  up  for  choice,"  said  a  young  sub  who 
had  not  yet  spoken,  "and  let  us  all  abide  by 
the  winner." 

"Done!"  said  Ferriss,  "though  I  am  very 
unlucky." 

"Agreed,"  said  they  all  in  a  voice,  and  out 
came  a  half-penny  from  Ferriss's  pocket. 

"I'll  cry,"  said  Collert. 
"With  all  my  heart,"  said  Ferriss.  Up  it went. 
''Headr  cried  Collert. 

"You  lost,"  said  Ferriss,  "it's  legs;  I  won, 
for  once  in  my  life,  boys ;  maybe  there's  luck  in 
that  Manx  half-penny." 

They  all  then  adjourned  to  Hinnegan's  lodg- ing-house. 
March  dth. — Tom  Courtney  stood  erect  in  the 

front  of  tlie  dock,  and  never  took  his  eyes  off  the 
clerk  of  the  Crown  while  he  was  reading  the  in- 

dictment. When  he  had  ended  with  the  usual 

question  of  "How  say  you,  are  you  guilty  or 
not?"  Courtney  threw  his  eyes,  as  it  would  ap- 

pear, through  the  vaulted  roof  up  into  the  very 
heaven,  and  replied,  in  a  voice  which  was  not 

loud,  but  which,  in  its  beauty  and  distinctness, 
was  heard  by  the  farthest  individual  in  the  court, 
"Not  guilty,  so  help  me  God,  in  this  my  great 
extremity;"  and  he  leaned  forward,  faintingly. 

Mr.  B  ,  the  famous  counsel,  was  assigned 
to  the  prisoner. 

The  trial  commenced  with  an  able  statement 
from  the  Counsel  for  the  Crown.  Catherine 
Murphy  was  the  first  witness.  She  stated,  that 
on  the  14th  of  November  she  was  in  her  mother's 
house.  Her  brother,  James,  was  absent  at  a 
fair ;  some  time  after  midnight  there  was  a  loud 
knocking  at  the  door ;  witness  got  up,  and  put 
on  her  clothes;  was  greatly  frightened;  her 
mother  told  her  not  to  speak.  Winny  Cox  slept 
on  a  loft  over  a  small  room  that  Avas  off  the  far 
side  of  the  kitchen  ;  Winefred  Cox  got  up  also, 
while  the  knocking  was  going  on,  and  just  as 
she  was  coming  down  from  the  loft  the  door 
Avas  smashed  in  upon  the  floor,  and  two  men  en- 

tered. They  lit  a  candle  at  the  fire  ;  knew  the 
man  that  blew  the  coal ;  knew  him  when  the 
light  of  the  coal  was  flaring  on  his  face,  as  w  ell 
as  after  the  candle  was  lit ;  could  not  be  mis- 

taken, as  she  knew  the  j)risoner  from  the  time 
they  were  children,  and  her  heart  jumped  up 
when  she  saw  it  was  Tom  Courtney.  The  men 
were  armed  with  pistols  ;  they  came  to  the  bed- 

side where  her  mother  lay  ;  one  of  them  seized 
her  by  the  arm  and  made  her  sit  up ;  on  her 
oath,  it  was  the  prisoner,  and  "it's  at  his  door 

I  lay  my  mother's  death." There  was  here  a  sensation  and  murmur 
through  the  court ;  but  after  a  few  moments 
the  examination  was  continued. 

"  Witness  knew  the  prisoner  for  many  years  ; 
he  was  son  to  a  neighbor ;  is  positive  that  he  is 
the  man ;  the  prisoner  demanded  where  the 
money  was ;  her  mother  denied  that  she  had 
any  money  in  the  house ;  the  prisoner  then 
struck  her  with  the  end  of  the  pistol ;  knew  that 
her  mother  had  a  small  box  with  some  money 
in  it ;  thinks  about  fourteen  or  fifteen  pounds 
besides  some  silver,  but  did  not  know  where  she 
kept  it ;  if  she  knew  she  would  have  told  the 
prisoner  at  once  to  save  her  mother;  told  her 
mother,  for  God's  sake,  to  tell  him  where  it  was, 
and  let  their  bad  luck  go  with  it ;  her  mother  re- 

plied, '  Never  ;  Tom,  you're  the  last  man  breath- 
ing I  thought  would  do  me  an  ill  turn,  and  only 

for  you  struck  me,  I'd  think  it  v/as  joking  you 
are,  or  through  liquor,  what  I  never  saw  on  you 

yet.'  They  then  dragged  my  mother  out  of  the bed,  and  brought  her  into  the  kitchen,  where 
tliey  struck  her  again,  but  she  would  not  tell  ; 
they  drew  oat  the  rakings  of  the  fire  upon  the 
hearth,  and  threw  her  down  upon  them  ;  the 
prisoner  held  her  under  the  arms,  and  the  other 
man  pulled  her  legs  from  under  her;  witiijess 
then  roared  murder,  and  seized  the  prisoner  by 
the  throat ;  called  the  prisoner  by  his  name,  and 
said,  *  Tom  Courtney,  I'll  hang  you  as  high  as 
the  castle  for  this  night's  work;'  he  gave  wit- 

ness a  blow  which  staggered  her  over  against 
the  wall,  and  said,  '  Give  up  the  money  before 
there's  mischief  done  ;'  her  mother  was  screajn- 
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ing  very  loud.  Wlicn  they  first  threw  her  mo- 
ther down  upon  the  coals,  Winny  C'ox  jumped 

down  off  the  loft  and  grappled  with  the  second 

man ;  with  Winny's  hclj),  and  what  witness 
could  do  after  she  got  the  blow,  lier  mother 
struggled  into  the  middle  of  the  kitchen  floor, 
and  said,  '  Give  them  the  box,  Kitty,  it's  in  the 
little  press  at  the  head  of  the  bed,'  and  she  faint- 

ed off.  They  then  departed,  leaving  her  mo- 
ther, as  she  thought,  dead  ;  saw  the  notes  in  the 

box  when  the  prisoner  opened  it ;  there  was  also 
a  purse  in  the  box  with  some  silver  in  it,  which 
belonged  to  witness  herself;  would  know  it 
again  if  she  saw  it  among  a  thousand — a  good 
right  she'd  have — 'twas  the  prisoner  himself  gave 
it  to  her,  about  four  years  ago  ;  it  was  a  leather 
purse,  lined  with  silk,  and  there  were  letters 
upon  it ;  witness  gave  it  to  her  mother  to  keep 
for  safety;  did  not  know  the  second  man  that 
came  into  the  house." 

This  witness  was  cross-examined  at  much 
length  by  Mr.  B  ,  principally  as  to  her  for- 

mer intimacy  with  the  prisoner,  but  notliing 
was  elicited. 

Winefred  Cox  was  next  examined,  and  she 
corroborated  every  syllable  that  had  been  sworn 
to  by  the  first  witness  in  its  most  minute  par- 

ticulars:  heard  Catherine  Murphy  say,  "Tom 
Courtney,  I'll  hang  you  for  this  night's  work ; 
it's  often  my  mother  nursed  you,  to  murder  her 
at  last !"  knew  the  prisoner  for  many  years,  and could  not  be  mistaken. 

riiilip  Moran  was  then  sent  for  to  the  witness 
room,  and  put  upon  the  table ;  and  here  there 
was  a  very  painful  scene  indeed — not  a  being 
in  court  whose  heart  did  not  beat. 

Moran  never  raised  his  eyes,  never  opened 
his  lips ;  he  moved  not ;  he  did  not  appear  to 
breathe.  The  Clerk  of  the  Crown  held  forth  the 
book  and  told  him  to  take  it,  but  his  arms  seem- 

ed as  though  they  were  dead  by  his  side.  The 
Counsel  for  the  Crown  rose,  and  addressing  his 
lordship,  said, 

"My  lord,  this  is  a  most  material  witness, 
and  however  painful  the  position  in  which  he 
stands  toward  the  prisoner,  and  in  which  we 
stand  in  being  obliged  to  bring  him  forward — 
for  I  understand  he  is  his  uncle — the  case  is 
one  of  such  magnitude  in  itself,  and  so  peculiar 
as  regards  the  unfortunate  man  in  the  dock, 
that  we  feel  it  imperative  upon  us  to  establish 
it  by  the  mouths  of  many  witnesses.  The  pris- 

oner, I  understand,  has  hitherto  borne  a  most 
excellent  character,  and  I  am  aware  that  such 
will  be  attested  here  this  day  by  many  most  re- 

spectable persons ;  but  this  very  fact,  my  lord, 
only  makes  it  the  more  incumbent  upon  us  to 
fortify  our  case  by  all  the  evidence  we  can  fair- 

ly bring  to  bear  upon  it,  in  order  to  satisfy, 
not  only  the  jury,  but  the  public,  beyond  the 
shadow  of  a  doubt,  as  to  the  guilt  of  the  pris- 

oner." 
"I  have  no  doubt  he  will  give  his  evidence," 

said  the  Judge.  "Witness,  listen  to  me."  Not 
a  move  ;  not  a  stir. 

* '  Witness,  pray  direct  your  eyes  toward  me, 

Avhile  I  address  a  very  few  words  to  you,"  con- tinued the  Judge. 
Had  he  been  made  of  marble  lie  could  not 

have  been  more  immovable  ;  death  could  not 
have  becu  more  still.  I  think  the  Judge  thought 
he  must  have  been  in  a  fit  of  some  kind,  for  he 
seemed  perplexed,  and  I  heard  him  ask,  in  an 
undertone,  if  the  medical  gentleman  who  had 
charge  of  the  jail  was  in  court,  and  directed 
him  to  be  sent  for.  In  the  mean  lime  he  again 
addressed  him  by  saying, 

"Witness,  I  am  quite  certain  you  niu>t  hear 
what  I  say ;  at  least  I  shall  take  it  for  granted 
that  you  do  :  your  present  course  can  not  avail 
you;  the  law  must  be  vindicated;  and  however 
})ainful  it  may  be  to  you,  you  must  give  your 
evidence;  or,  should  you  persist  in  refusing  to 
do  so,  I  shall  have  no  course  left  but  to  com- 

mit you  to  j)rison,  ;ind  that,  let  me  add,  indefi- 

nitely." 
Still  not  a  word ;  not  a  move.  Here  the 

prisoner  started  up  from  the  position  he  had  all 
this  time  maintained,  and  called  out, 

"Uncle  Philip  —  Uncle  Philip,  won't  you 
speak  to  rnef    You  will;  you  must 

This  seemed  to  act  like  magic  on  the  witness, 
for  he  turned  quickly  round  and  gazed  his  neph- 

ew in  the  face  as  he  continued, 
"Uncle  Piiilip,  take  the  book  and  give  your 

evidence  like  a  man  ;  what  are  you  afraid  of? 
Think  you  not  that  your  unwillingness  to  tell 
the  truth  must  be  construed  into  an  unwilling- 

ness to  injure  me?  May  it  not,  nay,  must  it 
not,  impress  the  jury  and  the  public  as  clearly 
against  me  as  any  evidence  Avhich  you  can  give? 
Uncle  Philip,  there  is  but  one  consideration 
which  should  tempt  you  to  hold  out  in  this  man- 

ner, and  that  is,  a  consciousness  of  having  been 
induced,  through  any  influence,  to  be  about  to 
state  that  which  is  not  the  fact :  if  that  be  the 

case,  you  do  well  to  pause  ;  but  no,  it  is  an  un- 
worthy thought,  and  I  ask  your  pardon  ;  the 

love  you  have  borne  my  mother  and  myself,  and 
the  whole  course  you  have  adopted  in  this  mel- 

ancholy business  forbid  the  supposition."  Here 
the  prisoner  was  completely  overcome,  and  again 
covering  his  face  with  his  hands  he  writhed  in 
the  agony  of  distress — 'twas  the  Avord  mother that  unmanned  him. 

I  have  been  for  upward  of  thirty  years  in  the 
habit  of  attending  like  places,  and  I  never  wit- 

nessed such  a  scene. 

Presently  the  prisoner  regained  his  self-pos- 
session, and  "proudly  he  ilung  his  clustering 

ringlets  back,"  and  continued, 
"  Rouse  yourself.  Uncle  Piiilip ;  take  the  book 

and  give  your  evidence.  I  know  you  will  swear 
nothing  but  what  you  believe  to  be  the  truth." 

"'Tis  a  diflicult  thing,  Tom,"  said  his  uncle, 
turning  round,  "and  for  all  I  have  to  say  it  isn't 

much." 

As  he  took  the  book  I  heard  Tom  Courtney 
say,  "God  help  you.  Uncle  Philip  !  they  might 
have  spared  you  this,  for  they  have  enough." Philip  Moran  was  then  sworn  and  examined : 
kept  a  public  house  at  Raheen ;  on  the  night 
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the  Widow  Murphy's  house  was  attacked,  very 
late,  or  toward  morning,  some  persons  called 
at  his  house  and  asked  for  whisky — refused  to 
give  it  to  them  at  that  hour;  they  said  they  were 
travelers  and  were  very  wet,  that  they  should 
get  it;  looked  out  through  the  window,  saw 
three  persons;  it  was  a  moonlight  night,  but 
very  wet ;  thought  he  knew  one  of  the  men  who 
stood  a  little  to  one  side  ;  told  them  to  go  home, 
that  they  could  be  no  strangers ;  one  of  them 
swore  they  would  smash  in  the  door  if  it  was 
not  opened,  but  that  they  had  plenty  of  money, 
and  would  pay  well  for  the  whisky ;  thought 
the  easiest  way  to  get  rid  of  them  Avas  to  give 
them  the  whisky ;  lit  a  candle,  and  drew  half 
a  pint;  did  not  wish  them  to  come  in,  and 
brought  it  to  the  door,  which  he  opened ;  two 
of  them  stood  inside,  and  said  it  was  a  shame 
to  keep  them  so  long  in  the  rain,  because  they 
were  strangers.  Witness  turned  the  light  of 
the  candle  upon  the  man  who  stood  outside, 
looked  sharp  at  him,  and  said,  "  There's  one  of 
you  no  stranger  at  all  events.  Tom,  what's 
the  matter?  Won't  you  come  in  and  dry  your- 

self?" He  made  no  reply,  and  witness  said, 
"You  had  better  go  home,  Tom,  as  fa.'^t  as  you 
can."  Knew  Tom  Courtney  since  he  was  born  ; 
is  his  uncle  by  his  mother ;  the  prisoner  came 
no  nearer,  at  any  time,  than  where  he  first  stood 
— about  four  yards. 

This  witness  was  then  called  upon  by  the 
Crown  to  state  positively  whether  the  prisoner 
was  one  of  those  three  men,  or  if  he  had  any 
doubt.  He  was  positive  that  the  man  who  stood 
outside  was  the  prisoner ;  he  did  not  know  ei- 

ther of  the  other  men,  they  were  strangers. 
This  witness  was  cross-examined  with  great 

ingenuity,  principally  as  to  the  dress  which  the 
prisoner  had  on ;  whether  it  was  that  usually 
worn  by  him,  and  the  opportunity  he  had  of 
distinctly  seeing  his  face.  Upon  the  whole,  this 
cross-examination  was  not  unsuccessful  of  a 
rather  favorable  impression  toward  the  prisoner. 

As  the  old  man  turned  to  go  down  his  eyes 
met  those  of  his  nephew.  They  were  within 
four  feet  of  each  other,  and  Moran  having  gazed 
at  him  for  a  moment,  threw  his  arms  and  shoul- 

ders across  the  rails  of  the  dock,  and  clasping 
him  round  the  neck,  he  cried,  "  Oh,  Tom,  for- 

give me ;  but  I  could  not  wrong  my  soul." 
"  Stand  back,  Uncle  Philip,"  said  Courtney; 

"you'll  drown  me  with  your  tears.  I  know 
you  have  sworn  what  you  believe  to  be  the 
truth,  and  I  would  disown  you  if  you  would  do 
any  thing  else,  even  to  save  my  life." 

He  then  staggered  down,  or  rather  was  helped 
down,  and  you  could  have  heard  his  sobs  dying 
away  in  the  distance  as  he  Avas  supported  out 
of  the  court, 

James  Murphy  was  examined,  and  stated 
that  Courtney  casually  had  met  him  on  the 
road,  some  days  before  the  attack,  and  advised 
him  to  go  to  the  fair  to  sell  his  calves,  as  it  was 
an  excellent  market. 

The  Widow  Murphy's  dying  declaration  was 
then  read,  AA  hen  a  mm-mur  of  surprise  and  in- 

dignation ran  through  the  court.  Persons  who 
had  hitherto  felt  inclined  to  sympathize  with 
the  prisoner  began  noAv  to  look  upon  him  as  a 
hardened  and  hypocritical  ruffian. 

The  case  for  the  prosecution  closed. 
The  leading  Avitness  for  the  defense  Avas 

Courtney's  brother,  Billy,  a  handsome  lad  : 
"Recollected  the  night  the  Widow  Murphy's 
house  Avas  attacked ;  slept  on  that  night  in  the 
bed  Avith  his  brother.  Witness  and  the  prisoner 
Avent  to  bed  about  ten  o'clock;  locked  the  house- 
door,  and  hung  the  key  behind  the  parlor-door ; 
the  prisoner  got  into  bed  first;  he  slept  next 
the  Avail,  and  witness  slept  on  the  outside.  Pris- 

oner and  Avitness  both  said  their  prayers  before 
they  got  into  bed.  The  prisoner  Avas  in  the  bed 
in  the  morning  when  witness  awoke.  Turned 
two  or  three  times  in  the  night,  and,  on  his  sol- 

emn oath,  the  prisoner  Avas  in  the  bed  on  all 
these  occasions. 

Cross-examined  by  Mr.  F  . 
"  The  prisoner  had  other  clothes  in  a  box  in 

the  same  room  ;  could  haA^e  got  them  Avithout 

touching  those  on  the  chair." 
"  Could  he  not  have  left  the  house,  then, 

Avithout  your  knoAvledge,  Sir  ?" 
" 'Tis  just  possible;  but  I  am  positive  he 

never  did." "  Do  you  mean  to  swear.  Sir,  that  he  did  not 
do  that  Avhich  it  Avas  possible  he  could  have  done 

without  your  knowledge  ?" 
"Til  tell  you—" 
"No,  Sir,  you'll  tell  me  nothing  until  you 

give  me  a  direct  answer.  I  ask  you,  Sir,  again, 
and  for  the  last  time,  Avill  you  take  it  upon  your- 

self to  SAvear  that  the  prisoner  did  not  leaA'C 
the  house  that  night  after  you  and  he  went  to 

bed  ?" 

"  I  Avill  not  swear  it  positiA'ely." 
"  You  may  go  doAvn,  Sir." 
"  You  Avere  going  to  say  something  just  now," 

said  the  Judge. 

"  I  Avas  going  to  say,  my  lord,  that  I  would 
not  swear  positiA^ely  to  any  thing  which  I  did 
not  actually  knoAv  to  be  a  fact  of  my  own 
knoAvledge  ;  and  in  this  case,  although  I  am 
quite  satisfied  in  my  own  mind  that  the  prison- 

er did  not  leave  the  house  on  that  night,  yet  as 
the  possibility  does  exist  that  he  could  have 
done  so,  hoAvever  safe  I  might  believe  myself 
to  be  in  SAvearing  it,  I  think  it  Avould  be  Avrong 

to  do  SO." "  It  is  a  very  honest  ansAver,  my  good  boy," 
broke  in  Mr.  B  ,  "  and  stamps  truth  upon 
every  tittle  of  your  evidence." The  Avitness  here  became  much  affected ;  his 
eyes  filled  Avith  tears,  and  the  corners  of  his 
mouth  worked  and  tv/itched  Avith  emotion.  He 
put  a  handkerchief  to  his  eyes  as  he  turned  to 
go  doAvn — more,  I  think,  to  hide  his  brother  as 
he  passed  than  to  check  his  tears  ;  but  the  pris- 

oner stretched  out  his  arms,  and  grasped  him 
by  the  shoulder  as  he  passed,  saying, 

"  God  bless  you,  Billy,  you're  all  right,  man 
— ^you're  all  right !  Forgive  me  if  I  was  afraid 

of  your  love." 
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Billy  then  rushed  throiij,'h  the  crowd,  carry- 
ing the  sympathy  and  belief  of  every  one  who 

heard  his  evidence  with  him. 
The  only  other  evidence  which  was  brought 

forward  was  as  to  character,  and  certainly,  if  it 
could  have  availed  in  opposition  to  the  flood  of 
evidence  which  was  against  the  prisoner,  he 
would  have  been  turned  from  the  dock  a  free 
man ;  the  higliest  and  most  noble  in  the  coun- 

ty, one  and  all,  bore  cheerful  and  distinct  testi- 
mony to  the  amiability  and  uniformly  good  char- 

acter and  conduct  of  Tom  Courtney  ;  the  priests 
(for  they  still  claimed  him)  thronged  forward  to 
the  table  to  bear  witness  to  his  benevolence  and 
kind-heartedness,  from  a  very  child;  and  the 
case  closed. 

The  Judge  slowly  turned  himself  round  to- 
ward the  jury,  and  made  a  very  long  pause — so 

long  that  it  became  at  last  the  subject  of  whis- 
pers from  one  to  another,  and  I  heard  some  one 

say  that  he  was  only  waiting  for  the  buzz  (which 
always  takes  place  at  that  moment  in  a  crowd- 

ed court)  to  subside  —  but  /  did  not  think  it 
was. 

He  commenced,  however,  and  it  was  the  sig- 
nal for  death-like  silence.  I  shall  not  follow 

him  through  his  charge  ;  he  left  no  point  of 
view  in  which  he  did  not  put  the  case.  I  shall 
never  forget  his  voice,  his  views,  his  periods. 
He  closed,  and  during  the  whole  of  his  charge 
he  never  once  used  the  words,  "  On  the  other 
hand,  gentlemen"  (alas  !  there  was  no  other 
hand  to  turn  to) ;  nor  did  he  close  with  that 
general  and  hackneyed  finale  to  all  charges, 
"If  they  had  a  doubt,  a  reasonable  doubt" 
(and  it  was  a  termination  of  which  his  human- 

ity rendered  that  J udge  particularly  fond)  ;  but 
in  this  case  he  seemed  to  feel — the  whole  court 
felt — that  it  would  have  been  out  of  place  ;  and 
his  closing  words  were:  "I  leave,  then,  the 
case  with  you,  gentlemen  ;  and  I  do  so  with  a 
firm  persuasion  that,  as  upright,  conscientious 
jurors,  you  will  do  your  duty  without  respect 
to  persons,  and  fearless  of  the  result,  founded 
on  the  evidence,  and  the  evidence  alone,  which 
has  been  brought  before  you." 

Oh  !  what  a  hum — what  a  buzz — what  whis- 
pering and  wiping  of  faces  —  what  altering  of 

elbows  on  the  ledges  of  the  seats  —  what  slight 
shaking  of  heads  and  compressing  of  lips,  as 
people  looked  in  each  other's  faces,  Avhile  the 
jury  rose  to  retire  ;  and  "  Poor  young  fellow  !" 
"  God  help  him  !"  "  Unfortunate  mother  I"  and 
such  like  remarks,  passed  in  an  undertone  from 
one  to  another.  I  lifted  up  my  heart  in  silent 
prayer  to  God  that  He  would  indeed  help  both 
him  and  his  mother  in  that  distracting,  fright- 

ful hour.  Not  a  man,  not  a  Avoman,  not  a 
child — and  there  were  children  there — left  the 
court,  although  there  were  numbers  who  had 
not  tasted  food  for  nearly  twelve  hours ;  such 
was  the  awful  suspense,  the  dreadful  anxiety  to 
learn  that  which  every  person  there  knew  to  as 
great  a  certainty  as  that  the  sun,  which  had 
been  some  time  set,  would  rise  again  in  the 
morning. 

Contrary  to  all  expectation,  tlic  jury  remain- 
ed in  for  nearly  half  an  hour — not  that  they 

doubted  (as  I  learned  afterward),  but  from  a 
sheer  reluctance  to  hand  in  the  fatal  word. 
Indeed,  it  was  the  good  sense  and  humanity  of 
one  of  the  jurors  which  prevented  them  from 
giving  further  delay  (such  was  their  repug- 

nance), by  representing  that  every  moment 
they  remained  in  beyond  what  was  reasonable, 
in  so  plain  a  case,  was  only  calculated  to  nour- 

ish a  vain  and  delusive  hope  in  the  prisoner's 
breast,  and  lead  him  to  the  belief  that  it  was 
possible  to  take  a  favorable  view  of  the  case. 
The  justice,  the  humanity  of  this  was  at  once 
acquiesced  in  ;  and  the  jury  room-door  ojjcned, 
and  forth  came  a  reluctant  but  conscientious 

jury.  The  issue-paper  was  handed  down.  The 
Clerk  of  the  Crown  read  over  the  names  of  the 
jurors,  and  read  aloud,  though  his  voice  trem- 

bled as  he  uttered  it,  the  awful  word,  "  Guilty," 
adding  the  useless  but  usual  words,  "  Have  yon 
any  thing  to  say  why  sentence  of  death  and  ex- 

ecution should  not  be  passed  upon  you  ?" 
The  prisoner,  on  hearing  the  word  "  Guilty," 

had  brought  his  hands  together,  stretched  his 
arms  along  the  front  rail  of  the  dock,  and  laid 
his  head  down  upon  the  backs  of  his  hands. 
In  this  position  he  remained,  evidently  strug- 

gling with  inward  emotion.  There  was  a  death- 
like silence  then,  indeed,  in  the  court,  as  there 

always  is  immediately  previous  to  the  sentence 
of  death  being  passed.  At  length  the  Judge, 
who  had  been  gazing  at  some  imaginary  object 

in  the  air,  said,  "Prisoner!" 
At  the  word  the  convict  —  for  such,  indeed, 

he  now  was  —  started  up  into  an  erect  position, 
and  pushing  back  his  long  dark  hair,  which  had 
fallen  down  over  his  forehead  and  eyes,  showed 
a  face  of  marble  whiteness,  but  an  unstirring 
eye  of  surpassing  beauty. 

"Prisoner!"  said  the  Judge,  again. 
"  My  lord,"  said  the  prisoner,  "  I  have  been 

asked  if  I  have  any  thing  to  say  why  sentence 
of  death  and  execution  should  not  be  passed 
upon  me.  If  the  question  be  not  altogether  an 
insult  and  a  mockery,  may  I  be  permitted  to 
say  a  few  words  to  the  court — not,  I  am  aware, 
that  they  can  have  any  influence  upon  my  fate, 
but,  my  lord,  that  they  may  be  remembered 
when  I  am  no  more ;"  and  his  lips  quivered. 

The  Judge  made  no  answer,  rather  permit- 
ting him  to  proceed-  than  giving  him  permis- sion. 

"My  lord,  I  have  been  found  guilty  of  a 
crime  of  which  I  am  as  innocent  before  Heav- 

en as  any  person  who  now  hears  me  or  looks 
upon  me,  standing  here,  in  the  eyes  of  the  law, 
a  convicted  murderer,  and  about  to  receive  sen- 

tence of  death  and  execution  —  oh!  terrible, 
terrible  words  !  There  may  be  eyes  now  look- 

ing at  me,  there  may  be  ears  now  listening  to 
me,  of  those  who  know  and  who  could  prove 
my  innocence,  even  at  this  moment.  If  such 
there  be  in  the  court  [and  the  prisoner  turned 
round  and  surveyed  the  crowd  in  rear  of  the 
dock],  let  them  behold  me— let  them  listen  to 



518 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

my  words.  Of  course,  my  lord.  I  allude  to  the 
real  perpetrators  of  this  horrid  crime,  should 
any  of  them  be  here,  and  which  is  not  impossi- 

ble. Do  I  expect,  then,  that  if  they  be,  they, 
or  any  of  thern,  will  stand  forth  and  avow  it  ? 
Alas,  no  !  I  have  no  such  hope  ;  'tis  not  in 
human  nature  ;  and  the  hearts  which  would 
perpetrate  such  a  cruel  deed  will  be  but  too 
glad  to  chuckle  in  the  security  of  my  convic- 

tion." [Here  there  was  a  great  bustle  in  the 
centre  of  the  crowd  behind  the  dock,  and  a 
strong-looking  man,  who  had  fainted  from  the 
heat,  was  removed  into  the  street,  where  the 
fresh  air  soon  revived  him ;  but  I  do  not  believe 
he  returned  into  the  court,  and  I  heard  some- 

body say  that  he  was  a  stranger.]  "  They  may 
hear,"  continued  the  prisoner,  when  silence  was 
restored,  "from  the  lips  of  a  dying  man,  that 
they  are  about  to  commit  another  murder,  and 
that,  sooner  or  later,  justice  will  overtake  them, 
and  my  character  will  be  redeemed,  and  my 
memory  rescued  from  disgrace  and  shame  — 
perhaps  ere  I  be  rotten  in  the  grave. 

"My  lord,  I  can  not,  and  I  do  not,  while 
asserting  my  innocence,  quarrel  with  either  your 
lordship's  charge,  or  with  the  verdict  of  the 
jury  ;  I  do  not  even  know  how  to  quarrel  with 
the  evidence.  I  never  injured  any  one  of  the 
witnesses  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  had  far  other  feel- 

ings at  one  time — perhaps  far  other  objects  than 
injury  toward  one  of  them.  I  can  not,  and  I 

do  not,  believe  that  Catherine  Murphy's  poor 
old  mother  —  her  murdered  mother  —  and  my 
heart  still  bleeds  at  the  contemplation  of  her 
sufferings  and  death — I  can  not  believe,  I  say, 
that  she  rushed  for  judgment  to  her  God  with  a 
perjured  lie  upon  her  lips  ;  I  can  not  believe 
that  either  she  or  Catherine  has  sworn  what 
they  knew  to  be  false.  I  can  not  believe  that 
James  has  turned  an  innocent  and  casual  con- 

versation against  me  for  a  wicked  purpose, 
knowing  me  to  be  innocent.  He,  at  least,  my 
lord,  has  sworn  the  truth.  I  freely  admit  the 
accuracy  of  the  conversation  detailed  in  his 
evidence  ;  it  was  a  casual  matter,  with  no  other 
object  than  to  serve  him,  and  founded  upon  the 
success  of  my  own  father  upon  similar  occasions. 
Besides,  were  my  object  that  which  has  been 
attributed  to  it,  might  I  not  as  well  have  said  to 
James  Murphy,  'James,  I  wish  you  would  go 
away  to  the  fair  of  G  on  Thursday  next,  for 
I  want  to  murder  your  mother  on  that  night,' 
as  have  acted  the  subsequent  part  I  did,  had 
such  been  the  object  of  the  conversation  which 
actually  did  take  place.  Who  but  a  fool  Vv-ould 
have  held  such  a  conversation  wdth  him,  had 
he  not  made  arrangements  to  fly  with  his  booty 
before  he  returned?  Did  I  fly?  You  have 
heard  where  and  how  I  was  found.  Intimately 
known,  as  I  was,  to  the  widow,  to  Catherine, 
and  the  servant  girl,  undisguised  to  have  entered 
the  house,  and  committed  murder  and  robbery, 
and  then  returned  to  my  own  house,  not  more 
than  a  mile  distant,  sat  down  to  my  breakfast, 
and  calmly  waited  the  result ;  could  I,  I  say, 
have  courted  an  ignominious  and  shameful  death 

more  openly,  more  successfully,  more  promptly, 
than  by  such  a  course?  What  shall  I  say, 
then  ?— that  I  am  guilty  ?  No,  my  lord  ;  as  I 
stand  before  the  God  of  heaven,  who  knoweth 
my  heart,  I  am  not  guilty. 

' '  I  may  hope  there  are  some,  at  least — per- 
haps many — here,  who  will  believe  my  words, 

when  I  again  declare,  in  this  awful  moment,  that 
I  am  wholly  innocent  of  act,  part,  or  knowledge 
of  this  dreadful  crime.  I  believe,  my  lord,  that 
an  inscrutable  Providence,  whose  Avays  are  past 
finding  out,  has  permitted — for  some  mysterious 
purpose,  which  neither  you,  my  lord,  nor  I  can 
scan — a  fatal  delusion  to  fall  upon  the  minds  of 
all  those  who  have  this  day  witnessed  against 
me.  He  has  the  power  even  still  to  dispel  it ; 
and  should  He  hasten  His  mercy  in  time  to 
save  me  from  a  cruel  and  ignominious  death, 
how  shall  I  live  to  thank  Him — to  serve  him  ; 
but  if  not" —  [Here  the  unhappy  man  exhib- 

ited great  emotion  j  his  lips  quivered,  his  voice 
trembled,  and  his  whole  frame  shook.]  "But 
if  not,"  he  continued,  recovering  himself,  "and 
that  my  doom  in  this  world  shall,  indeed,  be 
fixed,  I  trust  I  can  say  '  His  will  be  done  ;'  but, 
for  the  sake  of  my  memory  and  my  character, 
and  for  the  sake  of  those  who  loved  me  here,  I 
hope  and  trust  He  will  reveal  it  when  I  am 

gone." 

The  prisoner  ceased,  but  not  a  word,  not  a 
whisper,  not  a  stir  in  court.  All  eyes  turned 
from  the  unhappy  man  to  the  Judge,  who,  after 
an  apparent  consultation  with  his  own  mind, 
assumed  the  black  cap  with  a  trepidation  very 
foreign  to  his  usual  mode.  All  persons  present 
seemed  to  expect  a  long  and,  doubtless,  a  veiy 
feeling  address  to  the  unhappy  convict,  ere  the 
final  words  of  the  sentence  should  close  his 
earthly  fate  ;  but  I  never  saw  Sir  William  Smith 
so  completely,  so  perfectly  overcome.  He  made 
one  efibrt  to  speak,  in  vain,  and  it  was  evident 
he  would  not  make  a  second  until  he  had  mas- 

tered himself,  and  could  command  his  voice, 
j  I  had,  too,  a  secret  feeling  that  he  believed  in 
the  innocence  of  the  prisoner.  After  a  pro- 

longed and  painful  silence,  he  merely  said — 
"  Thomas  Courtney,  I  have  listened,  with  all 

the  attention  which  1  considered  your  unhappy 
position  demanded,  to  your  statement.  Every 
person  in  court,  as  well  as  the  jury,  has  heard 
the  evidence  upon  which  you  have  been  ccn- 
I  victed  ;  and  in  the  justice  and  propriety  of  that 
I  verdict  there  is  not  one  solitary  person  who  must 
j  not  concur — nay,  you  yourself  have  done  so. 
I  They  have  also  heard  your   statement;  and 
whether  that  statement  be  an  aggravation  of  the 
crime  or  not,  I  shall  leave  to  be  settled  by  the 
final  and  eternal  Judge  before  whom  you  soon 
must  appear.    I  shall  only  add,  that  if  your 
statement  be  false — and  I  can  not  reconcile  its 
being  otherwise  with  the  evidence,  if  it  be  true 
— you  will  find,  perhaps  wheu  too  late,  that  it 
will  be  a  dreadful  aggravation  indeed." 

He  then  sentenced  Tom  Courtney,  in  the  usual 
words,  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck  till  he  was  dead 
upon  the  next  day  but  one  following.   The  mis- 
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erable  man  was  then  removed  from  the  dock  to 
the  jail,  amidst  all  the  customary  clamor  and 
screaming  of  relations  and  friends. 

The  court  was  adjourned,  and  in  one  hour 
the  town  was  as  quiet  as  if  nothinir  beyond  the 
conviction  of  a  petty  sessions  had  taken  place. 

I' ART  II. 
The  weather  was  very  fine  and  dry  for  the 

time  of  year,  and  Sir  William,  to  the  surprise 
of  every  one  who  had  witnessed  all  he  had  gone 
through  that  day,  directed  tiie  sheriff  to  have 
an  escort  ready  in  one  hour  from  the  closing  of 
the  court ;  and  having  made  arrangements  with 
his  brother  Judge  (who  had  nothing  to  do  in  the 
record  court),  he  left  for  the  next  town  on  the 
circuit  by  a  clear,  fine  moonlight. 

It  was  by  this  time  very  late,  and,  as  I  felt 
harassed  and  fatigued  both  in  body  and  mind, 
I  retired  to  my  lodging  alone  and  depressed. 
The  evening  wore  on.  In  a  state  of  distraction 
I  retired  to  rest,  and  soon  fell  into  a  confused 
slumber.  How  long  I  slept,  or  half  slept,  I 
know  not — at  least  I  did  not  know  until  I  was 
awakened  by  a  thundering  double-knock  at  the 
hall-door.  I  had  an  insLinctive  feeling  that  it 
was  for  me,  and,  jumping  up,  I  put  my  head  out 
of  the  window  and  asked,  "  Who  was  there?" 

"  Oh,  come  down,  Sir ;  come  down  as  fast  as 
you  can,"  said  Ferriss,  who,  with  another  police- 

man, stood  at  the  door. 

"Why,  what  is  the  matter  now,  Ferriss?" said  I. 

"Oh,  come  down,  Sir;  dress  yourself  smart, 
and  come  down,  Sir,  and  I'll  tell  you." Of  course  I  lost  not  another  moment  in  dress- 

ing myself  and  going  down.  As  I  passed  the 
clock  on  the  landing-place  I  saw  that  it  was 
not  far  from  two  o'clock.  Something  serious,  I 
was  certain,  had  happened,  and  I  felt  a  dreadful 
presentiment  that  Ferriss's  news  Avas  that  Tom 
Courtney  had  put  an  end  to  himself.  Judge  of 
my  astonishment  when  I  opened  the  hall-door 
and  his  first  words  were  that  Tom  Courtney  had 
made  his  escape  from  the  jail,  and  that  he  had 
again  arrested  him  in  a  public-house  in  the 
town. 

"Quite  and  entirely  impossible,  Ferriss,"  said 
I.  "  On  every  account  impossible,  out  of  the 

question." 
"Quite  true,  nevertheless.  Sir,"  he  replied. 

"I  have  him  in  the  police-barrack,  not  farty 
perch  from  where  you  stand  ;  and,  what's  more, I  have  one  of  the  fellows  that  was  with  him  at 

the  widow's  house,  and  wlio,  I  am  sure,  assist- 
ed him  to  make  his  escape.  You  remember  the 

red-haired  thief  that  Kitty  swore  she'd  know 

again." "You're  dreaming,  Ferriss ;  'tis,  I  say,  quite 
impossible.    I  can't,  and  I  don't  believe  it." 

"And  why  not,  Sir?  Why  wouldn't  he,  if 
he  could  ?  And,  faith,  if  it  wasn't  for  Edmond 
Ferriss,  he  was  a  free  bird  before  morning. 
Come  down  to  the  barrack,  Sir,  yourself,  and 

see  him ;  maybe  you'll  believe  your  eyesight." 
* '  Scarcely, "  said  I.    ' '  What  did  he  say,  Fer- 

riss,  when  you  took  him?  How  did  you  know 
he  got  out?  Where  did  you  find  hin»  ?  Docs 
lie  now  admit  his  guilt  ?" 

"  He  never  opened  his  lips  since  I  tf)(>k  him; 
but  I  hoard  him  and  his  companion  talking  th«j 
whole  business  over  of  the  attack,  and  Ikjw  well 
they  escaped.  Tliere  can  be  no  doubt  of  his 
guilt  now,  at  all  events.  Oh  then  what  a 
sv/eet  tongue  he  had,  Sir.  Did  you  hear  him 
to-day — faith,  I  believe  I  may  say  yesterday — 
why,  he  had  me  almost  persuaded  at  one  time, 
in  spite  of  every  thing,  that  he  was  innocent." We  hastened  to  the  barrack.  As  I  entered 
the  day-room,  I  there  beheld  Tom  Courtney 
sitting  upon  a  form,  handcuffed  to  another  man, 
and  a  policeman  on  either  end  guarding  them. 
He  had  changed  his  clothes,  but  did  not  nj)pear 
to  have  had  time  to  cut  his  hair,  or  otherwise 
disguise  himself.  There  was  a  ferocity  in  his 
eye,  and  altogether,  in  the  expression  of  his 
countenance,  I  had  never  before  seen,  and  which 
I  did  not  conceive  it  capable  of  assuming.  I 
looked  him  full  in  the  face,  and  said, 

"  God  help  you,  Tom  Courtney;  what  is  this 

you  have  done  ?" He  did  not  return  my  gaze,  and  he  replied 
not. 

Looking  upon  him  from  that  moment  as  a 
condemned  and  hardened  hypocrite,  I  turned 
from  the  room,  and  gave  directions  that  no  per- 

son whatever  should  be  permitted  to  speak  to 
him,  or  he  to  any  one.    I  then  brought  Ferriss 
with  me  to  Mr.   ,  the  magistrate,  whom  I 
routed  up  as  unexpectedly  as  I  myself  had  been. 
As  we  went  along,  and  while  we  were  waiting 
for  the  magistrate  to  dress,  and  reconcile  him- 

self to  so  untimely  a  visit,  Ferriss  gave  me  the 

following  account  of  Tom  Courtney's  second  ar- rest. 

He  and  his  companions  had  retired  to  their 
lodgings  rather  tired  and  harassed  after  the  du- 

ties of  the  day.  Their  room  was  off  a  long, 
narrow  one,  which  was  used  as  a  tap-room. 
There  was,  however,  another  door  leading  into 
their  room  from  an  outside  passage,  uj)  three 
little  three-cornered  steps,  wiiich  door  was  gen- 

erally used  when  there  was  company  drinking 
in  the  tap-room;  but  on  this  occasion  it  was 
very  late,  and  as  there  were  no  persons  in  it, 
Ferriss  and  his  comrades  passed  through  it 
into  their  sleeping-room,  and  were  retiring  to 
bed.  There  was  a"  chink  of  the  door  between 
the  two  rooms  open.  Ferriss's  companions  had 
got  into  bed,  and  he  himself  had  taken  off  his 
clothes,  and  had  just  put  out  the  candle,  when 
he  heard  the  door  of  the  outside  room  open,  and 
steps  advance  into  it,  and  he  saw  a  liglit.  Now 
Ferriss  was  a  cautious,  sensible  man,  where  bus- 

iness or  duty  was  concerned,  although  a  smart, 
pleasant  fellow  where  it  was  not.  He  never  did 
any  thing  in  a  hurry,  and  therefore  seldom  did 
it  wrong ;  and  in  this  instance  he  thought  it 
was  just  as  well  to  take  a  peep  through  the 
chink  previous,  as  he  thought,  to  stepping  into 
bed.  But  Ferriss  did  not  go  to  bed  that  night, 
near  as  he  was  to  doing  so ;  for  as  he  looked 
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out,  if  ever  he  saw  mortal  man  he  saw  Tom 
Courtney  sitting  at  the  end  of  the  table  direct- 

ly opposite  him.  The  candle  shone  right  upon 
him — full  on  his  face— he  could  not  be  mis- 

taken. There  was  another  man  sitting  side- 
ways to  the  table,  but  turned  round  toward 

Courtney,  so  that  he  could  not  see  his  face. 
But  it  was  no  matter ;  he  saw  Tom  Courtney 
beyond  a  doubt ;  nay,  if  a  doubt  could  have 
existed — which,  under  the  circumstances,  might 
have  been  natural — it  was  dispelled  by  the  fol- 

lowing conversation,  every  word  of  which  Fer- 
riss  drank  in,  erectis  auribus,  with  more  than  or- 

dinary surprise  : 
"  Well,  Tom,  my  boy — for  I  can't  help  call- 

ing you  Tom,  though  you  bid  me  not — I  hope 
I  may  congratulate  you  now,  at  least,  on  your 
escape  from  the  halter,  eh?  Don't  you  think 
you  may  say  you  are  safe  ?  Give  us  your  hand, 

old  boy." The  other  looked  at  him  with  a  contemptuous 

curl  of  the  lip — Tom  Courtney's  curl  all  over — 
and  letting  him  take  his  hand  rather  than  giv- 

ing it  to  him,  replied : 
"Yes,  I  hope  we  are  safe,  perhaps,  from  that 

job ;  but  recollect,  Martin,  there  are  other  things 
to  the  full  as  bad,  if  not  worse,  than  the  widow's; 
and  the  sooner  we  can  get  clear  out  of  the  coun- 

try the  better.  My  heart  misgives  me  that  there 
may  be  some  mischance  yet," 

"Your  heart  is  quite  right  for  once,  my  lad, 
at  all  events,"  thought  Ferriss ;  but  he  would not  stir  for  the  world  until  he  heard  more. 

"He  was,"  as  he  said  himself,  "in  the  receipt 
of  a  bagful  of  information  of  the  right  sort." 

"Don't  be  downhearted,  man,"  continued 
Martin;  "here's  the  girl  with  the  whisky." 

It  was  just  then  brought  in  and  laid  on  the 
table,  and  the  girl  left  the  room. 

"Martin,  yoit  have  no  right  to  call  me  down- 
hearted. EecoUect  to-day,  didn't  I  stand  it  like 

a  man  ?  It  would  be  more  like  the  thing  if  I 
called  you  a  chicken-hearted  coward ;  you  were 
very  near  spoiling  all." 

"Well,  well,"  interrupted  the  other,  "you 
said  enough  about  that  already,  and  I  told  you 
I  couldn't  help  it.  The  recollection  of  the  poor 
Widow  Murphy's  screams,  and  the  blood  upon 
her  gray  hairs  and  face,  and  the  way  that  you 
spoke,  Tom,  and  wanted  the  people  to  stand 
back,  that  I  might  be  seen,  was  too  much  for 
me ;  and  the  place  was  so  hot,  and,  altogether, 
I  could  not  help  it ;  but  it's  all  over  now,  and 
you  promised  you  would  not  bring  it  up  again  ; 
so  no  more  about  it.  But  let  us  hear  your  plan, 
Tom. ;  what  is  it  ?" 

"Just  to  drink  my  share  of  this  half-pint, 
smoke  a  pipe,  and  be  the  best  half  of  the  way 
to  Galway  before  daylight — will  that  do  ?" 

"Eight  well :  here's  to  you  and  me ;  there's 
not  another  man  in  Ireland  would  have  escaped 
as  you  have." 

They  drank  and  helped  themselves  again. 
All  this  time  Ferriss  was  stealing  into  his 

jacket  and  trowsers  like  a  mouse,  and  listening 
and  peeping  at  the  same  time.    He  was  glad 

to  see — what  no  man  ever  saw  before — Tom 
Courtney  charging  a  pipe,  and  preparing  to 
smoke.  This  was  nuts  and  apples  to  Ferriss  : 
it  was  his  time  for  business,  and  of  all  men  in 
the  force  he  was  not  likely  to  spoil  a  job  by 
hurry.  He  therefore  stole  over,  and  very  gin- 

gerly awakened  his  two  comrades,  and  whis- 

pered to  them — "  F^r  their  life  not  to  open  their  lips  or  make 
a  noise,  but  to  dress  themselves  as  smart  and 

as  quietly  as  possible.  And,"  he  added,  "our 
fortunes  are  made." 

This  having  been  accomplished  —  not  the 
making  of  their  fortunes,  but  the  dressing  them- 

selves— he  told  them  who  was  in  the  outside 
room,  and  sent  them  in  their  stockin'-feet,  but 
with  their  bayonets,  through  the  little  door  of 
which  I  spoke  to  the  outer  door  of  the  drinking- 
room,  to  prevent  the  escape  of  the  men,  and 
with  directions  to  stand  fast  until  they  heard 
him  inside.  All  being  arranged  as  he  directed, 
he  returned  to  his  former  position,  and  taking 
a  final  peep,  he  saw  Tom  Courtney  and  his 
companion  puffing  away.  Need  I  say,  what 
next  ?  Ferriss,  throwing  open  the  door,  rushed 
like  a  tiger  upon  Tom  Courtney  and  gripped 
him  by  the  throat ;  the  other  two  men  sprang 
in  Avith  drawn  bayonets.  There  was  a  fearful 
struggle — 'twas  for  life  or  death — and  Courtney 
and  his  companion  fought  like  persons  who 
knew  and  felt  Avhat  the  result  of  defeat  must 
be  ;  but  Ferriss  and  his  comrades  were  no  light 
customers,  and  the  odds  being  in  their  favor, 
both  as  to  numbers  and  being  armed  (although 
they  did  not  inflict  any  injury  with  their  bayo- 

nets), Courtney  and  his  accomplice  were  ulti- 
mately overpowered  and  handcuffed,  and  in  a 

very  short  time  after  were  lodged  in  the  police- 
barrack,  where  a  strong  guard  was  placed  over 
them. 

When  Ferriss  had  finished  the  recital  from 
which  I  have  put  the  above  into  the  form  of 
detail,  he  pulled  out  an  Isle  of  Man  half-penny 
out  of  his  i)Ocket. 

"Do  you  see  that,  Sir?"  said  he,  holding  it 
on  the  palm  of  his  hand  in  the  moonlight. 

I  did  ;  it  had  three  legs  kicking  every  way 

upon  it. ' '  I  wouldn't  take  a  five-pound  note  for  that 
half-penny ;  I  never  won  a  toss  but  the  one  I 
won  with  that,  and  it  was  the  means  of  my 
taking  Tom  Courtney;  for  the  Tubbercullen 

boys  and  us  tossed  up  to  see  where  we'd  stop 
in  town — we  were  for  Hinnegan's,  and  they 
were  for  M 'Coy's,  if  I  lost  the  toss  we'd  have 
gone  to  M'Coys,  and  Courtney  was  clean  gone 

forever." We  were  standing  at  the  hall-door  all  this 
time,  waiting  for  the  magistrate.  The  door 
was  at  length  opened,  and  we  went  up  stairs  to 
the  drawing-room.  I  told  him  that  Courtney 
was,  indeed,  a  villain  and  a  hypocrite  ;  that 
he  had  made  his  escape  from  the  jail,  with  the 
assistance  of  an  accomplice ;  that  Ferriss  had 
overheard  him  fully  admit  the  crime,  and  boast 
of  how  he  had  escaped ;  but  most  fortunately 
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lie  had  been  enabled,  with  tlic  assistance  of  his 
comrades,  to  aj)prehend  them  both  in  tlic  lodg- 

ing-house, and  they  were  then  under  a  strong 
guard  in  the  police  barrack.    I  found  it  just  as 
hard  to  persuade  Mr.  of  the  fact  as  Fcrriss 
had  found  it  to  persuade  me ;  but  he  came  up 
to  the  barrack,  and  was  there  perfectly  satisfied 
of  the  whole  thing.  Like  myself,  he  asked 
him  one  or  two  questions,  and  receiving  no 
answer,  turned  away.  We  determined,  then, 
to  remain  up  all  night  till  the  jail  should  be 
open  in  the  morning,  and  we  brought  Ferriss 

back  again  to  the  magistrate's  lodgings,  where 
we  took  a  very  full  statement  from  him,  in  writ- 

ing, of  tlie  conversation  and  arrest  of  Courtney 
and  the  other  man  ;  and  if  a  person  could  enjoy 
any  thing  at  such  a  time,  we  almost  did  enjoy 
the  idea  of  the  governor's  distraction,  when  he 
first  heard  of  Courtney's  escape,  and  his  face 
again,  when  we  should  inform  him  that  he  had 
been  retaken.  Musing  and  thinking  on  these 
things,  we  turned  our  steps  toward  the  jail  long 
before  the  usual  hour  for  its  being  open,  or  the 
officials  ready  for  business.  When  we  turned 
the  corner,  early  as  it  was,  we  saw  the  governor 
standing  at  the  outer  gate,  with  his  hands  in 
his  black  velvet  jacket  pockets,  and  his  head 
down. 

"He  does  not  look  as  if  he  had  heard  it  yet," said  I. 

"  Oh,  he  must,"  said  Mr.   •,  "  look  at 
him." We  approached  him  ;  there  was  nothing  of 
excitement  or  hurry  about  him :  rather  a  mel- 

ancholy sadness,  as  he  returned  our  "  Good- 
morning,  governor." 

"This  is  a  bad  business,"  said  Mr.  ■  ; 
"but  it  might  have  been  worse." 

"Worse,  Sir!  my  God,  Sir,  how  could  it  be 
worse  ?    The  poor  young  fellow  !" 

"  Poor  young  fellow !  How  so  ?  He  might 
have  escaped  altogether ;  he  was  within  a  snap 
of  your  fingers  of  being  off." 

"Escaped!  being  off !  what  do  you  mean? 
Ah !  no,  no,  poor  fellow  !  I  am  quite  certain  he 
would  not  have  moved  a  step  if  the  gates  were 
open  all  night  and  that  it  was  to  save  his  life." 
Mr.   •  and  I  looked  at  each  other ;  we 

did  not  suppose  he  had  heard  a  word  of  what 
had  happened. 

"  Was  it  late  last  night  when  you  saw  him  ? 
Or  when  did  you  see  him  last?"  said  I. 

"  Poor  fellow !  I  have  but  just  left  him,  and, 
notwithstanding  all  the  evidence,  I  declare  to 
Heaven,  gentleman,  my  opinion  is,  that  if  ever 
a  man  was  hanged  in  the  wrong,  that  man  will." 

"What,"  cried  Mr.    and  myself,  in  a 
breath  ;  "do  you,  indeed,  say  that  he  is  here  ? 
that  he  has  not  made  his  escape  ?" 

"  Oh,  gentlemen,  this  is  no  time  for  joking ; 
I  am  not  able  to  bear  it — indeed,  I  am  not,  and 
I  did  not  expect  it  from  either  of  you.  Ah! 
poor  fellow  !  I  never  saw  so  reconciled  a  creat- 

ure. He  says,  but  for  his  mother  he  could 
bear  it  all.    Poor  fellow!    God  help  him  !" 

"Indeed,"  said  I,  "we  are  not  joking  :  it 

would  be  worse  than  cruel  to  do  so  at  such  a 
time ;  but  you  must  be  mistaken,  for,  beyond 
a  doubt,  Tom  Courtney  did  make  his  escape 
last  night,  and  has  been  retaken,  with  one  of 
his  accomplices,  by  some  of  my  men;  they  will 
be  here  in  a  few  minutes.  One  of  my  men — 
Ferriss  —  even  heard  him  confess  the  whole 
business,  wiiile  talking  to  his  accomplice." 

The  governor  looked  at  mc  as  if  he  thought 
I  was  mad,  and  then  at  ]\Ir.  ,  to  sec  if  he 
would  confirm  what  I  had  said.    Mr.  saw 
the  state  of  excitement  he  was  getting  into,  and 
said, 

"When,  in  deed  and  in  truth,  did  you  see 
him  last  ?    This  is  most  extraordinary  !"' 

"Not  ten  minutes  ago;  why,  I  tell  you,  I 
had  but  just  left  him  not  five  minutes  when  you 
turned  the  corner  and  came  toward  me  ;  but 
come  and  you  shall  see  him  yourselves  this 
moment,  poor  fellow  !  God,  I  say,  help  him ; 
indeed,  he  has  helped  him  wonderfully,  for  I 
never  saw  so  reconciled  a  creature — he's  like  a 
lamb;  come,  gentlemen,  and  satisfy  yourselves." 

And  as  he  turned  to  lead  the  way  I  saw, 
what  I  had  never  seen  before,  tears  trembling 
in  the  eyes  of  the  governor  of  a  jail.  I  confess 
I  had  my  doubts,  as  I  followed  him,  of  the  state 
of  his  mind  at  that  moment,  as  I  felt  confident 
of  the  impossibility  of  his  showing  us  Tom  Court- 

ney. We  arrived  at  the  cell-door,  and  my  heart 
beat  violently — I  knew  not  from  Avhat  cause. 
The  governor  unlocked  the  door  and  we  en- 

tered ;  there  sat  the  real,  true  Tom  Courtney, 
as  innocent  before  the  Lord  and  his  country  of 
the  murder  for  which  he  had  been  condemned 
as  the  new-born  lamb.  We  had  cautioned  the 
governor  on  no  account  to  make  any  allusion 
to  the  subject  of  our  previous  conversation ; 
and  having  merely  paid  him  a  short  visit  of 
apparent  sympathy,  we  left  the  cell. 

On  our  return  to  the  outer  gate  the  polico 
were  just  coming  in  with  the  prisoners,  and  as 
they  passed  into  the  ante-room  for  examination 
the  governor  actually  started  ;  he  pinched  my 
arm,  and,  turning  aside,  he  said, 

"My  God,  how  perfectly  alike  ! — I  see  it  all ; 
it  must  be  the  case  !" 

The  truth  had  flashed  upon  us  Avhcn  we  saw 
Tom  Courtney  in  the  cell ;  it  now  Hashed  upon 
the  governor  when  he  saw  the  prisoners  pass 
him  into  the  ante-room. 

The  room  was  then  cleared,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  principal  prisoner,  the  governor,  and 

myself,  and  Ferriss  was  directed  to  remain. 
Mr.    having  then  cautioned  the  prisoner 
in  the  usual  manner,  commenced  to  examine 
him.  He  stated  that  his  name  was  JNIichael 
Lynch,  that  he  was  from  the  county  Gal  way, 
that  he  knew  nothing  whatever  of  any  crime 
he  was  taken  up  for,  or  charged  with ;  he  was 
on  his  way  to  the  fair  of  Enniskillen  to  buy 
pigs,  when  he  was  taken  up  by  that  gentleman 
there  (pointing  to  Ferriss)  for  what  he  could 
not  tell.  This  is  all  that  could  be  got  out  of 
him,  as  he  positively  declined  saying  one  word 
more,  or  answering  any  questions  whatever. 
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He  was  then  removed,  and  the  other  prisoner 
brought  in  ;  and  as  they  passed  in  the  lobby  I 
heard  Lvnch  say  to  the  other,  "  A  dark  night, 
friend  r  at  the  same  time  giving  him  a  signifi- 

cant look.  Another  dumb  witness,  thought  I. 
This  man  Avas  in  like  manner  cautioned  and  ex- 

amined, lie  said  his  name  was  Martin  Cooney, 
that  he  "did  not  mind  the  caution  he  got  one 
straw,  he  would  tell  the  whole,  if  he  was  to  be 
hanged  for  it  the  next  moment ;  and  it's  longing 
I  am  since  yesterday,  when  I  heard  him  speak- 

ing, to  tell  it."  He  was  cautioned  again,  and 
it  was  fully  explained  to  him  that  any  thing  he 
said  would  be  written  down  and  proved  against 
him. 

"  So  best,  so  best,  gentlemen.  I'll  tell  every 
thing.  I  have  enough  upon  me,  and  I'll  have 
no  more — least  of  all,  the  blood  of  that  poor 
innocent  young  man,  Tom  Courtney.  Gentle- 

men, my  companion's  name  is  Peter  Hopkins, 
I  don't  know  what  he  told  you ;  he's  from  one 
village  with  me,  in  the  county  Mayo  ;  'twas  he, 
and  I,  and  another  boy — no  matter  who,  but 
I'll  tell  if  I  am  obliged — that  broke  into  the 
Widow  jNTurphy's  house  and  robbed  and  mur- 

dered her.  Tom  Courtney  never  sec  a  foot 
near  it  no  more  than  you  did ;  but  Hopkins  is 
so  like  him,  that  he  was  taken  for  him  by  every 
one  that  saw  him  that  night ;  even  his  own 
uncle,  as  Phil  Moran  turns  out  to  be,  swore  to 

him.  If  you  misdoubt  me,  gentlemen,  you'll 
find  an  old  purse  in  his  small-clothes'  pocket  thi:5 
very  moment  that  belonged  to  the  daughter; 
she  swore  to  it  yesterday,  and  she'll  know  it." 

"Be  gad  you  won't  get  it  in  Ins  pocket,"  said 
Ferriss,  "for  I  have  it  in  mine;  but  surely  I 
got  it  in  his  pocket  just  now,  when  I  searched 
him.  Here  it  is,  gentlemen,  and  money  enough 
in  it  too ;"  and  he  laid  it  on  the  table. 

"The  less  I  lie  then,  'tis  all  the  one  thing," 
Cooney  continued.  "Oh,  gentlemen,  I  thank 
God  I'm  taken,  for  surely  that  young  man  is 
innocent,  clean  innocent.  I  had  like  to  fiiint 
in  the  court-house  yesterday  when  he  was 
speaking  about  the  real  murderers ;  and  Hop- 

kins is  the  chief  one,  and  I'm  the  other.  Oh, 
Tom  Courtney,  a  hair  of  your  head  shall  never 
fall  by  me,  now  that  I'm  taken  ;  and  thank 
God,  gentlemen,  I  am  taken." 

In  this  strain  he  went  on,  and  the  magistrate 
took  down  a  full  and  detailed  statement  which 
he  gave  of  the  transaction  at  the  WidoAv  Mur- 

phy's, but  which  you  are  too  well  acquainted 
with  already.  He  further  stated,  "  that  when 
they  heard  a  young  man  named  Tom  Courtney 
was  charged  with  the  murder  and  taken  up, 
they  knew  that  it  must  have  been  from  a  strong 
likeness  between  him  and  Hopkins,  as  Hopkins 
had  been  called  Tom,  even  Tom  Courtney,  on 
that  night,  by  both  the  widow  and  her  daughter, 
and  also  by  Philip  Moran,  at  the  public  house. 
They  thought  it  a  good  chance,  and  were  de- 

termined to  let  him  suffer  for  it.  He  was  quite 
sure  he  would  have  done  so  if  he  had  not  been 
taken  up.  There  were  two  or  three  warrants 
out  against  him  in  the  county  of  Mayo  for  dif- 

ferent crimes,  all  bad  enough,  but  no  murder 

among  them." He  then  gave  the  name  and  residence  of  the 
third  man,  and  repeated  that  he  was  willing 
and  ready  to  abide  by  all  he  had  stated ;  that 
his  mind  and  conscience  were  easy  since  he  was 
prevented  from  being  accessory  to  the  murder 
of  Tom  Courtney. 

The  prisoners  were  then  committed  for  re- 
examination, and  the  governor  was  directed  to 

to  keep  them  strictly  separate. 
The  next  step  Avas  to  send  for  Catherine 

Murphy  and  Winefred  Cox,  in  order  to  see  if 
they  could  identify  Martin  Cooney,  and  what 
they  Avould  say  upon  seeing  Peter  Hopkins. 
For  this  purpose  the  prisoners  were  placed  in  a 
yard  with  ten  or  twelve  others,  and  they  stood 
next  each  other  but  two.  Catherine  Murphy 
was  brought  to  the  door  of  the  yard,  and  de- 

sired to  look  in  through  a  small  square  hole, 
and  say  if  she  saw  any  person  she  knew,  or 
had  ever  seen  before  ;  but  she  had  been  kept  in 
perfect  ignorance  of  Avhat  had  taken  place.  She 
looked  for  some  time,  ranging  her  eyes  from  one 
end  to  the  other  of  the  row.  As  they  reached 
Cooney  on  each  occasion  they  stopped,  and  she 
gazed  for  some  seconds  at  him ;  they  also 
paused,  but  not  so  long,  as  they  fell  upon  Hop- 

kins, and  I  thought  she  turned  a  little  pale. 
At  length,  turning  to  the  magistrate,  she  said, 

"Yes,  Sir,  I  do ;  I  see  another  of  the  men 
who  attacked  my  mother's  house." 

"  Point  out  where  he  stands,"  said  the  magis- trate. 

"lie's  standing  there,  Sir,  next  but  two  to 
the  poor  fellow  who  was  condemned  yesterday, 
but  whose  dress  is  greatly  changed  since  then. 
That's  him  with  the  red  hair  ;  he's  the  man  that 
Winny  Cox  grappled  with.  I'd  take  my  oath 
to  him  upon  a  hundred  books." The  magistrate  then  assured  her  that  Tom 
Courtney  was  not  in  the  yard  at  all.  She  did 
not  appear  to  believe  him,  and  she  scrutinized 
the  man  again  very  closely,  and  said, 

"Is  not  that  him  next  but  two  on  the  right 
of  the  man  I  have  just  pointed  out,  with  the  red 

hair?" 

The  magistrate  and  the  governor  both  sol- 
emnly assured  her  that  was  not  Tom  Courtney, 

and  that  he  was  not  there.  She  appeared  great- 
ly confused,  and  burst  into  a  profuse  perspira- tion. 

"Bring  me  into  the  room,  for  God's  sake," 
said  she,  ' '  and  give  me  a  drink  of  water. 
These  are  the  two  identical  men,  beyond  a 
doubt.  I  see  them  together  now  as  I  saw  them 
that  night.  Oh,  Tom  Courtney,  would  I  have 

mur — " 

But  ere  she  could  finish  the  sentence  or  had 
reached  the  room-door  she  had  fainted.  Hop- 

kins was  then  removed  (I  can  not  say  why,  but 
the  magistrate  would  have  it  so),  and  Winefred 
Cox  was  brought  to  the  door.  She  promptly 
and  distinctly  identified  Cooney  as  the  man 
with  whom  she  had  struggled  on  the  night  of 
the  attack,  and  all  she  appeared  to  me  to  re- 
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quire  to  make  her  jDcrfcctly  hajjpy  in  this  life 
was,  tlien  and  there,  to  be  kt  at  him,  with  her 
bare  hands. 

*'Let  me  at  him;  that's  all  ever  I'll  ask. 
Oh,  let  me  at  the  villain,  that's  all  I'll  ask,"  she 
repeated  half  a  dozen  times  before  she  could  be 
removed  from  the  door. 
Mr.  and  I  then  requested  the  governor 

on  no  account  whatever  to  permit  any  commu- 
nication to  be  made  to  Courtney  of  what  had 

transpired,  for  the  present,  as  we  intended  to 
post  off  directly  after  the  Judge  who  had  con- 

demned him,  to  i)ut  him  in  possession  of  every 
thing  that  had  occurred,  and  take  his  instruc- 
tions. 
Mr.   ,  who  never  forgot  any  thing  which 

he  ought  to  do,  also  arranged  with  the  governor 
to  wait  upon  the  other  Judge  at  the  earliest  mo- 

ment he  could  properly  do  so,  and  reveal  to  him 
the  facts  wliich  had  become  known,  and  that  we 
had  gone  after  Sir  William  Smith  to  inform 
him.  In  the  mean  time  the  prisoners  were  to 
be  kept  separate,  and  all  communication  be- 

tween them  strictly  prohibited. 
I  pass  over  our  interview  with  the  Judge.  I 

found  that  his  lordsliip  had,  as  I  supposed,  be- 
lieved Tom  innocent.  His  lordship  sent  me 

back  to  break  the  news  to  the  poor  fellow  cau- 
tiously. 

On  our  return.  I  lost  no  time  in  speeding  to 
the  jivil  upon  my  mission  of  life  and  light  to  the 
dark  and  troubled  heart  of  poor  Tom  Courtney. 
I  met  the  governor  in  the  yard,  who  told  me 
that  no  person  had  since  seen  Courtney  except 
himself,  and  that  he  had  not  the  most  remote 
idea  of  what  had  happened.  I  told  him,  short- 

ly, of  our  interview  with  Sir  William  Smith. 
He  came  with  me  himself,  and,  opening  the 
cell-door,  I  entered,  and  he  shut  me  in. 

Tom  Courtney  was  sitting  on  the  side  of  his 
bed,  but  started  up  to  meet  me  the  moment  I 
entered,  and,  stretching  out  both  his  hands  to 
me,  he  said, 

"  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  glad  you  are  come  ;  I  thought 
you  Avould  have  been  to  see  me  to-day  before 
this  hour.  My  time  is  short.  Oh,  Sir,  I  have 
spent  a  miserably  wretched  night  and  day — 
death  itself  would  be  preferable  to  the  night  I 
spent.  I  wished  to  have  told  you  this  morning, 
but  you  hurried  away,  I  knew  not  why.  Oh, 
Sir,  I  have  been  nearly  mad — at  times  I  think 
I  am  mad.  Can  you  wonder  ?  Oh,  how  could 
it  be  otherwise  ?  I  wish  it  was  all  over.  Oh, 
Sir,  if  I  could  subdue  my  heart  to  the  will  of 
God— if  I  could  feel  that  I  had  submitted  to  His 
mysterious  will— with  what  pleasure  I  could  be- 

hold the  light  of  that  fatal  morning  now  so  near 
at  hand  ;  but  I  have  had  a  fearful  struggle,  and, 
I  hope— oh,  yes,  I  do  hope— that  I  have  not 
lost  the  battle.  At  one  time  I  feared  I  had 
been  conquered,  and  that  all  was  lost.  Oh, 
Sir,"  he  continued,  and  a  curious  change  came 
over  him;  "oh,  Sir,  I  have  spent  a  miserable 
night.  Oh,  how  I  wish  I  had  not  slept  at  all— 
the  waking  to  a  new  certainty  of  consciousness 
was  frightful ;  and  I  had  a  tormenting  dream. 

!  I  thought — ah  !  it  must  have  been  but  tliojpht — 
;  but  about  two  hcmrs  ago,  that  little  window 
j  above  my  head  was  open  as  it  is  now  ;  and  I 
]  fancied — I'm  sure  it  must  have  been  but  fancy 
— but  I  did  think  I  heard  some  one  in  ilic  yard 

say — "  'If  that  be  true,  it  saves  Tom  Courtney.' 
*'  I'm  almost  sure  I  heard  the  words,  or  some 

of  tliem  ;  but,  surely,  if  there  were  any  ground'^ 

j  for  hope,  you,  at  least,  Sir,  would  not  have  left 
,  me  so  long  a  ]>rcy  to  despair." 
I  He  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  h.-aned 
upon  the  edge  of  the  table  wliicli  w:is  near  the 

I  bed  where  he  sat. 
I  had  let  him  run  on  all  this  time,  thinking 

it  best  to  do  so  ;  indeed,  I  knew  not  how  I 
could  have  stopped  or  inteiTupted  him,  sucli 
was  the  rapidity  with  which  he  spoke,  without 
being  too  sudden  and  abrupt  in  my  communica- 

tion. I  now  sat  down  beside  him  on  the  bed, 
and  took  his  hand  ;  'twas  red  hot;  and  I  said, 

"Tom,  my  good  friend,  I  could  wish  to  sec 
you  calmer  and  more  composed ;  more  totally 
thrown  upon  the  Lord  for  help  and  comfort." 

He  interrupted  me  with— 
"Oh,  Sir,  the  bitterest  ])ang  within  my  heart 

is  that  I  have  not  been  able  to  seek  help  and 
comfort  as  I  ought ;  that  I  have  not  been  able 
to  submit  myself  blindly,  entirely  to  His  will, 
Avithout  questioning  it.  But  I  sometimes — ah, 
too  often,  I  want  to  know  His  reasons  for  this 
sore  affliction ;  unmerited,  indeed.  Sir,  unmer- 

ited, so  far  as  regards  the  crime  Avhich  has  been 
put  upon  me.  I  know  it  is  as  a  child  I  should 
submit;  but  I  inquire  His  7'easons ;  I  ask  what 
I  have  done  ;  I  argue  with  Him,  and  at  times  I 
fear  I  openly  rebel ;  yet  with  all  this  there  has 
been  a  constant  prayer  that  it  might  be  other- 

wise with  me ;  and  my  state  of  mind  for  the 
last  hour — oh,  how  precious,  how  invaluable  is 
an  hour  now  to  me  ! — has  been  reconciled,  and, 
I  trust,  submissive.  I  had  intended,  Sir,  hail 
the  Lord  ])crmitted,  to  have  endeavored  to  serve 
Him  in  a  foreign  land,  for  which  choice  there 
were  many  reasons.  Having  seen  a  bright 
light,  I  felt  fired  with  zeal  to  wander  among 
distant  and  unknown  regions  to  impart  it  to 
others  —  hence,  perhaps,  the  connection  of 
naked  savages  with  my  sleeping  thoughts  ;  but 
there  was  too  much  of  /  jci//  in  my  plans,  and 
the  Lord  has  indeed  shown  me  that  '  iMan  pro- 
poseth,  but  God  diSposeth.'  His  will  be  done; 
with  His  help,  nothing  shall  again  disturb  my 

soul.    God  is  good;  His  Avill  be  done." 
"He  is,  indeed,  good,  Tom,"  said  I,  pressing 

his  hand,  which  still  almost  set  mine  on  fire. 
"He  is  very  good,  and  can  save  those  who  trust 
in  him  ;  He  can  save  to  the  uttermost." 

"I  do  trust  Him  with  my  whole  heart  and 
soul ;  I  am  content.  Here  I  am,  O  Lord — 
thine — thine  ;  do  with  me  as  Thou  wilt."  And 
he  hid  his  face  again  in  his  hands.  "  Oh,  Sir," 
he  added,  almost  immediately  starting  up,  and 
turning  his  full  gaze  upon  me  ;  "the  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death  is  dark,  very  dark  ;  and  to 
enter  it  Avhile  the  sun  is  shining  over  me,  and 



524 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

birds  singing  round  me,  and  the  fragrance  of 
the  blooming  flo^Yers  fresh  upon  the  breath  of 
spring,  and  in  the  prime  of  life  and  health,  full 
of  young  and  ardent  hopes — all  this  might,  per- 

chance, be  borne,  had  sickness,  or  even  acci- 
dent, brought  down  an  unsullied  name  to  an 

untimely  grave  ;  but  oh  I  thus  to  be  cut  off  by 
a  cruel  and  disgraceful  death,  with  the  stain  of 
murder  falsely  stamped  upon  my  name  and 
race  ;  oh.  Sir,  it  is  a  dark,  a  dreadful,  a  myste- 

rious dispensation!" 
"God  is  powerful  as  well  as  good,"  said  I: 

His  arm  is  not  shortened  that  He  can  not  save  ; 
trust  in  Him  even  still,  Tom and  I  pressed  his 
hand  feiwently. 

He  turned  a  piercing  glance  upon  me. 
"Take  care.  Sir,  oh,  take  care  what  you  say. 

I  told  you  I  was  content ;  strike  not  the  spark 
of  hope  again,  or  I  shall  die  mad,  and  perhaps 

be  lost." 
"Recollect,  Tom,  that  the  knife  was  actually 

raised  in  Abraham's  hand  to  slay  his  son  be- fore the  Lord  saw  fit  to  interfere  to  save  him. 
He  can  save  you  even  still,  Tom,  if  it  be  His 
will  to  do  so." 

"If — if,"  he  repeated,  convulsively,  v.hile  the 
burning  tears  ran  down  his  wrists  into  his  coat- 
sleeves.  "If — ah,  Sir,  you  could  not  be  so 
cruel  as  to  speak  thus  if  there  be  no  hope." 

"Tom,"  I  continued,  as  he  still  kept  his  face 
hid  in  his  hands — "do  you  remember  ever  to 
have  given  a  purse  to  Catherine  Murphy ;  the 
one,  I  suppose,  which  she  swore  to  in  her  evi- 

dence ?" He  raised  his  head  and  looked  at  me.  There 
was  a  wildness  in  his  eye,  and  a  twitching  about 
the  corners  of  his  mouth  that  almost  frightened 
me,  and  I  even  still  feared  the  effects  of  the 
communication  that  was  rising  on  my  tongue. 

"Yes,"  said  he,  more  calmly  than  I  expected ; 
"some  years  ago.    "Why  do  you  ask?" 

"Would  you  know  it  again,  Tom,  if  you  saw 
it  now?" 

"Surely,  any  where  in  the  world:  'twns  a 
leather  purse,  lined  with  silk,  and  letters  marked 
upon  the  lining.  But  why  do  you  talk  of  such 
things  now?    I  should  think  of  other  matters. 
I  expect  the  Rev.  Mr.  A         every  moment. 
Talk  not  of  them  now,  I  beseech  you." 

"Is  that  it,  Tom?"  said  I,  throwing  it  npon 
"the  table  before  him. 

"Yes,"  said  he,  snatching  it  up,  that  is  the 
very  purse.  Where,  where,  did  you  get  it? 
Catherine  Murphy  swore  it  was  taken  away  by 
the  murderers.  Oh,  Sir,  tell  me  where  did  you 
get  it.  When  ? — where  ? — how  ? — speak  quick- 

ly." 
"In  the  pocket,  Tom,  of  as  great  a  villain  as 

ever  lived,"  said  I :  "in  the  pocket  of  the  real 
murderer." 

"  There,  I  am  saved  I"  shouted  Tom,  spring- 
ing to  his  feet,  and  seizing  me  by  the  collar  of 

the  coat  with  both  his  hands,  and  shaking  me 
furiously.  "I  am  saved!  oh,  tell  me  I  am 
saved !  My  God,  I  thank  thee  !  Oh,  mv  mo- 

ther !" 

"You  are,  Tom,  saved,  beyond  the  possibil- 
ity of  a  doubt :  not  pardoned,  for  they  have  no- 

thing to  pardon;  but  fully,  freely  saved." 
He  stood  for  a  moment  like  one  bewildered, 

like  a  statue  ;  the  burning  flush  fled  from  his 
cheek,  and  became  as  it  was  wont  to  be  in  Tom 

Courtney's  happier  hours.  The  water-gates  of 
his  heart  were  broken  up,  and  gushed  forth  in 
torrents  of  soft,  cool  tears.  He  threw  himself 
on  his  knees  by  the  bedside,  and  I  left  the 
room. 

A  few  words,  by  way  of  conclusion,  are  ne- 
cessary to  this  story.  It  has  already  extended 

fiir  beyond  what  I  had  anticipated  when  I  com- 
menced to  take  it  down  in  the  form  of  a  narra- 

tive from  the  heads  given  in  my  private  journal ; 
but  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  it  is  a  faithful 
detail  of  facts  Avhich  took  place  under  my  own 
knowledge.  All  the  conversation  in  court,  as 

Avell  as  Tom  Courtney's  address  upon  convic- 
tion, are  stated  precisely  as  they  occurred,  and 

were  taken  down  by  myself  at  the  time. 
Tom  Courtney  saw  Hopkins  before  he  left 

the  jail ;  he  smiled  a  scornful  smile  as  he  look- 
ed at  him ;  he  admitted  there  was  a  strong  like- 

ness between  them,  but  he  could  not  be  so  good 
a  judge  upon  that  point  as  others ;  he  remind- 

ed me,  however,  of  his  dream,  recurring  to  the 
subject  several  times  at  some  length,  and  de- 

clared at  last  that  he  fully  and  freely  forgave 
the  persons  who  swore  against  him — adding, 
"that  had  it  been  in  the  daytime  he  could 
scarcely  have  forgiven  them." Sir  William  Smith  it  was  who  tried  Hopkins 
at  C  r,  and  he  told  me  afterward  that  even 
between  twins  he  had  never  seen  so  perfect  a 

likeness.  Courtney's  mother  also  saw  Hopkins, 
and — oh  !  tlie  fondness  of  a  mother's  heart — she 
strenuously  denied  that  there  was  the  smallest 
resemblance  between  him  and  her  "boy;"  that 
nobody  but  a  common  fool  could  mistake  them. 
This  opinion  she  maintained  to  the  last,  and  I 
doubt  not  that  she  really  believed  it. 

The  day  fortnight  that  I  told  Tom  Courtney 
he  was  saved,  an  order  for  his  discharge  having 
arrived,  there  was  a  merry  and  a  happy  party  at 
the  jail-gate.  The  whole  parish  came  in  to  give 
poor  Tom  a  joyous  greeting  and  a  cheerful  es- 

cort to  his  home  once  more.  Cars  of  all  de- 
scriptions, low-back  and  high-back,  gigs  and 

tax-carts,  arriving  every  moment ;  such  brush- 
ing of  straps,  and  stitching  of  harness ;  such 

rubbing  of  stirrups,  and  punching  of  holes;  such 
smoothing  of  cushions,  and  greasing  of  wheels, 
was  never  seen  as  had  been  going  on  from  day- 

light. Upward  of  sixty  men,  mounted  on  their 
country  horses,  three  abreast,  in  front ;  then 
came  from  fifteen  to  twenty  cars  and  other  ve- 

hicles of  one  sort  or  other,  filled  with  the  beau- 
ty and  fashion  of  the  parish.  Next  the  jail-gate 

stood  an  empty  jaunting-car,  the  horse's  head 
covered  with  boughs  of  evergreen,  nodding  in 
the  breeze,  with  now  and  then  a  proud,  impa- 

tient toss  of  the  head,  and  a  pawing  of  the 
ground  by  the  animal ;  for  he  was  old  Ned 
Courtney's  jaunting-car  horse — and  a  good  one. 
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Billy  was  now  mounted  in  the  driving-sent,  with 
whip  and  reins  in  hand,  ready  for  the  start; 
while  about  two  liundrcd  men,  women,  and  cliil- 
dren,  on  foot,  liled  along  the  jail-wall,  to  the 
right  and  left  of  the  gate,  ready  to  follow,  two 
abreast,  in  the  rear. 

Presently  a  monster  key  was  heard  struggling 
in  the  lock,  and  with  a  loud  short  shoot  of  tlie 
bolt,  the  gate  was  tlirown  open,  and  forth  issued 
Tom  Conrltney  leaning  on  his  father's  arm,  while 
upon  his  own  leaned  his  mother,  smiling  and 
joyous,  though  rescued,  I  may  say  at  the  last 
moment,  from  a  broken-hearted  grave.  I  wish 
you  could  have  heard  the  shout  that  rent  the 
air  as  they  appeared  :  I  have  heard  loud  simul- 

taneous shouts  from  assembled  thousands — ay, 
tens  of  thousands — but  so  hearty,  so  enthusias- 

tic, so  devoted  a  cheer  I  never  heard,  and  never 
can  again  hear.  Shall  I  say  it  ?  Yes,  nor  do  I 
blush  to  own  it,  that  it  brought  tears  of  sympa- 

thy and  joy — of  exultation — swelling  up  in  my 
eyes.  If  they  ran  over,  it  is  no  affair  of  yours, 
but  many  there  were  that  wept  outright. 

Tom  Courtney  and  his  mother  mounted  on 
one  side,  while  his  father  and  Philip  Moran 
mounted  on  the  other.  Three  cheers  more  rent 

the  air;  the  word  "Forward!"  ran  from  mouth  to 
mouth ;  Billy  Courtney  cracked  his  whip ;  old 
Larry  Murrin,  the  piper,  dressed  in  a  spick  and 
span  new  suit,  struck  up  a  lively  quickstep  in 
advance  of  the  whole  procession,  which  moved 
forward  with  smiling,  happy,  chatting  faces ; 
and  in  less  than  two  hours  Tom  Courtney,  a  free 
and  happy  man,  sat  at  breakfast  with  a  numer- 

ous party  of  delighted  friends  in  his  old  home. 
Somewhat  about  two  years  subsequent  to 

the  termination  of  the  above  transaction  Tom 
Courtney  joined  the  Wesleyan  Methodist  So- 

ciety, and  soon  after  was  ordained  one  of  their 
ministers,  and  hastened  to  fulfill  the  aspiration 
of  his  heart — I  think  it  was  to  the  coast  of  Afri- 

ca. I  saw  a  letter  from  him  to  a  religious  friend : 
he  was  well ;  and  freely  alluded  to  the  incidents 
which  I  have  endeavored  to  detail.  He  thank- 

ed God  for  what  had  occurred,  saying,  that  "he 
considered  it  had  been  the  greatest  of  the  many 
mercies  with  which  he  had  been  favored."  That 
is  now  upward  of  thirty  years  ago,  since  which 
period  I  have  altogether  lost  sight  or  intelli- 

gence of  him. 

THE  VIRGINIANS. 
BY  W.  M.  THACIvERAY. 

CHAPTER  XXXVII. 
IN  WHICH  VARIOUS  MATCHES  ARE  FOUGHT. 

"OEADING  in  tlie  London  Advertiser,  which JLl^  was  served  to  his  worship  with  his  break- 
fast, an  invitation  to  all  lovers  of  manly  British 

sport  to  come  and  witness  a  trial  of  skill  be- 
tween the  great  champions  Sutton  and  Figg, 

Mr.  Warrington  determined  upon  attending 
these  performances,  and  accordingly  proceeded 
to  the  Wooden  House,  in  Marvbone  Fields, 
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driving  thither  the  pair  of  horses  which  he  had 
purchased  on  the  previous  day.  The  young 
charioteer  did  not  know  the  road  very  well,  and 
veered  and  tacked  very  much  more  than  was 
needful  upon  his  journey  from  Covent  Garden, 
losing  himself  in  the  green  lanes  behind  Mr. 
Whitfield's  round  tabernacle  of  Tottenham  Koad, and  the  fields  in  the  midst  of  which  Middlesex 
Hospital  stood.  He  reached  his  dosrination  at 
length,  however,  and  found  no  small  company 
assembled  to  witness  the  valorous  achievements 
of  the  two  champions. 

A  crowd  of  London  blackguards  was  gathered 
round  the  doors  of  this  temple  of  British  valor; 
together  with  the  horses  and  equif)ages  of  a  few 
persons  of  fashion,  who  came,  like  Mr.  War- 

rington, to  patronize  the  sport.  A  variety  of 
beggars  and  cripjjles  hustled  round  the  young 
gentleman,  and  whined  to  him  for  charity.  • 
Shoeblack  boys  tumbled  over  each  other  for  the 
privilege  of  blacking  his  honors  boots  ;  nosegay 
women  and  flying  fruiterers  plied  I^Ir.  Gumbo 
with  their  wares  ;  piemen,  pads,  trnm])S,  strollers 
of  every  variety  hung  round  the  battle  ground. 
A  flag  was  flying  upon  the  building;  and,  on 
to  the  stage  in  front,  accomj)anied  by  a  drum- 

mer and  a  horn-blower,  a  manager  rcpeatodly 
issued  to  announce  to  tlie  crowd  that  the  noble 
English  sports  were  just  about  to  begin. 

Mr.  Warrington  paid  his  money,  and  was 
accommodated  with  a  seat  in  a  gallery  com- 

manding a  perfect  view  of  the  platform  whereon 
the  sports  were  performed;  Mr.  Gumbo  took 
his  scat  in  the  ampliitheatre  below;  or,  when 
tired,  issued  forth  into  the  outer  world  to  drink 
a  pot  of  beer,  or  play  a  game  at  cards  with  his 
brother  lackeys,  and  the  gentlemen's  coachmen on  the  boxes  of  the  carriages  waiting  without. 
Lackeys,  liveries,  footmen — the  old  society  was 
encumbered  with  a  prodigious  quantity  of  these. 
Gentle  men  or  women  could  scarce  move  with- 

out one,  sometimes  two  or  three,  vassals  in  at- 
tendance.   Every  theatre  had  its  footman's  gal- 
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lery  :  an  army  of  the  liveried  race  hustled  round 
every  chapel-door:  they  swarmed  in  ante-rooms : 
they  sprawled  in  halls  and  on  landings :  they 
guzzled,  devoured,  debauched,  cheated,  played 
cards,  bullied  visitors  for  vails  : — that  noble  old 
race  of  footmen  is  well-nigh  gone.  A  few  thou- 

sand of  them  may  still  be  left  among  us.  Grand, 
tall,  beautiful,  melancholy,  we  still  behold  them 
on  levee  days,  with  their  nosegays  and  their 
buckles,  their  plush  and  their  powder.  So  have 
I  seen  in  America  specimens,  nay  camps  and 
villages  of  Red  Indians.  But  the  race  is  doomed. 
The  fatal  decree  has  gone  forth,  and  Uncas  with 
his  tomahawk  and  eagle's  plume,  and  Jeames 
with  his  cocked  hat  and  long  cane,  are  passing 
out  of  the  Avorld  where  they  once  walked  in 
glory. 

Before  the  principal  combatants  made  their 
appearance,  minor  warriors  and  exercises  were 
exhibited.  A  boxing  match  came  off,  but  nei- 

ther of  the  men  Avere  very  game  or  severely 
punished,  so  that  Mr.  Warrington  and  the  rest 
of  the  spectators  had  but  little  pleasure  out  of 
that  encounter.  Then  ensued  some  cudgel- 
playing  ;  but  the  heads  broken  were  of  so  little 
note,  and  the  wounds  given  so  trifling  and  un- 

satisfactory, that  no  wonder  the  company  began 
to  hiss,  grumble,  and  show  other  signs  of  dis- 

content. "  The  masters,  the  masters  !"  shouted 
the  people,  whereupon  those  famous  champions 
at  length  thought  fit  to  appear. 

The  first  Avho  walked  up  the  steps  to  the  stage 
was  the  intrepid  Sutton,  sword  in  hand,  who 
saluted  the  company  with  his  warlike  weapon, 
making  an  especial  bow  and  salute  to  a  private 
box  or  gallery  in  which  sate  a  stout  gentleman, 
who  was  seemingly  a  person  of  importance. 
Sutton  was  speedily  followed  by  the  famous 
Figg,  to  whom  the  stout  gentleman  waved  a 
hand  of  approbation.  Both  men  were  in  their 
shirts,  their  heads  were  shaven  clean,  but  bore 
the  cracks  and  scars  of  many  former  glorious 
battles.  On  his  burly  sword  arm,  eacli  intrepid 
champion  wore  an  "armiger,"  or  ribbon  of  his 
color.  And  now  the  gladiators  shook  hands, 
and,  as  a  contemporary  poet  says  :  "The  word 
it  was  bilboe."* 

At  the  commencement  of  the  combat  the 
great  Figg  dealt  a  blow  so  tremendous  at  his 
opponent,  that  had  it  encountered  the  other's 

'  honest  head,  that  comely  noddle  would  have 
been  shorn  off  as  clean  as  the  carving-knife 
chops  the  carrot.  But  Sutton  received  his  ad- 

versary's blade  on  his  own  sword,  while  Figg's 
blow  was  delivered  so  mightily  that  the  weapon 
brake  in  his  hands  less  constant  than  the  heart 
of  him  who  wielded  it.  Other  swords  were 
now  delivered  to  the  warriors.  The  first  blood 
drawn  spouted  from  the  panting  side  of  Figg 
amidst  a  yell  of  delight  from  Sutton's  sup- 

porters;  but  the  veteran  appealing  to  his  audi- 
ence, and  especially,  as  it  seemed,  to  the  stout 

individual  in  the  private  gallery,  showed  that 

*  The  antiquarian  reader  knows  the  pleasant  poem  in 
the  sixth  volume  of  Dodsley's  Collection,  in  which  the above  combat  is  described. 

his  sword  broken  in  the  previous  encounter  had 
caused  the  wound. 

While  the  parley  occasioned  by  this  incident 
was  going  on,  Mr.  Warrington  saw  a  gentleman 
in  a  riding-frock  and  plain  scratch  wig  enter 
the  box  devoted  to  the  stout  personage,  and  rec- 

ognized with  pleasure  his  Tunbridge  Wells 
friend,  my  Lord  of  March  and  Ruglan.  Lord 
March,  who  was  by  no  means  prodigal  of  po- 

liteness, seemed  to  show  singular  deference  to 
the  stout  gentleman,  and  Harry  remarked  how 
his  lordship  received,  with  a  profound  bow,  some 
bank  bills  which  the  other  took  out  from  a  pock- 

et-book and  handed  to  him.  While  thus  en- 
gaged. Lord  March  spied  out  our  Virginian, 

and,  his  interview  with  the  stout  personage  fin- 
ished, my  lord  came  over  to  Harry's  gallery 

and  warmly  greeted  his  young  friend.  They 
sat  and  beheld  tlie  combat  waging  with  various 
success,  but  with  immense  skill  and  valor  on 

both  sides.  "After  the  warriors  had  sufficiently fought  with  swords,  they  fell  to  with  the  quar- 
ter-staff", and  the  result  of  this  long  and  delight- 

ful baHle  was,  that  victory  remained  with  her 
ancient  champion  Figg. 

While  the  warriors  were  at  battle,  a  thunder- 
storm had  broken  over  the  building,  and  Mr. 

Warrington  gladly  enough  accepted  a  seat  in 
my  Lord  March's  chariot,  leaving  his  own  phae- 

ton to  be  driven  home  by  his  groom.  Harry 
was  in  great  delectation  with  the  noble  sight  he 
had  witnessed  :  he  pronounced  this  indeed  to 
be  something  like  sport,  and  of  the  best  he  had 
seen  since  his  arrival  in  England  ;  and,  as  usual, 
associating  any  pleasure  which  he  enjoyed  with 
the  desire  tliat  the  dear  companion  of  his  boy- 

hood should  share  the  amusement  in  common 

with  him,  he  began  by  sighing  out,  "I  wish" 
....  then  he  stopped.     "  No  I  don't,"  says  he. 

"What  do  you  wish  and  what  don't  you 
wish  ?"  asks  Lord  March, 

"I  was  thinking,  my  lord,  of  my  elder  broth- 
er, and  wished  he  had  been  with  me.  We  had 

promised  to  have  our  sport  together,  at  home, 

you  see ;  and  many's  the  time  we  talked  of 
it.  But  he  wouldn't  have  liked  this  rough  sort 
of  sport,  and  didn't  care  for  fighting,  though 
he  was  the  bravest  lad  alive." 

Oh  !  he  was  the  bravest  lad  alive,  was  he  ?" 
asks  my  lord,  lolling  on  his  cushion,  and  eying 
his  Virginian  friend  with  some  curiosity. 

"You  should  have  seen  him  in  a  quarrel  with 
a  very  gallant  officer,  our  friend — an  absurd 
affair,  but  it  was  hard  to  keep  George  off"  him. I  never  saw  a  fellow  so  cool,  nor  more  savage  and 
determined,  God  help  me.  Ah  !  I  wish  for  the 
honor  of  the  country,  you  know,  that  he  could 
have  come  here  instead  of  me,  and  shown  you 

a  real  Virginian  gentleman." 
"Nay,  Sir,  you'll  do  very  well.  What  is 

this  I  hear  of  Lady  Yarmouth  taking  you  into 
favor?"  said  the  amused  nobleman. 

"  I  will  do  as  well  as  another.  I  can  ride, 
and,  I  think,  I  can  shoot  better  than  George ; 
but  then  my  brother  had  the  head.  Sir,  the 

head!"'  says  Harry,  tapping  his  own  honest 
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skull.  *'Why,  I  give  you  my  word,  my  lord, 
that  he  liad  read  almost  every  book  that  was 
ever  written  ;  could  jjlay  both  on  the  fiddle  and 
harpsichord,  could  compose  poetry  and  sermons 
most  elegant.  What  can  1  do  ?  I  am  only  good 
to  ride  and  play  at  cards,  and  drink  Burgundy." 
And  the  penitent  hung  down  his  head.  "But 
them  I  can  do  as  well  as  most  fellows,  you  see. 

In  fact,  my  lord,  1  11  back  myself,"  he  resumed, 
to  the  other's  great  amusement. 

Lord  March  relished  the  young  man's  naivete^ 
as  the  jaded  voluptuary  still  to  the  end  always 
can  relish  the  juicy  wholesome  mutton  chop. 
"By  gad,  Mr.  Warrington,"  says  he,  "you 
ought  to  be  taken  to  Exeter  'Change,  and  put 
in  a  show." 

"And  for  why?" 
"A  gentleman  from  Virginia  who  has  lost 

his  elder  brother  and  absolutely  regrets  him. 
The  breed  ain't  known  in  this  country.  Upon 
my  honor  and  conscience,  I  believe  that  you 
would  like  to  have  him  back  again." 

"  Believe  I"  cries  the  Virginian,  growing  red in  the  face. 

"That  is,  you  believe,  you  believe  you  would 
like  him  back  again.  But  depend  on  it  you 
wouldn't.  'Tis  not  in  human  nature,  Sir ;  not 
as  I  read  it,  at  least.  Here  are  some  line  houses 
we  are  coming  to.  .  That  at  the  corner  is  Sir 
Richard  Littleton's,  that  great  one  was  my  Lord 
Bingley's.  'Tis  a  pity  they  do  nothing  better 
with  this  great  empty  space  of  Cavendish  Square 
than  fence  it  with  these  unsightly  boards.  By 
George !  I  don't  know  where  the  town's  run- 

ning. There's  Montagu  House  made  into  a 
confounded  Don  Saltero's  museum,  with  books 
and  stuifed  birds  and  rhinoceroses.  They  have 
actually  run  a  cursed  cut — New  lioad  they  ̂ -all 
it — at  the  back  of  Bedford  Hous'e  Gardens,  and 
spoiled  the  Duke's  comfort,  though,  I  guess,  they 
will  console  him  in  the  pocket.  I  don't  know 
where  the  town  will  stop.  Shall  we  go  down 
Tyburn  Road  and  the  Park,  or  through  Swallow 
Street,  and  into  the  habitable  quarter  of  the 
town?  We  can  dine  at  Fall  Mall,  or,  if  you 
like,  with  you ;  and  we  can  spend  the  evening 
as  you  like — with  the  Queen  of  Spades,  or ..." 

"  With  the  Queen  of  Spades,  if  your  lordship 
pleases,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  blusliing.  So 
the  equipage  drove  to  his  hotel  in  Covent  Gar- 

den, where  the  landlord  came  forward  with  his 
usual  obsequiousness,  and  recognizing  my  Lord 
of  March  and  Ruglan,  bowed  his  wig  on  to  my 
lord's  shoes  in  his  humble  welcomes  to  his  lord- 

ship. A  rich  young  English  peer  in  the  reign 
of  George  the  Second ;  a.  wealthy  patrician  in 
the  reign  of  Augustus ; — which  would  you  rather 
have  been  ?  There  is  a  question  for  any  youug 
gentlemen's  debating  clubs  of  the  present  day. 

The  best  English  dinner  which  could  be  pro- 
duced, of  course  was  at  the  service  of  the  young 

Virginian  and  his  noble  friend.  After  dinner 
came  wi.ie  in  plenty,  and  of  quality  good  enough 
even  for  the  epicurean  earl.  Over  the  wine 
there  was  talk  of  going  to  see  the  fire-works  at 
Vauxhall,  or  else  of  cards.    Harry,  who  had 
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never  seen  a  firc-work  beyond  an  exhibition  of  a 
dozen  scpiibs  at  Willianisbiirgh  on  the  fifth  of 
November  (which  he  thought  a  sublime  display), 
would  have  liked  the  \'auxhall,  but  yielded  lo 
his  guest's  preference  for  picqtiet ;  and  they  were 
very  soon  absorl)ed  in  that  game. 

Harry  began  by  winning  as  usual ;  but,  in  the 
course  of  half  an  hour,  the  luck  turned  and  fa- 

vored my  Lord  March,  who  was  at  first  very 
surly,  when  Mr.  Draper,  Mr.  Warrington's  man 
of  business,  came  bowing  into  the  room,  where 
he  accepted  Harry's  invitati(ui  to  sit  and  drink. 
Mr.  W^arrington  always  asked  every  body  to  sit 
and  drink,  and  partake  of  his  best.  Had  he  a  ♦ 
crust,  he  would  divide  it ;  had  he  a  haunch,  he 
would  share  it ;  had  he  a  jug  of  water,  he  would 
drink  about  w^ith  a  kindly  spirit ;  had  he  a  bot- 

tle of  Burgundy,  it  was  gayly  drunk  with  a 
thirsty  friend.  And  don't  fancy  the  virtue  is 
common.  You  read  of  it  in  books,  my  dear 
Sir,  and  fancy  that  you  have  it  yourself  because 
you  give  six  dinners  of  twenty  people  and  pay 
your  acquaintance  all  round  ;  but  the  welcome, 
the  friendly  spirit,  the  kindly  heart?  Believe 
me,  these  are  rare  qualities  in  our  selfish  world. 
We  may  bring  them  with  us  from  the  country 
when  we  are  young,  but  they  mostly  wither  after 
trans})laTitation,  and  droo})  and  perish  in  the 
stifling  London  air. 

Draper  did  not  care  for  wine  very  much,  but 
it  delighted  the  lawyer  to  be  in  the  company 
of  a  great  num.  He  protested  that  he  liked 
nothing  better  than  to  see  jiicquet  played  by 
two  consummate  players  and  men  of  fashion  : 
and,  taking  a  seat,  undismayed  by  the  sidelon;,' 
scowls  of  his  lordship,  surveyed  the  game  be- 

tween the  gentlemen.  Harry  Avas  not  near  a 
match  for  the  experienced  })layer  of  the  London 
clubs.  To-night,  too,  Lord  March  held  better 
cards  to  aid  his  skill. 

What  their  stakes  were  was  no  business  of 

Mr.  Draper's.  The  gentlemen  said  they  would 
play  for  shillings,  and  afterward  counted  u]) 
their  gains  and  losses,  with  scarce  any  talking, 
and  that  in  an  undertone.  A  bow  on  botli 
sides,  a  perfectly  grave  and  polite  manner  on 
the  part  of  each,  and  the  game  went  on. 

But  it  was  destined  to  a  second  interruption, 

which  brought  an  execration  from  Lord  March's 
lips.  Eirst  was  heard  a  scuffling  without — then 
a  whispering — then  an  outcryas  of  a  woman  in 
tears,  and  then,  finally,  a  female  rushed  i:ito  tlie 
room,  and  produced  that  explosion  of  naughty  ̂ 
language  from  Lord  ̂ larch. 

"I  wish  your  Avomen  would  take  some  other 
time  for  coming,  confound  'e::i,''  says  my  lord, 
laying  his  cards  down  in  a  i)et. 

"  What,  Mrs.  Betty  !''  cried  Harry. Indeed  it  was  no  other  than  Mrs.  Betty,  Lady 
Maria's  maid  ;  and  Gumbo  stood  behind  her, 
his  fine  countenance  beslol)bered  with  tears. 

"What  has  happened?"  asks  Mr.  Warrinc:- 
ton,  in  no  little  perturbation  of  spirit.  "Tlie 
Baroness  is  well  ?" 

"Help!  help!  Sir,  your  honor !"  ejaculates 
Mrs.  Betty,  and  proceeds  to  fall  on  her  knees. 
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"Help  whom?" A  howl  ensues  from  Gumbo. 

"Guml)o!  you  scoundrel !  has  any  thin^  hap- 
l>Gned  between  Mrs.  Betty  and  you?"  asks  the 
black's  master. 

Mr.  Gumbo  steps  back  with  great  dignity,  lay- 
ing his  hand  on  his  heart,  and  saying,  "No, 

Sir ;  nothing  hab  happened  'twix'  this  lady  and 

me." "It's  my  mistress,  Sir,"  cries  Betty.  "Help  ! 
help!  here's  thcletter  she  have  wrote,  Sir  I  They 
have  gone  and  took  her,  Sir  I" 

"  Is  it  only  that  old  Molly  Esmond?  She's 
known  to  be  over  head  and  heels  in  debt !  Dry 
your  eyes  in  the  next  room,  Mrs,  Hetty,  and  let 
me  and  Mr.  Warrington  go  on  with  our  game," 
says  my  lord,  taking  up  his  cards. 

"Help,  help  her  !"  cries  Betty  again.  "Oh, 
Mr.  Harry !  you  wcm't  be  a  going  on  with  your 
cards,  when  my  lady  calls  out  to  you  to  come 
and  help  her  !  Your  honor  used  to  come  quick 
enough  when  my  lady  used  to  send  mo  to  fetch 

you  at  Castle  wood  !" "Confound  you!  can't  you  hold  your  tongue?" 
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says  my  lord,  witli  more  choice  words  and 
oaths. 

But  Betty  would  not  cease  weeping,  and  it 
was  decreed  that  Lord  March  was  to  cca»e  win- 

ning for  that  night.  Mr.  Warrington  rose  from 
his  seat,  and  made  for  the  bell,  saying  : 

"My  dear  lord,  the  game  must  be  over  for 
to-night.  My  relative  writes  to  me  in  great 
distress,  and  I  am  bound  to  go  to  her." 

"Curse  her !  Why  couldn't  she  wait  till  to- 
morrow?" cries  my  lord,  testily. 

Mr.  Warrington  ordered  a  post-chaise  in- 
stantly, llis  own  horses  would  take  him  to 

Bromley. 

"Bet  you,  you  don't  do  it  within  the  hour! 
bet  you,  you  don't  do  it  within  five  quarters  of 
an  hour !  bet  you  four  to  one— or  I'll  take  your 
bet,  which  you  please— that  you're  not  robbed 
on  Blackheath  !  Bet  you,  you  are  not  at  Tun- 
bridge  Wells  before  midnight ! "  cries  Lord  March. 

"Done!"  says  Mr.  Warrington.  And  my 
lord  carefully  notes  down  the  terms  of  the  four 
wagers  in  his  pocket-book. 

Lady  Maria's  letter  ran  as  follows : 
"  My  pear  Cousin,—!  am  fell  into  a  trapp,  wch  I  per- 

ceive fclie  machinations  of  villians.  T  am  a  prisner.  Betty 
will  tell  you  all.    Ah,  my  Henrico  !  come  to  the  resQ  of 
your  Molly." 

In  half  an  hour  after  the  receipt  of  this  mis- 
sive, Mr.  Warrington  was  in  his  post-chaise  and 

galloping  over  Westminster  Bridge  on  the  road 
to  succor  his  kinswoman. 

CIIAl^TEK  XXXVIIL 
SAMPSON  AND  THE  PHILISTINES. 

Mt  happy  chance  in  early  life  led  me  to  be- 
come intimate  with  a  respectable  person  who 

was  born  in  a  certain  ishind,  which  is  pro- 
nounced to  be  the  first  gem  of  the  ocean  by, 

no  doubt,  impartial  judges  of  maritime  jewelry. 
The  stories  which  that  person  imparted  to  me 
regarding  his  relatives  who  inhabited  the  gem 
above-mentioned,  were  such  as  used  to  make 

my  young  l)lood  curdle  with  horror,  to  think 
there  should  be  so  nuich  wickedness  in  the 
world.  Every  crime  which  you  can  think  of, 
the  entire  Ten  Commandments  broken  in  a  gen- 

eral smash,  such  rogueries  and  knaveries  as  no 
story-teller  could  invent — such  murders  and  rob- 

beries as  Thurtell  or  Tuqjin  scarce  ever  perjic- 
trated,  were  by  my  informant  accurately  re- 

membered, and  freely  related,  respecting  his 
nearest  kindred,  to  any  one  who  chose  to  hear 
him.  It  was  a  wonder  liow  any  of  the  family 
still  lived  out  of  the  hulks.  Me  Ijrothcr  Tim 

had  brought  his  fawther's  gree  hairs  with  sor- 
row to  the  greeve  ;  me  Ijrother  Mick  had  robbed 

the  par  sh  church  rei»ayted]y  ;  me  sisther  Anna- 
maroia  had  jilted  the  Cajttain  and  run  off  with 
the  Ensign,  forged  her  grandmother's  will,  and 
stole  the  spoons,  which  Lany,  the  knife-boy,  was 
hanged  for.  The  family  of  Atreus  was  as  no- 

thing compared  to  the  race  of  O'Whatdvecall- 
em,  from  which  my  friend  sjjrung ;  but  no  power 
on  earth  would,  of  course,  induce  me  to  name 
the  country  whence  he  came. 

How  great  then  used  to  be  my  naif  astonish- 
ment to  find  these  murderers,  rogues,  parri- 
cides, habitual  forgers  of  bills  of  exchange,  and 

so  forth,  every  now  and  then  writing  to  each 
other  as  "my  dearest  brother,"  "my  dearest 
sister,"  and  for  months  at  a  time  living  on  the 
most  amicable  terms!  AVith  hands  reeking 
with  the  blood  of  his  murdered  parents,  Tim 
would  mix  a  sci'ceching  tumbler,  and  give  ̂ laria 
a  glass  from  it.  With  lips  black  with  the  per- 

juries he  had  sworn  in  Court  respecting  his 
grandmother's  abstracted  testament,  or  the  mur- 

der of  his  poor  brother  Thady's  hcljtlcss  orphans, 
Mick  would  kiss  his  sister  Julia's  bonny  check, 
and  they  would  have  a  jolly  night,  and  cr}'  as 
they  talked  about  old  times,  and  the  dear  old 
Castle  Whatdyecallem  where  they  were  born, 
and  the  fighting  Onetyoueth  being  quarthcred 
there,  and  the  Major  proposing  for  Cyaroloine, 
and  the  tomb  of  their  scented  mother  (who  had 
chayted  them  out  of  the  propertee).  Heaven 

bless  her  soul !  They  used  to 
weep  and  kiss  so  profusely  at 
meeting  and  ])arting,  that  it  was 
touching  to  behold  them.  At 
the  sight  of  their  embraces  one 
forgot  those  painful  little  stories, 
and  those  repeated  i)revious  as- 

surances that,  did  they  tell  all, 
they  could  hang  each  other  all 
round. 

What  can  there  be  finer  than 

forgiveness  ?  What  more  ration- 
al than,  after  calling  a  man  by 

every  bad  name  under  the  sun, 
to  apologize,  regret  hasty  ex- 

pressions, and  so  forth,  withdraw 
the  decanter  (say)  which  you 

have  flung  at  your  enemy's  head, and  be  friends  as  before  ?  Some 
folks  possess  this  admirable,  this 
angel-like,  gift  of  forgiveness. 
It  was  beautiful,  for  instance, 
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to  see  our  two  ladies  at  Tunbridge  Wells  for- 
giving one  another,  smiling,  joking,  fondling  al- 

most in  spite  of  the  hard  words  of  yesterday 
— yes ;  and  forgetting  bygones,  though  they 
couldn't  help  remembering  them  perfectly  well. 
I  wonder,  can  you  and  I  do  as  much?  Let 
us  strive,  my  friend,  to  acquire  this  pacable. 
Christian  spirit.  My  belief  is  that  you  may 
learn  to  forgive  bad  language  employed  to 
you ;  but,  then,  you  must  have  a  deal  of  prac- 

tice, and  be  accustomed  to  hear  and  use  it. 
You  embrace  after  a  quarrel  and  mutual 
bad  language.  Heaven  bless  us !  Bad  words 
are  nothing  when  one  is  accustomed  to  them, 
and  scarce  need  ruffle  the  temper  on  either 
side. 

So  the  aunt  and  niece  played  cards  very 
amicably  together,  and  drank  to  each  other's 
health,  and  each  took  a  wing  of  the  chicken, 
and  pulled  a  bone  of  the  merry-thought,  and  (in 
conversation)  scratched  their  neighbors',  not 
each  other's,  eyes  out.  Thus,  we  have  read 
how  the  Peninsular  warriors,  when  the  bugles 
sang  truce,  fraternized  and  exchanged  tobacco- 
pouches  and  wine,  ready  to  seize  their  firelocks 
4nd  knock  each  other's  heads  off  when  the  truce 
was  over ;  and  thus  our  old  soldiers,  skillful  in 
war,  but  knowing  the  charms  of  a  quiet  life, 
laid  their  weapons  down  for  the  nonce,  and  hob- 
and-nobbed  gayly  together.  Of  course,  while 
drinking  with  Jack  Frenchman,  you  have  your 
piece  handy  to  blow  his  brains  out  if  he  makes 
a  hostile  move :  but,  meanwhile,  it  is  a  voire 
sante,  mon  camarade  1  Here's  to  you,  Mounseer ! 
and  every  thing  is  as  pleasant  as  possible.  Re- 

garding Aunt  Bernstein's  threatened  gout  ?  The 
twinges  had  gone  off.  Maria  was  so  glad ! 
Maria's  fainting  fits  ?  She  had  no  return  of 
them.  A  slight  recurrence  last  night.  The 
Baroness  w£fS  so  sorry!  Her  niece  must  see 
the  best  doctor,  take  every  thing  to  fortify  her, 
continue  to  take  the  steel,  even  after  she  left 
Tunbridge.  How  kind  of  Aunt  Bernstein  to 
oiFer  to  send  some  of  the  bottled  waters  after 
her !  Suppose  Madame  Bernstein  says  in  con- 

fidence to  her  own  woman,  "Painting  fits! — 
pooh! — epilepsy!  inherited  from  tliat  horrible 
scrofulous  German  mother!"  What  means 
have  we  of  knowing  the  private  conversation 
of  the  old  lady  and  her  attendant?  Suppose 

Lady  Maria  orders  Mrs.  Betty,  her  ladyship's 
maid,  to  taste  every  glass  of  medicinal  water 
first,  declaring  that  her  aunt  is  capable  of  pois- 

oning her?  Very  likely  such  conversations 
take  place.  These  are  but  precautions — these 
are  the  firelocks  which  our  old  soldiers  have  at 
their  sides,  loaded  and  cocked,  but  at  present 
lying  quiet  on  tlie  grass. 

Having  Harry's  bond  in  her  pocket,  the  vet- 
eran Maria  did  not  choose  to  press  for  payment. 

She  knew  the  world  too  well  for  that.  He  was 
bound  to  her,  but  she  gave  him  plenty  of  da}'- 
rule,  and  leave  of  absence  on  parole.  It  was  j 
not  her  object  needlessly  to  chafe  and  anger  her 
young  slave.  She  knew  the  difference  of  ages, 
and  that  Harry  must  have  his  pleasures  and  di- 

versions. ''Take  your  ease  and  amusement, 
cousin,"  says  Lady  Maria.  "  Frisk  about,  pretty 
little  mousekin,"  says  gray  Grimalkin,  purring 
in  the  corner,  and  keeping  watch  with  her  green 
eyes.  About  all  that  Harry  was  to  see  and  do 
on  his  first  visit  to  London,  his  female  relatives 
had  of  course  talked  and  joked.  Both  of  the 
ladies  knew  perfectly  what  were  a  young  gen- 

tleman's ordinary  amusements  in  those  days, 
and  spoke  of  them  with  the  frankness  which 
characterized  those  easy  times. 

Our  wily  Calypso  consoled  herself,  then,  per- 
fectly, in  the  absence  of  her  young  wanderer, 

and  took  any  diversion  which  came  to  hand.. 
Mr.  Jack  Morris,  the  gentleman  whom  we  have 
mentioned  as  rejoicing  in  the  company  of  Lord 
March  and  Mr.  Warrington,  was  one  of  these 
diversions.  To  live  with  titled  personages  was 
the  delight  of  Jack  Morris's  life ;  and  to  lose 
money  at  cards  to  an  earl's  daughter  was  almost 
a  pleasure  to  him.  Now,  the  Lady  Maria  Es- 

mond was  an  earl's  daughter  who  was  very  glad 
to  win  money.  She  obtained  permission  to  take 
Mr.  Morris  to  the  Countess  of  Yarmouth's  as- 

sembly, and  played  cards  with  him  —  and  so 
every  body  was  pleased. 

Thus  the  first  eight-and-forty  hours  after  Mr. 
Warrington's  departure  passed  pretty  cheerily 
at  Tunbridge  Wells,  and  Friday  arrived,  Avhen 
the  sermon  was  to  be  delivered  which  we  have 
seen  ]\Ir.  Sampson  preparing.  The  company 
at  the  Wells  were  ready  enough  to  listen  to  it. 
Sampson  had  a  reputation  for  being  a  most 
amusing  and  eloquent  preacher,  and  if  there 
were  no  breakfast,  conjuror,  dancing  bears,  con- 

cert going  on,  the  good  Wells  folk  would  put 
up  with  a  sermon.  He  knew  Lady  Yarmouth 
was  coming,  and  what  a  power  she  had  in  the 
giving  of  livings  and  the  dispensing  of  bishop- 

rics, the  Defender  of  the  Faith  of  that  day  hav- 
ing a  remarkable  confidence  in  her  ladyship's 

opinion  upon  these  matters  ;  and  so  we  may  be 
sure  that  Mr.  Sampson  prepared  his  very  best 
discourse  for  her  hearing.  When  the  Great 
Man  is  at  home  at  the  Castle,  and  walks  over 
to  the  little  country  church  in  the  park,  bring- 

ing the  Duke,  the  iVlarquis,  and  a  couple  of 
cabinet  ministers  with  him,  has  it  ever  been 
your  lot  to  sit  among  the  congregation,  and 
watch  Mr.  Trotter  the  curate  and  his  sermon  ? 

He  looks  anxiously  at  the  Great  Pew ;  he  fal- 
ters as  he  gives  out  his  text,  and  thinks,  "Ah, 

perhaps  his  lordship  may  give  me  a  living!" Mrs.  Trotter  and  the  girls  look  anxiously  at  the 

Great  Pew  too,  and  watch  the  effects  of  papa's 
discourse — the  well-known  favorite  discourse — 

upon  the  big-wigs  assembled.  Papa's  first  nerv- ousness is  over :  his  noble  voice  clears,  warms 
to  his  sermon  :  he  kindles  :  he  takes  his  pocket- 
handkerchief  out:  he  is  coming  to  that  exqui- 

site passage  which  has  made  them  all  cry  at  the 
parsonage  :  he  has  begun  it !  Ah  !  What  is 
that  humming  noise,  which  fills  the  edifice,  and 
causes  hob-nailed  Meliboeus  to  grin  at  smock- 
frocked  Tityrus?  It  is  the  Right  Honorable 
Lord  Naseby,  snoring  in  the  pew  by  the  fire ! 
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And  poor  Trotter's  vitiionary  mitre  clis;ij)])ears  I with  the  music. 

Sampson  was  the  domestic  chaplain  of  Ma- 
dame Bernstein's  ncpliew.  The  two  hidics  of 

the  Esmond  family  patronized  the  preacher. 
On  the  day  of  the  sermon,  the  Baroness  had  a 
little  hreakfast  in  his  honor,  at  which  Sampson 
made  his  appearance,  rosy  and  handsome,  with 
a  fresh-fiowcred  wig,  and  a  smart,  rustling,  new 
cassock,  which  he  had  on  credit  from  some 
church-admiring  mercer  at  the  Wells.  By  the 
side  of  his  patronesses,  their  ladyships'  lackeys 
walking  behind  tlicm  with  tlieir  great  gilt  pray- 

er-books, Mr.  Sampson  marched  from  break- 
fast to  church.  Every  one  remarked  how  well 

the  Baroness  Bernstein  looked  ;  she  laughed, 
and  was  particularly  friendly  with  her  niece  ; 
she  had  a  bow  and  a  stately  smile  for  all,  as 
she  moved  on  with  her  tortoiseshcU  cane.  At 
the  door  there  was  a  dazzling  conflux  of  rank 
and  fiishion — all  the  fine  company  of  the  Wells 
trooping  in ;  and  her  ladyship  of  Yarmouth, 
conspicuous  with  vermilion  cheeks,  and  a  robe 
of  flame-colored  taffeta.  There  were  shabby 
people  present,  besides  the  fine  company,  though 
these  latter  were  by  far  the  most  numerous. 
What  an  odd-looking  pair,  for  instance,  were 
those  in  ragged  coats,  one  of  them  with  his  car- 

roty hair  appearing  under  his  scratch  -  wig, 
and  who  entered  the  church  just  as  the  organ 
stopped !  Nay,  he  could  not  have  been  a  Prot- 

estant, for  he  mechanically  crossed  himself  as 
he  entered  the  place,  saying  to  his  comrade, 
"Bedad,  Tim,  I  forgawt!"  by  which  I  con- clude that  the  individual  came  from  an  island 
which  has  been  mentioned  at  the  commence- 

ment of  this  chapter.  Wherever  they  go,  a  rich 
fragrance  of  whisky  spreads  itself.  A  man  may 
be  a  heretic  but  possess  genius :  these  Catholic 
gentlemen  have  come  to  pay  homage  to  Mr. 
Sampson. 

Nay,  there  are  not  only  members  of  the  old 
religion  present,  but  disciples  of  a  creed  still 
older.  Who  are  those  two  individuals  with 
hooked  noses  and  sallow  countenances  who 
worked  into  the  church  in  spite  of  some  little 
opposition  on  the  part  of  the  beadle  ?  Seeing 
the  greasy  appearance  of  these  Hebrew  stran- 

gers, Mr.  Beadle  was  for  denying  them  admis- 
sion. But  one  whispered  into  his  ear,  "We 

wants  to  be  conwerted,  gov'nor!"  another  slips 
money  into  his  hand — Mr.  Beadle  lifts  u{)  the 
mace  with  which  he  was  barring  the  door-way, 
and  the  Hebrew  gentlemen  enter.  There  goes 
the  organ !  the  doors  have  closed.  Shail  we 
go  in  and  listen  to  Mr.  Sampson's  sermon,  or 
lie  on  the  grass  without? 

Preceded  by  that  beadle  in  gold  lace,  Samp- 
son walked  up  to  the  pulpit,  as  rosy  and  jolly  a 

man  as  you  could  wish  to  see.  Presently,  when 
he  surged  up  out  of  his  plump  pulpit  cushion, 
why  did  his  Reverence  turn  as  pale  as  death  ? 
He  looked  to  the  western  church-door — there, 
on  each  side  of  it,  were  those  horrible  Hebrew 
Caryatides.  He  then  looked  to  the  vestry-door, 
which  was  hard  by  the  rector's  pew,  in  which 

Samj)son  had  been  sitting  during  the  scn'icc, 
alongside  of  their  ladyshijis  his  patronesses. 
Suddenly,  a  couple  of  perfumed  Hibernian  gen- 

tlemen slipped  out  of  an  adjacent  scat,  and 
placed  thcnjsclves  on  a  bench  close  by  that  ves- 

try-door and  rector's  pew,  and  so  sale  till  thf 
conclusion  of  the  sermon,  with  eyes  mccklv  cast 
down  to  the  ground.  How  can  wCT describe  tliat 
sermon,  if  the  preacher  himself  never  knew  how 
it  came  to  an  end  ? 

Nevertheless,  it  was  considered  an  excellent 
sermon.  When  it  was  over,  the  line  ladies 
buzzed  into  one  another's  ears  over  their  pews, 
and  uttered  their  praise  and  comments.  Ma- 

dame W^almoden,  who  was  in  the  next  pew  to our  friends,  said  it  was  bewdiful,  and  made  her 
dremble  all  over.  Madame  Bernstein  said  it 
was  excellent.  Lndy  Maria  was  pleased  to 
think  that  the  family  chajdain  should  so  dis- 

tinguish himself.  She  looked  up  at  him,  and 
strove  to  catch  his  Kevercnce's  eye,  as  he  still 
sate  in  his  pulpit ;  she  greeted  him  with  a  little 
wave  of  the  hand  and  flutter  of  her  handker- 

chief. He  scarcely  seemed  to  note  the  compli- 
ment ;  his  face  was  pale,  his  eyes  were  looking 

yonder,  toward  the  font,  where  those  Hebrews 
still  remained.  The  stream  of  ])eoj)le  passed  by 
them — in  a  rush,  when  they  were  lost  to  sight 
— in  a  throng — in  a  march  of  twos  and  threes — 
in  a  dribble  of  one  at  a  time.  Eveiy  body  was 
gone.  The  two  Hebrews  were  still  there  by  the 
door. 

The  Baroness  de  Bernstein  and  her  niece 

still  lingered  in  the  rector's  pew,  where  the  old 
lady  was  deep  in  conversation  with  that  gentle- man. 

"Who  are  those  homble  men  at  the  door, 
and  what  a  smell  of  spirits  there  is  !''  cries  Lady 
Maria,  to  Mis.  Brett,  her  aunt's  woman,  who had  attended  the  two  ladies. 

"  Farewell,  Doctor  ;  you  have  a  darling  little 
boy :  is  he  to  be  a  clergyman,  too  ?"  asks  Ma- 

dame de  Bernstein.  "Are  you  ready,  my 
dear  ?"  And  the  pew  is  thrown  open,  and  Ma- 

dame Bernstein,  whose  father  was  only  a  vis- 
count, insists  that  her  niece.  Lady  JNIaria,  who 

was  an  earl's  daughter,  should  go  first  out  of 
the  pew. 

As  she  steps  forward,  those  individuals  whom 
her  ladyship  designated  as  two  liorrible  men, 
advance.  One  of  them  pulls  a  long  strip  of 
paper  out  of  his  pocket,  and  her  ladyship  starts 
and  turns  pale.  She  makes  for  the  vestry,  in 
a  vague  hope  that  she  can  clear  the  door  and 
close  it  behind  her.  The  two  whiskyficd  gen- 

tlemen are  up  with  her,  however ;  one  of  them 
actually  lays  his  hand  on  her  shoulder  and 
says : 

"  At  the  sliuit  of  INIisthress  Pincott  of  Kin- 
sington,  mercer,  I  have  the  honor  of  arresting 
your  leedyship.  Me  neem  is  Costigan,  madam, 
a  poor  gentleman  of  Oireland,  binding  to  cir- 

cumstances, and  forced  to  follow  a  disagrayablc 
profession.  Will  your  leedyship  walk,  or  shall 

me  man  go  fetch  a  cheer?" 
Eor  reply  Lady  Maria  Esmond  gives  three 
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shrieks,  and  falls  swooning  to  the  ground,  the  necklace  in  twain.     "  Dash  some  cold  wa- 
"  Keep  the  door,  ̂ Mick !"  shouts  Mr.  Costigan.  ter  over  her  face  :  it  always  recovers  her !"  says 
"Best  let  in  no  one  else,  madam,"  he  says,  the  Baroness.   "You  stay  with  her,  Brett.  How 
very  politely,  to  Madame  de  Bernstein.    "Her  much  is  your  suit,  gentlemen?"' 
ladyship  has  fallen  in  a  feenting  fit,  and  will  i     Mr.  Costigan  says,  "The  cleem  we  have 
recover  here,  at  her  aise."  against  her  leedyship  is  for  one  hundred  and 

"Unlace  her,  Brett!"  cries  the  old  lady,  thirty-two  pounds,  in  which  she  is  indebted  to 
whose  eyes  tAvinkle  oddly ;  and,  as  soon  as  that  Mist'hress  Eliza  Pincoti." operation  is  performed,  Madame  Bernstein  seizes      Meanwhile,  where  is  the  Reverend  Mr.  Samp- 
a  little  bag  suspended  by  a  hair  chain,  which  son  ?    Like  the  fabled  opossum  we  have  read  of. 
Lady  Maria  wears  round  her  neck,  and  snips  who.  when  he  spied  the  unerring  gunner  from 
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Ins  gum-tree,  said :  "It's  no  use,  major,  I  will  ] 
come  down ;"  so  Sampson  gave  himself  up  to 
his  ])ursuers.     "At  whose  suit,  Simons?"  he 
sadly  asked.    Sampson  knew  Simons  ;  they  had 
met  many  a  time  before. 

"Buckleby  Cordwainer,"  says  Mr.  Simons. 
" Forty-ei^dit  pound  and  charges,  I  know," 

says  Mr.  Sampson,  with  a  sigh.  "I  Iiaven't 
got  the  money.  What  olficer  is  there  here  ?" 
Mr.  Simons's  companion,  Mr.  Lyons,  here  stepped 
forward,  and  said  his  house  was  most  convenient, 
and  often  used  by  gentlemen,  and  he  should  be 
most  hapi)y  and  proud  to  accommodate  his  Kev- 
erence. 

Two  chairs  happened  to  be  in  waiting  outside 
the  chapel.  In  those  two  chairs  my  Lady  Ma- 

ria Esmond  and  Mr.  Sampson  placed  themselves, 
and  went  to  Mr.  Lyons's  residence,  escorted  by 
the  gentlemen  to  whom  we  have  just  been  in- 
troduced. 

Very  soon  after  the  capture  the  Baroness 
Bernstein  sent  Mr.  Case,  her  confidential  serv- 

ant, with  a  note  to  her  niece,  full  of  expressions 
of  the  most  ardent  affection  ;  but  regretting  that 
her  heavy  losses  at  cards  rendered  the  payment 
of  such  a  sum  as  that  in  which  Lady  Maria  stood 
indebted  quite  impossible.  She  had  written  off 
to  Mrs.  Pincott  hij  that  very  post,  however,  to 
entreat  her  to  grant  time,  and  as  soon  as  ever 
she  had  an  ansiver,  would  not  fail  to  acquaint 
her  dear  unhappy  niece. 

Mrs.  Betty  came  over  to  console  her  mistress  : 
and  the  two  poor  women  cast  about  for  money 
enough  to  provide  a  horse  and  chaise  for  Mrs. 
Betty;  who  had  very  nearly  come  to  misfortune, 
too.  Both  my  Lady  Maria  and  her  maid  had 
been  unlucky  at  cards,  and  could  not  muster 
more  than  eighteen  shillings  between  them :  so 
it  was  agreed  that  Betty  should  sell  a  gold  chain 
belonging  to  her  lady,  and  with  the  money  travel 
to  London.  Now  Betty  took  the  chain  to  the 
very  toy-shop  man  who  had  sold  it  to  Mr.  War- 

rington, who  had  given  it  to  his  cousin  ;  and  the 
toy-shop  man,  supposing  that  she  had  stolen  the 
chain,  was  for  bringing  in  a  constable  to  Betty. 
Hence,  she  had  to  make  explanations,  and  to 
say  how  her  mistress  was  in  durance ;  and,  ere 
the  night  closed,  all  Tunbridgo  Wells  knew  that 
my  Lady  Maria  Esmond  was  in  the  hands  of 
bailiffs.  Meanwhile,  however,  the  money  was 
found,  and  Mrs.  Betty  whisked  up  to  London  in 
search  of  the  champion  in  Avhom  the  poor  pris- 

oner confided. 

"Don't  say  any  thing  about  that  paper  being 
gone !  Oh,  the  wretch,  the  wretch  !  She  shall 
pay  it  me  !"  I  presume  that  Lady  Maria  meant 
her  aunt  by  the  word  "  wretch."  Mr.  Sampson 
read  a  sermon  to  her  ladyship,  and  they  passed 
the  evening  over  revenge  and  backgammon  ; 
with  well-grounded  hopes  that  Harry  Warring- 

ton would  rush  to  their  rescue  as  soon  as  ever 
he  heard  of  their  mishap. 

Though,  ere  the  evening  was  over,  every  soul 
at  the  Wells  knew  what  had  happened  to  Lady 
Maria,  and  a  great  deal  more  ;  though  they 
knew  she  was  taken  in  execution,  the  house 

where  she  lay,  the  amount — nay,  ten  times  the 
amount — for  which  she  was  cai)turcd,  and  that 
she  was  obliged  to  pawn  her  trinkets  to  get  a 
little  money  to  koup  her  in  jail ;  though  every 
body  said  that  old  fiend  of  a  Bernstein  was  at 
tiie  bottom  of  the  business,  of  course  they  were 
all  civil  and  bland  in  society  ;  and,  at  my  Lady 
Trumpington's  cards  that  night,  where  Madame 
Bernstein  apjjcared,  and  as  long  as  she  was  with- 

in hearing,  not  a  word  was  said  regarding  the 
morning's  transactions.  Lady  Yarmouth  asked 
the  Baroness  news  of  her  breddy  nephew,  an<l 
heard  Mr.  Warrington  was  in  London.  My 
Lady  Maria  was  not  coming  to  Lady  Trump- 

ington's that  evening  ?  My  Lady  Maria  was 
indisposed,  had  fainted  at  church  that  morning, 
and  was  obliged  to  keep  her  room.  The  cards 
were  dealt,  the  fiddles  sang,  the  wine  went  round, 
the  gentlefolks  talked,  laughed,  yawned,  chat- 

tered, the  footmen  waylaid  the  sup])er,  the  chair- 
men drank  and  swore,  the  stars  climbed  the  sky, 

just  as  though  no  Lady  Maria  was  imprisoned, 
and  no  poor  Samjjscm  arrested.  'Tis  certain, 
dearly  beloved  brethren,  that  the  little  griefs, 
stings,  annoyances  which  you  and  I  feci  acute- 

ly, in  our  own  persons,  don't  prevent  our  neigh- bors from  sleei)ing ;  and  that  when  we  slip  out 
of  the  world,  the  world  does  not  miss  us.  Is 
this  humiliating  to  our  vanity?  So  much  the 
better.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  is  it  not  a  com- 

fortable and  consoling  truth?  And  n)ayn't  we be  thankful  for  our  humble  condition  ?  If  avc 
were  not  selfish — passez  moi  le  mot,  s.  v.  — 
and  if  we  had  to  care  for  other  people's  griefs 
as  much  as  our  own,  how  intolerable  human  life 

would  be  !  If  my  neighbor's  tight  boot  ])inched 
my  corn;  if  the  calumny  littered  against  Jones 
set  Brown  into  fury  ;  if  Mrs.  A's  death  jjlunged 
Messrs.  B,  C,  D,  E,  F,  into  distraction,  would 

there  be  any  bearing  of  the  world's  burden  ? Do  not  let  us  be  in  the  least  angry  or  surprised 
if  all  the  company  played  on,  and  were  happy, 
although  Lady  Maria  had  come  to  grief.  Count- 

ess, the  deal  is  with  you !  Are  you  going  to 
Stubblefield  to  shoot  as  usual,  Sir  John  ?  Cap- 

tain, we  shall  have  you  running  oft'  to  the  Bath after  the  widow  !  So  the  clatter  goes  on  ;  the 
lights  burn  ;  the  beaux  and  the  ladies  flirt, 
laugh,  ogle  ;  the  prisoner  rages  in  his  cell ;  the sick  man  tosses  on  his  bed. 

Perhaps  Madame  de  Bernstein  staid  at  the 
assembly  until  the  very  last,  not  willing  to  allow 
the  company  the  chance  of  speaking  of  her  as 
soon  as  her  back  should  be  turned.  Ah,  Avhat 
a  comfort  it  is,  I  say  again,  that  we  have  backs, 
and  that  our  ears  don't  grow  on  them !  He  that 
has  ears  to  hear,  let  him  stutftliem  with  cotton. 
Madame  Bernstein  might  have  heard  folks  say, 
it  was  heartless  of  her  to  come  abroad,  and  play 
at  cards,  and  make  merry  when  her  niece  was  in 
trouble.  As  if  she  could  help  Maria  by  staying 
at  home,  indeed !  At  her  age,  it  is  dangerous 
to  disturb  an  old  lady's  tranquillity.  "Don't 
tell  me,"  says  Lady  Yarmouth,  "the  Bernstein 
would  play  at  carts  over  her  niece's  cofiin.  Talk about  her  heart!  who  ever  said  she  had  one? 
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The  old  spy  lost  it  to  the  Chevalier  a  tousand 
years  ago,  and  has  lived  ever  since  perfectly 
well  without  one.  For  how  much  is  the  Maria 
put  in  prison  ?  If  it  were  only  a  small  sum,  we 
would  pay  it,  it  would  vex  lier  aunt  so.  Find 
out,  Fuchs,  in  the  morning,  for  how  much  Lady 
Maria  Esmond  is  put  in  prison."  And  the 
faithful  Fuchs  bowed,  and  promised  to  do  her 

Excellency's  will. 
Meanwhile,  about  midnight,  Madame  de  Bern- 

stein went  home,  and  presently  fell  into  a  sound 
sleep,  from  which  she  did  not  wake  up  until  a 
late  hour  of  the  morning,  when  she  summoned 
lier  usual  attendant,  who  arrived  with  her  lady- 

ship's morning  dish  of  tea.  If  I  told  you  she 
took  a  dram  with  it,  you  would  be  shocked. 
Some  of  onr  great-grandmothers  used  to  have 
cordials  in  their  "closets."  Have  you  not  read 
of  the  fine  lady  in  Walpole,  who  said,  "  If  I 
drink  more,  I  shall  be  'muckibus !'  "  As  sure- 

ly as  Mr.  Gough  is  alive  now,  our  ancestresses 
were  accustomed  to  partake  pretty  freely  of 
strong  Avaters. 

So,  having  tipped  off  the  cordial,  Madame 
Bernstein  rouses  and  asks  Mrs.  Brett  the  news. 

"He  can  give  it  you,"  says  the  waiting-wo- 
man, sulkily. 

"He?  Who?" 
Mrs.  Brett  names  Harry,  and  says  Mr.  War- 

rington arrived  about  midnight  yesterday — and 
Betty,  my  Lady  Maria's  maid,  was  with  him. 
"And  my  Lady  Maria  sends  your  ladyship  her 
love  and  duty,  and  hopes  you  slept  well,"  says Brett. 

"  Excellentlv,  poor  thing!  Is  Betty  gone  to 

her?" "No;  she  is  here,"  says  Mrs.  Brett. 
"Let  me  see  her  directly, "  cries  the  old  lady. 
"I'll  tell  iier,"  replies  the  obsequious  Brett, 

and  goes  away  upon  her  mistress's  errand,  leav- 
ing the  old  lady  placidly  reposing  on  her  pil- 

lows. Presently,  two  pairs  of  high-heeled  shoes 
are  heard  pattering  over  the  deal  floor  of  the 
bedchamber.  Carpets  were  luxuries  scarcely 
known  in  bedrooms  of  those  days. 

"  So,  Mrs.  Betty,  you  were  in  London,  yester- 
day?" calls  Bernstein  from  her  curtains. 

"It  is  not  Betty — it  is  I!  Good-morning, 
dear  aunt!  I  hope  you  slept  well,"  cries  a voice  which  made  old  Bernstein  start  on  her 
pillow.  It  was  the  voice  of  Lady  Maria,  who 
drew  the  curtains  aside,  and  dropped  her  aunt 
a  low  courtesy.  Lady  IMaria  looked  very  pretty, 
rosy,  and  happy.  And  with  the  little  surprise 
incident  at  her  appearance  through  Madame 
Bernstein's  curtains,  I  think  we  may  bring  this chapter  to  a  close. 

CHAPTER  XXXIX. 
IIAREY  TO  THE  RESCUE. 

My  dear  Lord  March  (wrote  Mr.  Warrington 
from  Tunbridge  Wells,  on  Saturday  morning, 
the  25th  August,  1756)  :  This  is  to  inform  you 
(with  satisfaction)  that  I  have  one  all  our  three 
betts.    I  was  at  Bromlej  two  minutes  within 

the  hour :  my  new  horses  kep  a-going  at  a  capi- 
tal rate.  I  drove  them  myself,  having  the  pos- 

tilion by  me  to  show  me  the  way,  and  my  black 
man  inside  with  Mrs.  Betty.  Hope  they  found 
the  drive  very  pleasant.  We  were  not  stopped 
on  Blackheath,  though  two  fellows  on  horse- 

back rode  up  to  us,  but  not  liking  the  looks  of 
our  conntenantses,  rode  off  again  ;  and  we  got 
into  Tunbridge  Wells  (where  I  transacted  my 
business)  at  forty-five  minutes  after  eleven. 
This  makes  me  qmtts  with  your  lordship  after 
yesterday's  picquet,  which  I  shall  be  very  happy 
to  give  you  your  revenge,  and  am. 

Your  most  obliged,  faithful  servant, 
II.  Esmond  Warrington. 

And  now,  perhaps  the  reader  will  understand 
by  what  means  Lady  Maria  Esmond  was  enabled 
to  surprise  her  dear  aunt  in  her  bed  on  Satur- 

day moraing,  and  walk  out  of  the  house  of  cap- 
tivity. Having  disjjatched  Mrs.  Betty  to  Lon- 

don, she  scarcely  expected  that  her  emissary 
would  return  on  the  day  of  her  departure  ;  and 
she  and  the  Chaplain  were  playing  their  cards 
at  midnight,  after  a  small  refection  which  the 
bailift's  wife  had  provided  for  them,  when  the 
rapid  whirling  of  wheels  was  heard  approaching 
their  house,  and  caused  the  lady  to  lay  her 
trumps  down,  and  her  heart  to  beat  with  more 
than  ordinary  emotion.  Whirr  came  the  wheels 
— the  carriage  stopped  at  the  very  door :  there 
was  a  parley  at  the  gate  :  then  appeared  Mrs. 
Betty,  with  a  face  radiant  with  joy,  though  her 
eyes  were  full  of  tears  ;  and  next,  who  is  that 
tall  young  gentleman  who  enters  ?  Can  any  of 
my  readers  guess  ?  Will  they  be  very  angry  if 
I  say  that  the  Chaplain  slapped  down  his  cards 
with  a  huzzay,  while  Lady  Maria,  turning  as 



THE  VIRGINIANS. 635 

white  as  a  slieet,  rose  up  froiu  her  chair,  tottered 
forward  a  step  or  two,  and  with  an  hysterical 
shriek,  flung  herself  in  her  cousin's  arms  ?  How 
many  kisses  did  he  give  her  ?  If  they  were  mi  lie, 
deinde  centum,  dcin  millc  altera,  dein  secunda 
centum,  and  so  on,  I  am  not  going  to  cry  out. 
He  had  come  to  rescue  her.  She  knew  he  wouhi ; 
he  was  her  champion,  her  preserver  from  bond- 

age and  ignominy.  She  wept  a  genuine  flood 
of  tears  upon  his  shoulder,  and  as  she  reclines 
there,  giving  way  to  a  hearty  emotion,  I  ])rotest 
I  tliink  she  looks  handsomer  than  she  has  looked 
during  the  whole  course  of  this  history.  She 
did  not  faint  this  time  ;  she  went  home,  leaning 

lovingly  on  her  cousin's  arm,  and  may  have 
had  one  or  two  hysterical  outl)reaks  in  the  night ; 
but  Madame  Bernstein  slept  soundly,  and  did 
not  hear  her. 

"You  arc  both  free  to  go  home,"  were  the 
first  words  Harry  said.  "Get  my  lady's  hat 
and  cardinal,  Betty,  and,  Chaplain,  we'll  smoke 
a  pipe  together  at  our  lodgings,  it  will  refresh 
me  after  my  ride."  The  Chaplain,  who,  too, 
had  a  great  deal  of  available  sensibility,  was 
very  much  overcome  ;  he  burst  into  tears  as  he 
seized  Harry's  hand,  and  kissed  it,  and  prayed 
God  to  bless  his  dear  generous  young  patron.  Mr. 
Warrington  felt  a  glow  of  pleasure  thrill  through 
his  frame.  It  is  good  to  be  able  to  help  the 
suflbri ng  and  the  poor ;  it  is  good  to  be  able  to 
turn  sorrow  into  .joy.  Not  a  little  proud  and 
elated  was  our  young  champion,  as,  with  his 
hat  cocked,  he  marched  by  the  side  of  his  res- 

cued princess.  His  feelings  came  out  to  meet 
him,  as  it  were,  and  beautiful  happinesses  with 
kind  eyes  and  smiles  danced  before  him,  and 
clad  him  in  a  robe  of  honor,  and  scattered 
flowers  on  his  path,  and  blew  trumpets  and 
shawms  of  sweet  gratulation,  calling  "Here 
comes  the  conqueror  !  Make  way  for  the  cham- 

pion !"  And  so  they  led  him  up  to  the  King's 
house,  and  seated  him  in  the  hall  of  compla- 

cency, upon  the  cushions  of  comfort.  And  yet 
it  was  not  much  he  had  done.  Only  a  kind- 

ness. He  had  but  to  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket, 
and  with  an  easy  talisman,  drive  off  the  dragon 
which  kept  the  gate,  and  cause  the  tyrant  to 
lay  down  his  axe,  who  had  got  Lady  Maria  in 
execution.  Never  mind  if  his  vanity  is  puifed 
up  ;  he  is  very  good-natured  ;  he  has  rescued 
two  unfortunate  people,  and  pumped  tears  of 
good-will  and  ha])piness  out  of  their  eyes  and 
if  he  brags  a  little  to-night,  and  swaggers  some- 

what to  the  Chaplain,  and  talks  about  London 
and  Lord  March,  and  White's  and  Almack's, 
with  the  air  of  a  macaroni,  I  don't  think  we 
need  like  him  much  the  less. 

Sampson  continued  to  be  prodigiously  affect- 
ed. This  man  had  a  nature  most  easily  worked 

upon,  and  extraordinarily  quick  to  receive  pain 
and  pleasure,  to  tears,  gratitude,  laughter,  ha- 

tred, liking.  In  his  preaching  profession  he 
liad  educated  and  trained  his  sensibilities  so 
that  they  were  of  great  use  to  him ;  he  was  for 
the  moment  what  he  acted.  He  wept  quite 
gsnuine  tears,  finding  that  he  could  produce 

them  freely.  He  loved  you  while  he  was  wiih 
you  ;  he  had  a  real  i)ang  of  grief  as  ho  mingled 
his  sorrow  with  the  widow  or  orphan  ;  and, 
meeting  Jack  as  he  came  out  of  the  door,  went 
to  the  tavern  oj)i)osite,  and  laughed  and  marod 
over  the  bottle.  He  gave  money  very  readily, 
but  never  rejtaid  when  he  borrowed.  He  was 
on  this  night  in  a  rai)ture  of  gratitude  and  flat- 

tery toward  Harry  Warrington.  In  all  London, 
perha|)S,  the  unlucky  Fortunate  Youth  could  not 
have  found  a  more  dangerous  comj)ani(;n. 

To-night  he  was  in  his  grateful  mood,  and 
full  of  enthusiasm  for  the  benefactor  who  had 
released  him  from  durance.  With  each  bumper 
his  admiration  grew  stronger.  He  exalted  Har- 

ry as  the  best  and  noblest  of  men,  and  the  com- 
placent young  simi)leton,  as  we  have  said,  was 

disposed  to  take  these  praises  as  very  well  de- 
served. "  The  younger  branch  of  our  fami- 

ly," said  Mr.  Harry,  with  a  superb  air,  "have 
treated  you  scurvily  ;  but  by  Jove,  Sampson, 

my  boy,  I'll  stand  by  you!"  At  a  certain  pe- riod of  Burgundian  excitement  Mr.  Warrington 
was  always  very  eloquent  respecting  the  splen- 

dor of  his  family.  "  I  am  very  glad  I  was 
enabled  to  help  you  in  your  strait.  Count  on 
me  whenever  you  want  me,  Sampson.  Did 
you  not  say  you  had  a  sister  at  boarding-school? 
You  will  want  money  for  her.  Sir.  Here  is  a 
little  bill  which  may  help  to  pay  her  schooling," 
and  the  liberal  young  fellow  passed  a  bank-note 
across  to  the  Chaplain. 

Again  the  man  was  affected  to  tears.  Har- 
ry's generosity  smote  him. 

"Mr.  Warrington,"  he  said,  putting  the  bank- 
note a  short  distance  from  him,  "I — I  don"t 

deserve  your  kindness — by  George,  I  don't !" 
and  he  swore  an  oath  to  corroborate  his  pas- 

sionate assertion. 
' '  Pshaw !"  says  Harry,  "I  have  plenty  more  of 

'em.  There  was  no  money  in  that  confounded 
pocket-book  which  I  lost  last  week." 

"  No,  Sir.  There  was  no  money !"  says  Mr. 
Sampson,  dropping  his  head. 

"Halloa!  How  do  you  know,  ̂ Iv.  Chaplain?" 
asks  the  young  gentleman. 

"I  know  because  I  am  a  villain.  Sir.  I  am 
not  worthy  of  your  kindness.  I  told  you  so. 
I  found  the  book.  Sir,  that  night,  M  hcn  you  had 

too  much  wine  at  Barbeau's." "And  read  the  letters?"  asked  ̂ fr.  War- 
rington, starting  up  and  turning  vcrv  red. 

"  They  told  me  nothing  I  did  not  know,  Sir,'* 
said  the  Chaplain.  ' '  You  have  had  spies  about 
you  whom  you  little  suspect — from  whom  you 
are  much  too  young  and  simple  to  be  able  to 

keep  your  secret." "Are  those  stories  about  Lady  Fanny  and 

my  Cousin  Will,  and  his  doings,  true  then  ?" inquired  Harry. 
"Yes,  they  are  true,"  sighed  the  Chaplain. 

"  The  house  of  Castlewood  has  not  been  fortu- 
nate. Sir,  since  your  honor's  branch,  the  elder 

branch,  left  it." "  Sir,  you  don't  dare  for  to  breathe  a  word 
against  my  Lady  Maria?"  Harry  cried  out. 
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Oh.  not  for  worlds!"  says  Mr.  Sampson,  he  accepted  Sampson's  vows  of  contrition,  and 
yyiih  a  queer  look  at  his  young  friend.  I  solemn  promises  of  future  fidelity,  and  reached 
may  think  she  is  too  old  for  your  honor,  and  his  gracious  hand  to  the  Chaplain,  and  con- 

that  'tis  a  pity  you  should  not  have  a  wife  bet-  doned  his  offense.  "When  the  latter  swore  his 
ter  suited  to  your  age,  though  I  admit  she  looks  great  Gods,  that  henceforth  he  would  be  Harrr's 
very  young  for  hers,  and  hath  every  virtue  and  truest,  humblest  friend  and  follower,  and  at  anv 

accomplishment."  '  moment  would  be  ready  to  die  for  Mr.  War- 
'•She  is  too  old,  Sampson,  I  know  she  is."'  rington,  Harry  said,  majestically,  "I  think, 

says  Mr.  Warrington,  with  much  majesty:  *'bnt  Sampson,  you  would  :  I  hope  you  would.  My 
she  has  ray  word,  and  you  see.  Sir,  how  fond  family — the  Esmond  family — has  alwavs  been 
she  is  of  me.  Go  bring  me  the  letters,  Sir,  ;  accustomed  to  have  faithful  friends  round  about 
which  you  found,  and  let  me  try  and  forgive  i  'em — and  to  reward  'em  too.  The  wine's  with 
you  for  having  seized  upon  them."  |  you.  Chaplain.    "What  toast  do  you  call.  Sir?" 

'•My  benefactor,  let  me  try  and  forgive  my-  }  '-I  call  a  blessing  on  the  house  of  Esmond 
self!'"  cries  Mr.  Sampson,  and  departed  toward  Warrington !"  cries  the  Chaplain,  with  real his  chamber,  leaving  his  young  patron  alone  ;  tears  in  his  eyes. 
over  his  wine.  j        We  are  the  elder  branch,  Sir.    My  grand - 

Sampson  returned  presently,  looking  very  :  father  was  the  Marquis  of  Esmond,"  says  'Sir. 
pale.  ''What  has  happened,  Sir?"  says  Harry,  ■  Harry,  in  a  voice  noble  hut  somewhat  indistinct, 
with  an  imperious  air.  |  '*  Here's  to  you.  Chaplain — and  I  forgive  you. 

The  Chaplain  held  out  a  pocket-book.  ""With'  Sir— and  God  bless  you.  Sir — and  if  you  had 
your  name  in  it.  Sir,"  he  said.  ;  been  took  for  three  times  as  much,  I'd  have 

'•My  brothers  name  in  it,"  says  Harry;  -'it  paid  it.  "Wby,  what's  that  I  see  through  the 
was  George  who  gave  it  to  me."  '  shutters  ?    I  am  blessed  if  the  sun  hasn't  risen 

'*  I  kept  it  in  a  locked  chest,  Sir,  in  which  I  I  again  !  "We  have  no  need  of  candles  to  go  to 
left  it  this  morning  before  I  was  taken  by  those  ]  bed,  ha,  ha  I"  And  once  more  extending  his 
people.  Here  is  the  book,  Sir,  but  the  letters  blessing  to  his  Chaplain,  the  young  fellow  went 
are  gone.    My  trunk  and  valise  have  also  been  off  to  sleep. 
tampered  with.  And  I  am  a  miserable,  guilty  About  noon  Madame  de  Bernstein  sent  over 
man,  unable  to  make  you  the  restitution  which  a  servant  to  say  that  she  would  be  glad  if  her 
I  owe  you."  Sampson  looked  the  picture  of  •  nephew  would  come  over  and  diink  a  dish  of 
woe  as  he  uttered  these  sentiments.  He  clasped  chocolate  with  her,  whereupon  our  young  friend 
his  hands  together,  and  almost  knelt  before  rose  and  walked  to  his  aunt's  lodgings.  She 
Harry  in  an  attitude  the  most  pathetic.  remarked,  not  without  pleasure,  some  alteration 

"Who  had  been  in  the  rooms  in  Mr.  Samp-  in  his  toilet :  in  his  brief  scjoum  in  London  he 
son's  and  ̂ Ir.  Warrington's  absence  ?  The  had  visited  a  tailor  or  two.  and  had  been  in- 
landlady  was  ready  to  go  on  her  knees,  and  trodnced  by  my  Lord  March  to  some  of  his  lord- 
declare  that  nobody  had  come  in  :  nor.  indeed,  ship's  purveyors  and  tradesmen, 
was  Mr.  Warrington's  chamber  in  the  least  dis-  j  Aunt  Bernstein  called  him  "my  dearest 
turbed,  nor  any  thing  abstracted  from  Mr.  Samp-  child,"  and  thanked  him  for  his  noble,  his  gen- 
son's  scanty  wardrobe  and  possessions,  except  erous  behavior  to  dear  Maria.  What  a  shock 
those  papers  of  which  he  deplored  the  absence,  j  that  seizure  in  church  had  been  to  her  !   A  still 

Whose  interest  was  it  to  seize  them?  Lady  •  greater  shock  that  she  had  lost  three  hundred 
Maria's.  The  poor  woman  had  been  a  prisoner  |  only  on  the  Wednesday  night  to  Lady  Yar- 
all  day.  and  during  the  time  when  the  capture  |  mouth,  and  was  quite  a  sec.  "Why."  said  the 
was  effected.  j  Baroness,  "I  had  to  send  Case  to  London  to  my 

She  certainly  was  guiltless  of  the  rape  of  the  agent  to  get  me  money  to  pay — I  could  nor 
letters.  The  sudden  seizure  of  the  two — Case,  leave  Tunbridge  in  her  debt." 
the  house-steward's  secret  journey  to  London —  \  "  So  Case  did  go  to  London  ?"  says  Mr.  Harry. 
Case,  who  knew  the  shoemaker  at  whose  house  j  "Of  course  he  did  :  the  Baroness  de  Bern- 
Sampson  lodged  in  London,  and  all  the  secret  \  stein  can't  afford  to  say  she  is  court  d'art:ent. 
affairs  of  the  Esmond  family,  these  points  con-  Canst  thou  lend  me  some,  child  ?" 
sidered  together  and  separately,  might  make  i  "I  can  give  your  ladyship  twenty-two  pounds," 
^Ir.  Sampson  think  that  the  Baroness  Bernstein  |  said  Harry,  blushing  very  red  :  "I  have  but  for- 
was  at  the  bottom  of  this  mischief.  But  why  ty-four  left  till  I  get  my  "\^irginian  remittances, 
arrest  Lady  Maria?  The  Chaplain  knew  no-  I  have  bought  horses  and  clothes,  and  been  ven" 
thing  as  yet  about  that  letter  which  her  ladyship  extravagant,  aunt." 
had  lost:  for  poor  Maria  had  not  thought  it;  "  And  rescued  your  poor  relations  in  distress, 
necessary  to  confide  her  secret  to  him.  you  prodigal  good  boy  I    No.  child.  I  do  nor 

As  for  the  pocket-book  and  its  contents.  'Sir.  '  want  thy  money.  I  can  give  thee  some.  Here 
Harry  was  so  swollen  up  with  self-satisfaction  '  is  a  note  upon  my  agent  for  fifty  pounds,  van- 
that  evening,  at  winning  his  three  bets,  at  res-  '  rien  !  Go  and  spend  it,  and  be  merry  I  I  dare 
cuing  his  two  friends,  at  the  capital  premature  '  say  thy  mother  will  repay  me.  though  she  does 
cold  supper  of  partridges  and  ancient  Burgundy  j  not  love  me."  And  she  looked  quite  affecrion- 
which  obsequious  Monsieur  Barbean  had  sent  ate.  and  held  out  a  pretty  hand,  which  the 
over  to  the  young  gentleman's  lodgings,  that '  youth  kissed. 
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"Your  mother  did  not  love  mc,  but  your 
mother's  father  did  once.  Mind,  Sir,  you  al- 

ways come  to  me  when  you  have  need  of 

me." When  bent  on  exhibiting  them  nothing  could 
exceed  Beatrix  Bernstein's  grace  or  good-humor. 
"I  can't  help  loving  you,  child,"  she  continued, 
"and  yet  I  am  so  angry  with  you  that  1  have 
scarce  the  patience  to  speak  to  you.  So  you 
have  actually  engaged  yourself  to  poor  Maria 
who  is  as  old  as  your  mother  ?  What  will  Mad- 

am Esmond  say  ?  She  may  live  three  hundred 
years,  and  you  will  not  have  wherewithal  to 
support  yourselves." 

"I  have  ten  thousand  pounds  from  my  fa- 
ther, of  my  own,  now  my  poor  brother  is  gone," 

said  Harry,  "  that  will  go  some  way." 
"Why,  the  interest  will  not  keep  you  in  card- 

money." 
"  We  must  give  up  cards,"  says  Harry. 
"  It  is  more  than  Maria  is  capable  of.  She 

will  pawn  the  coat  off  your  back  to  play.  The 
rage  for  it  runs  in  all  my  brother's  family — in 
me,  too,  I  own  it.  I  warned  you.  I  prayed 
you  not  to  play  with  them,  and  now  a  lad  of 
twenty  to  engage  himself  to  a  woman  of  forty- 
two  ! — to  write  letters  on  his  knees  and  signed 
with  his  heart's  blood  (which  he  spells  like 
hartshorn)  and  say  that  he  will  marry  no  other 
woman  than  his  adorable  cousin,  Lady  Maria 
Esmond.    Oh,  it's  cruel — cruel!" 

"  Great  Heavens !  Madam,  who  showed  you 
my  letter  ?"  asked  Harry,  burning  with  a  blush 
again. 

"  An  accident.  She  fainted  when  she  was 
taken  by  those  bailiffs.  Brett  cut  her  laces  for 
her  ;  and  when  she  was  carried  oif,  poor  thing  ! 
we  found  a  little  sachet  on  the  floor,  which  I 
opened,  not  knowing,  in  the  least,  what  it  con- 

tained. And  in  it  was  Mr.  Harry  Warrington's 
precious  letter.    And  here,  Sir,  is  the  case." 

A  pang  shot  through  Harry's  heart.  Great 
Heavens!  why  didn't  she  destroy  it?  he  thought. 

"I — I  will  give  it  back  to  Maria,"  he  said, 
stretching  out  his  hand  for  the  little  locket. 

"My  dear,  I  have  burned  the  foolish  letter," 
said  the  old  lady.  "If  you  choose  to  betray 
me  I  must  take  the  consequence.  If  you  choose 
to  write  another,  I  can  not  help  thee.  But,  in 
that  case,  Harry  Esmond,  I  had  rather  never 
see  thee  again.  Will  you  keep  my  secret  ? 
Will  you  believe  an  old  woman  who  loves  you 
and  knows  the  world  better  than  you  do  ?  I 
tell  you,  if  you  keep  that  foolish  promise,  misery 
and  ruin  are  surely  in  store  for  you.  What  is 
a  lad  like  you  in  the  hands  of  a  wily  woman  of 
the  world,  who  makes  a  toy  of  you  ?  She  has 
entrapped  you  into  a  promise,  and  your  old 
aunt  has  cut  the  strings  and  set  you  free.  Go 
back  again  !    Betray  me  if  you  will,  Harry." 

"I  am  not  angry  with  you,  aunt — I  wish  I 
were,"  said  Mr.  Warrington,  with  very  great 
emotion.  "  I — I  shall  not  repeat  what  you  told 

me." "  Maria  never  will,  child — mark  my  words  !" 
cried  the  old  lady,  eagerly.    "  She  will  never 

own  that  she  has  lo.st  that  paper.  She  will  tell 

you  that  she  has  it." "  Jiut  I  am  sure  she — she  is  very  fond  of  me  ; 
you  should  have  seen  her  last  night,"  faltered Harry. 

"  Must  I  tell  more  stories  against  my  own  flesh 
and  blood?"  sobs  out  the  Baroness.  "Child, 
you  do  not  know  her  past  life  I" 

"And  I  must  not,  and  I  will  not!"  cries 
Harry,  starting  up.  "  Written  or  said — it  does not  matter  which  !  But  my  word  U  given ; 
they  may  play  with  such  things  in  England, 
but  we  gentlemen  of  Virginia  don't  break  'era. 
If  she  holds  me  to  my  word,  she  shall  have  me. 
If  we  are  miserable,  as,  I  dare  say,  we  shall  be, 
I'll  take  a  firelock,  and  go  join  the  King  of 
Prussia,  or  let  a  ball  put  an  end  to  me." 

"I — I  have  no  more  to  say.  Will  you  be 
pleased  to  ring  that  bell  ?  I — I  wish  you  a 
good -morning,  Mr.  Warrington,"  and,  drop- 

ping a  very  stately  courtesy,  the  old  lady  rose 
on  her  tortoiseshell  stick,  and  turned  toward 
the  door.  But,  as  she  made  her  first  step,  she 
put  her  hand  to  her  heart,  sank  on  the  sofa 
again,  and  shed  the  first  tears  that  had  dropped 

for  long  years  from  Beatrix  Esmond's  eyes. 
Harry  w^as  greatly  moved,  too.  He  knelt 

down  by  her.  He  seized  her  cold  hand  and 
kissed  it.  He  told  her,  in  his  artless  way,  how 
very  keenly  he  had  felt  her  love  for  him,  and 
how,  with  all  his  heart,  he  returned  it.  "Ah, 
aunt !"  said  he,  "  you  don't  know  what  a  villain 
I  feel  myself.  When  you  told  me,  just  now, 
how  that  paperwas  burned — oli !  I  was  ashamed 
to  think  how  glad  I  was."  He  bowed  his  comely 
head  over  her  hand.  She  felt  hot  drops  from 
his  eyes  raining  on  it.  She  had  loved  this  boy. 
For  half  a  century  past — never,  perhaps,  in  the 
course  of  her  Avhole  worldly  life — had  she  felt 
a  sensation  so  tender  and  so  pure.  The  hard 
heart  was  wounded  now,  softened,  overcome. 
She  put  her  two  hands  on  his  shoulders,  and 
lightly  kissed  his  forehead. 

"You  will  not  tell  her  what  I  have  done, 
child  ?"  she  said. 

He  declared  never!  never!  And  demure 

Mrs.  Brett,  entering  at  her  mistress's  summons, 
found  the  nephew  and  aunt  in  this  sentimental attitude. 

CHAPTER  XL. 
IN  WHICH  HARRY  TATS  OFF  AN  OLD  DEBT, 

AND  INCURS  SOME  NEW  ONES. 
Our  Tunbridge  friends  were  now  weary  of 

the  Wells,  an-d  eager  to  take  their  departure. 
When  the  autumn  should  amve,  Bath  was  Ma- 

dame de  Bernstein's  mark.  There  were  more 
cards,  company,  life,  there.  She  would  reach 
it  after  paying  a  few  visits  to  her  country  friends. 
Harry  promised,  with  rather  a  bad  grace,  to 
ride  with  Lady  Maria  and  the  Chaplain  to  Cas- 
tlewood.  Again  they  passed  by  Oakhurst  vil- 

lage, and  the  hospitable  house  where  Harry  had 
been  so  kindly  entertained.  Maria  made  so 

I  many  keen  remarks  about  the  young  ladies  of 
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Oakhurst,  and  their  setting  their  caps  at  Harry, 
and  the  mother's  evident  desire  to  catch  him 
for  one  of  them,  that,  somewhat  in  a  pet,  Mr. 
Warrington  said  he  would  pass  his  friends'  door, 
as  her  ladyship  disliked  and  abused  them  ;  and 
was  very  haughty  and  sulky  that  evening  at  the 
inn  where  they  stopped,  some  few  miles  further 
on  the  road.  At  supper,  my  Lady  Maria's  smiles 
brought  no  corresponding  good-humor  to  Har- 

ry's face;  her  tears  (which  her  ladyship  had  at 
command)  did  not  seem  to  create  the  least  sym- 
|)athy  from  Mr.  Warrington;  to  her  querulous 
remarks  he  growled  a  surly  reply ;  and  my  lady 
was  obliged  to  go  to  bed  at  length  without  get- 

ting a  single  tete-a-tcte  wiih  her  cousin — that 
obstinate  Chaplain,  as  if  by  order,  persisting  in 
staying  in  the  room.  Had  Harry  given  Samj)- 
son  orders  to  remain?  She  departed  with  a 
sigh.  He  bowed  her  to  the  door  with  an  obsti- 

nate politeness,  and  consigned  her  to  the  care 
of  the  landlady  and  her  maid. 

What  horse  was  that  which  galloped  out  of 
the  inn-yard  ten  minutes  after  Lady  Maria  had 
gone  to  her  chamber?  An  hour  after  her  de- 
I)arture  from  their  supper-room,  Mrs.  Betty 
came  in  for  her  lady's  bottle  of  smelling-salts, 
and  found  Parson  Sampson  smoking  a  pipe 
alone.  Mr.  Warrington  was  gone  to  bed — was 
gone  to  fetch  a  walk  in  the  moonlight — how 
should  h3  know  wh?re  Mr.  Harry  was,  Sampson 
answered,  in  reply  to  the  maid's  interrogatories. 
Mr.  Warrington  was  ready  to  set  forward  the 
next  morning,  and  took  his  place  by  the  side 
of  Lady  Maria's  carriage.  But  his  brow  was 
bbck— the  dark  spirit  was  still  on  him.  He 
hardly  spoke  to  her  during  the  journey.  ''Great 
Heavens  !  she  must  havo  told  him  that  she  stole 

it!"  thought  Lady  Maria  within  her  own  mind. 
The  fact  is,  that,  as  they  were  walking  up 

that  steep  hill  which  lies  about  three  miles  from 

Oakhurst,  on  the  Westerham  road.  Lady  Maria 
Esmond,  leaning  on  her  fond  youth's  arm,  and 
indeed  very  much  in  lore  with  him,  had  war- 

bled into  his  ear  the  most  sentimental  vows, 
protests,  and  expressions  of  affection.  As  she 
grew  fonder,  he  grew  colder.  As  she  looked 
up  in  his  face,  the  sun  shone  down  upon  hers, 
which,  fresh  and  well-preserved  as  it  was,  yet 
showed  some  of  the  lines  and  wrinkles  of  two- 
score  years  ;  and  poor  Harry,  with  that  arm 
leaning  on  his,  felt  it  intolerably  weighty,  and 
by  no  means  relished  his  walk  up  the  hill.  To 
think  that  all  his  life  that  drag  was  to  be  upon 
him!  It  was  a  dreary  look. forward ;  and  he 
cursed  the  moonlight  walk,  and  the  hot  even- 

ing, and  the  hot  wine  which  had  made  him  give 
that  silly  pledge  by  which  he  was  fatally  bound. 

Maria's  praises  and  raptures  annoyed  Harry 
beyond  measure.  The  poor  thing  poured  out 
scraps  of  the  few  plays  which  she  knew  that  had 
reference  to  her  case,  and  strove  with  her  ut- 

most power  to  charm  her  young  companion. 
She  called  him,  over  and  over  again,  her  cham- 

pion, her  Henrico,  her  preserver,  and  vowed 
that  his  Molinda  would  be  ever,  ever  faithful  to 
him.  She  clung  to  him.  "Ah,  child!  Have 
I  not  thy  precious  image,  thy  precious  hair,  thy 
precious  writing  heref'  she  said,  looking  in  his 
face.  "  Shall  it  not  go  with  me  to  the  grave? 
It  would,  Sir,  were  I  to  meet  with  unkindness 
from  my  Henrico !"  she  sighed  out. 

Here  was  a  strange  story !  Madame  Bern- 
stein had  given  him  the  little  silken  case — she 

had  burned  the  hair  and  the  note  which  the 
case  contained,  and  Maria  had  it  still  on  her 
heart !  It  was  then,  at  tlie  start  which  Harry 
gave  as  she  was  leaning  on  his  arm — at  the  sud- 

den movement  as  if  he  would  drop  hers — that 
Lady  Maria  felt  her  first  pang  of  remorse  that 
she  had  told  a  fib,  or  rather,  that  she  was  found 
out  in  telling  a  fib,  which  is  a  far  more  cogent 
reason  for  repentance.  Heaven  help  us !  if 
some  people  were  to  do  penance  for  telling  lies, 
would  they  ever  be  out  of  sackcloth  and  ashes? 

Arrived  at  Castlewood,  Mr.  Harry's  good- 
humor  was  not  increased.  My  lord  was  from 
home ;  the  ladies  also  were  away ;  the  only 
member  of  the  family  whom  Harry  found  was 
Mr.  Will,  who  returned  from  partridge-shooting 
just  as  the  chaise  and  cavalcade  reached  the 
gate,  and  who  turned  ver^^  pale  when  he  saw 
his  cousin,  and  received  a  sulky  scowl  of  recog- 

nition from  the  young  Virginian. 
Nevertheless,  he  thought  to  put  a  good  face 

on  the  matter,  and  they  met  at  supper,  where, 
before  my  Lady  ̂ .laria,  their  conversation  wa^ 
at  first  civil,  but  not  lively.  Mr.  Will  had  been 
to  some  races  ?  to  several.  He  had  been  pretty 

successful  in  his  bets?  Mr.  "Warrington  hopes. 
Pretty  well.  * '  And  you  have  brought  back  my 
horse  sound?"  asked  Mr.  Warrington. 

Your  horse  ?  what  horse  ?"  asked  Mr.  Will. 
"What  horse?  my  horse  1"  says  Mr.  Harry, curtly. 

"Protest  I  don't  understand  you,"  says  Will. 
"The  brown  horse  for  which  I  played  you. 
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and  which  I  won  of  you  the  n'v^ht  hcfbro  you 
rode  away  upon  it,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  stern- 

ly.    *' You  rcniembcr  the  horse,  Mr.  Esmond." 
"  Mr.  Warringt(jn,  I  perfectly  we^  remember 

]jlaying  you  for  a  horse,  which  my  servant  lumd- 
ed  over  to  you  on  the  day  of  your  de])arture." 

"The  Chaphiin  was  present  at  our  play.  Mr. 
Sampson,  will  you  be  umpire  between  us  ?"  Mr. 
\yarrin,irton  said,  with  much  gentleness. 

"I  am  bound  to  decide  that  Mr.  Warrington 
played  for  the  brown  horse,"  says  Mr.  Sampson. 

"  Weil,  he  got  the  other  one,"  said  sulky  Mr. 
Will,  with  a  grin. 

"And  sold  it  for  thirty  shillings!"  said  Mr. 
Warrington,  always  preserving  his  calm  tone. 

Will  was  waggish.  "Thirty  shillings,  and  a 
devilish  good  price,  too,  for  the  broken-kneed 
old  rip.    lla,  ha !" 

"  Not  a  word  more.  'Tis  only  a  question 
about  a  bet,  my  dear  Lady  Maria.  Shall  1 
serve  you  some  more  chicken  ?"  Nothing  could 
be  more  studiously  courteous  and  gay  than  Mr. 
Warrington  was,  so  long  as  the  lady  remained 
in  the  room.  When  she  rose  to  go,  Harry  fol- 

lowed her  to  the  door,  and  closed  it  upon  her 
with  the  most  courtly  bow  of  farewell.  He 
stood  at  the  closed  door  for  a  moment,  and  then 
he  bade  the  servants  retire.  When  those  me- 

nials were  gone,  Mr.  Warrington  locked  the 
heavy  door  before  them,  and  pocketed  the 
key. 

As  it  clicked  in  the  lock,  Mr.  Will,  who  had 
been  sitting  over  his  punch,  looking  now  and 
then  askance  at  his  cousin,  asked,  with  one  of 
the  oaths  which  commonly  garnished  his  con- 

versation, what  the  Mr.  Warrington  meant 
by  that  ? 

"I  guess  there's  going  to  be  a  quarrel,"  said 
Mr.  Warrington,  blandly,  "and  there  is  no  use 
in  having  these  fellows  look  on  at  rows  between 
their  betters." 

"Who  is  going  to  quarrel  here,  I  should  like 
to  know?"  asked  Will,  looking  very  pale  and 
grasping  a  knife. 

"Mr.  Sampson,  you  were  present  when  I 
played  Mr.  Will  fifty  guineas  against  his  brown 

horse." 
"  Against  his  horse  !"  bawls  out  Mr.  Will. 
"  I  am  not  such  a  something  fool  as  you  take 

me  for,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  "although  I 
do  come  from  Virginia !"  and  he  repeated  his 
question  :  "  Mr.  Sampson,  you  were  here  when 
I  played  the  Honorable  William  Esmond, 
Esquire,  fifty  guineas  against  his  brown  horse?" 

"  I  must  own  it,  Sir,"  says  the  Chaplain,  with 
a  deprecatory  look  toward  his  lord's  brother. 

"/  don't  own  no  such  thing,"  says  Mr.  W^ill, 
with  rather  a  forced  laugh. 

"  No,  Sir  :  because  it  costs  you  no  more  pains 
to  lie  than  to  cheat,"  said  Mr.  Warrington, 
walking  up  to  his  cousin.  "  Hands  off,  Mr. 
Chaplain,  and  see  fair  play  !  Because  you  are 
no  better  than  a — ha  !"  

No  better  than  a  Avhat  we  can't  say,  and  shall 
never  know,  for  as  Harry  uttered  the  exclama- 

tion, his  dear  cousin  flung  a  wine  bottle  at  Mr. 

I  Warrington's  head,  who  bobl»cd  just  in  time, I  so  that  the  missile  flew  across  the  njom,  and 
j  broke  against  the  wainscot  ojjposite,  breaking 
the  face  of  a  i»ictnred  ancestor  of  the  Ksniond 
family  and  then  itself  against  the  wall,  whence 
it  sj)irred  a  pint  of  good  port-wine  -over  tljc 
Chaplain's  face  and  flowered  wig.      "  (Jreat 
Heavens,  gentlemen,  I  pray  you  to  be  quiet." 

I  cried  the  parson,  dripping  with  gore, 
j     But  gentlemen  are  not  inclined  at  some  mo- 
I  mcntsto  remember  the  commands  of  tlic  Church. 
The  bottle  having  failed,  Mr.  Esmond  seized 
the  large  silver-handled  knife  and  drove  at  his 
cousin.    But  Harry  caught  up  the  other's  right 
hand  with  his  left,  as  he  had  seen  the  bo.\crs 
do  at  Marybone,  aad  delivered  a  rapid  blow 
upon  Mr.  Esmond's  nose,  which  s?nt  him  reel- 

ing up  against  the  oak  panels,  and  I  tlare  say 
caused  him  to  sec  ten  thousand  illuminations. 
He  dropped  his  knife  in  his  retreat  against  the 
wall,  which  his  rapid  antagonist  kicked  under 
the  table. 

Now  Will,  too,  had  been  at  I\rarybone  and 
IIockley-in-the-Hole,  and  after  a  gasp  for  breatii 
and  a  glare  over  his  bleeding  nose  at  his  ̂ -uemy, 
he  dashed  forward  his  head  as  thougli  it  had 
been  a  battering  ram,  intending  to  project  it 

into  Mr.  Henry  W^arrington's  stomach. This  manoeuvre  Harry  had  seen,  too,  on  his 
visit  to  Marybone,  and  among  the  negroes 
upon  the  maternal  estate,  who  would  meet  in 
combat  like  two  concutient  cannon-balls,  each 
harder  than  the  other.  But  Harry  had  seen 
and  marked  the  civilized  practice  of  the  white 
man.  He  skipped  aside,  and  saluting  his  ad- 

vancing enemy  with  a  tremendous  blow  on  the 
right  ear,  felled  him,  so  that  he  struck  his  head 
against  the  heavy  oak  table,  and  sank  lifeless 
to  the  ground. 

"  Chaplain,  you  will  bear  witness  that  it  has 
been  a  fair  fight!"  said  Mr.  Warrington,  still 
quivering  with  the  excitement  of  the  combat, 
but  striving  with  all  his  might  to  restrain  him- 

self and  look  cool.  And  he  drew  the  key  from 
his  pocket  and  opened  the  door  iu  the  lobby, 
behind  which  three  or  four  servants  wore  gath- 

ered. A  crash  of  broken  glass,  a  cry,  a  shout, 
an  oath  or  two,  had  told  them  that  some  violent 
scene  was  occurring  within,  and  thoy  entered, 
and  behold  two  victims  bedabbled  with  red — 
the  Chaplain  bleeding  port-wine,  and  the  Honor- 

able William  Esmond,  Esquire,  stretched  in  his 
own  gore. 

"  Mr.  Sampson  will  bear  witness  that  I  struck 

fair,  and  that  Mr,  Esmond  hit  the  lirst  blow," 
said  Mr.  Warrington.  "  Undo  his  neckcloth, 
somebody,  he  may  be  dead  ;  and  get  a  fleam. 
Sambo,  and  bleed  him.  Stop  !  He  is  coming 
to  himself!  Lift  him  up,  you,  and  tell  a  mai^l 

to  wash  the  floor." Indeed,  in  a  minute,  Mr.  Will  did  come  to 
himself.  First  his  eyes  rolled  about,  or  rather, 
I  am  ashamed  to  say,  his  eye,  one  having  been 
closed  by  Mr.  Warrington's  first  blow.  First, 
then,  his  eye  rolled  about ;  then  he  gasped  and 
uttered  an  inarticulate  moan  or  two,  then  he 
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began  to  swear  and  curse  very  freely  and  articu- 
lately. 

"  He  is  getting  well,"  said  Mr.  Warrington. 
"  O  praise  be  Mussy !"  sighs  the  sentimental Betty. 

.  "Ask  him,  Gumbo,  whether  he  would  like 
any  more  ?"  said  Mr.  Warrington,  with  a  stern humor. 

"  Massa  Harry  say,  wool  you  like  any  maw  ?" 
asked  obedient  Gumbo,  bowing  over  the  pros- 

trate gentleman. 
"No,  curse  you,  you  black  devil!"  says  Mr. 

Will,  hitting  up  at  the  black  object  before  him. 
"  So  he  nearly  cut  my  tongue  in  tu  in  my  mouf !" 
Gumbo  explained  to  tlie  pitying  Betty.  "No, 
that  is,  yes  !  You  infernal  Mohock  !  Why 
does  not  somebody  kick  him  out  of  the  place  ?" 

"Because  nobody  dares,  Mr.  Esmond,"  says 
Mr.  Warrington,  with  great  state,  arranging  his 
ruffles — his  ruffled  ruffles. 

"And  nobody  won't  neither,"  growled  the 
men.  They  had  all  grown  to  love  Harry, 
whereas  Mr.  Will  had  nobody's  good  word. 
"  We  know  all's  fair,  Sir.  It  ain't  the  first  time 
Master  William  have  been  served  so." 

"And  I  hope  it  won't  be  the  last,"  cries  shrill 
Betty,"  to  go  for  to  strike  a  poor  black  gentle- 

man so  !" Mr.  Will  had  gathered  himself  up  by  this 
time,  had  wiped  his  bleeding  face  with  a  napkin, 

and  was  skulking  oft"  to  bed. 
"  Surely  it's  manners  to  say  good-night  to 

the  company.  Good-night,  Mr.  Esmond,"  says 
Mr.  Warrington,  whose  jokes,  tliough  few,  were 
not  very  brilliant,  but  the  honest  lad  relished 
the  brilliant  sally,  and  laughed  at  it  inwardly. 

"  He's  ad  his  zopper,  and  he  goos  to  baid  !" 
says  Betty,  in  her  native  dialect,  at  which  every 
body  laughed  outright,  except  Mr.  William, 
who  went  away  leaving  a  black  fume  of  curses, 
as  it  were,  rolling  out  of  that  funnel,  his  mouth. 

It  must  be  owned  that  Mr.  Warrington  con- 
tinued to  be  witty  the  next  morning.  He  sent 

a  note  to  Mr.  Will,  begging  to  know  whether  he 
was  for  a  ride  to  town  or  any  wheres  else.  If  he 
was  for  London,  that  he  would  friten  the  high- 

waymen on  Hounslow  Heath,  and  look  a  very 
genteel  Jig ar  at  the  Chocolate  House.  Which 
letter,  I  fear,  Mr.  Will  received  with  his  usual 
violence,  requesting  the  writer  to  go  to  some 
place — not  Hounslow. 

And,  besides  the  parley  between  Will  and 
Harry,  there  comes  a  maiden  simpering  to  Mr. 
Warrington's  door,  and  Gumbo  advances,  hold- 

ing something  white  and  triangular  in  his  ebon 
fingers. 

Harry  knew  what  it  was  well  enough.  "  Of 
course  it's  a  letter,"  groans  he.  Molinda  greets 
her  Enrico,  etc.,  etc.,  etc.  No  sleep  has  she 
known  that  night,  and  so  forth,  and  so  forth, 
and  so  forth.  Has  Enrico  slept  well  in  the  halls 
of  his  fathers  ?  und  so  weiter,  und  so  weiter.  He 
must  never  never  quaril  and  be  so  cruel  again. 
Kai  ta  loipa.  And  I  protest  I  shan't  quote  any 
more  of  this  letter.  Ah,  tablets,  golden  once — 
are  ye  now  faded  leaves  ?    Where  is  the  jug- 

gler who  transmuted  you,  and  why  is  the  gla- 
mour over? 

After  the  little  scandal  with  Cousin  Will, 

Harry's  dignity  would  not  allow  him  to  stay 
longer  at  Castlewood  :  he  wrote  a  majestic  let- 

ter to  the  lord  of  the  mansion,  explaining  the 
circumstances  which  had  occurred,  and,  as  he 
called  in  Parson  Sampson  to  supervise  the  doc- 

ument, no  doubt  it  contained  none  of  those  ec- 
centricities in  spelling  which  figured  in  his  or- 

dinary correspondence  at  this  period.  He  rep- 
resented to  poor  Maria,  that  after  blackening 

the  eye  and  damaging  the  nose  of  a  son  of  the 
house,  he  should  remain  in  it  with  a  very  bad 
grace ;  and  she  was  forced  to  acquiesce  in  the 
opinion  that,  for  the  present,  his  absence  would 
best  become  him.  Of  course,  she  wept  plentiful 
tears  at  parting  with  Jiim.  He  would  go  to  Lon- 

don and  see  younger  beauties  :  he  would  find 
none,  none  who  would  love  him  like  his  fond 
Maria.  I  fear  Mr.  Warrington  did  not  exhibit 
any  profound  emotion  on  leaving  her :  nay,  he 
cheered  up  immediately  after  he  crossed  Castle- 

wood Bridge,  and  made  his  horses  whisk  over 
the  road  at  ten  miles  an  hour:  he  sang  to  them 
to  go  along :  he  nodded  to  the  pretty  girls  by 
the  roadside :  he  chucked  my  landlady  under 
the  chin :  he  certainly  was  not  inconsolable. 
Truth  is,  he  longed  to  be  back  in  London  again, 
to  make  a  figure  at  St.  James's,  at  Newmarket, 
wherever  the  men  of  fashion  congregated.  All 
that  petty  Tunbridge  society  of  women  and  card- 
playing  seemed  child's  play  to  him  now  he  had tasted  the  delight  of  London  life. 

By  the  time  he  reached  London  again,  almost 
all  the  four-and-forty  pounds  which  we  have 
seen  that  he  possessed  at  Tunbridge  had  slipped 
out  of  his  pocket,  and  farther  supplies  were  ne- 

cessary. Regarding  these  he  made  himself 
presently  easy.  There  were  the  two  sums  of 
£5000  in  his  own  and  his  brother's  name,  of 
which  he  was  the  master.  He  would  tnke  up 
a  little  money,  and  with  a  run  or  two  of  good 
luck  at  play  he  could  easily  replace  it.  Mean- 

time he  must  live  in  a  manner  becoming  his  sta- 
tion, and  it  must  be  explained  to  Madam  Es- 
mond that  a  gentleman  of  his  rank  can  not  keep 

fitting  company,  and  appear  as  becomes  him  in 
society,  upon  a  miserable  pittance  of  two  hun- dred a  year. 

Mr.  Warrington  sojourned  at  the  Bedford 
Coffee-House  as  before,  but  only  for  a  short 
while.  He  sought  out  proper  lodgings  at  the 
court  end  of  the  town,  and  fixed  on  some  apart- 

ments in  Bond  Street,  where  he  and  Gumbo 
installed  themselves,  his  horses  standing  at  a 
neighboring  livery  stable.  And  now  tailors, 
mercers,  and  shoemakers  were  put  in  requisi- 

tion. Not  without  a  pang  of  remorse  he  laid 
aside  his  mourning  and  figured  in  a  laced  hat 
and  waistcoat.  Gumbo  was  always  dexterous 
in  the  art  of  dressing  hair,  and  with  a  little 
powder  flung  into  his  fair  locks  Mr.  Warring- 

ton's head  was  as  modish  as  that  of  any  gentle- 
man i;i  the  Mall.  He  figured  in  the  Ring  in 

his  phaeton.    Reports  of  his  great  wealth  had 
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long  since  preceded  liim  to  London,  and  not  a 
little  curiosity  was  excited  nbout  the  fortunate 
Virginian. 

Until  our  young  friend  could  be  balloted  for 
at  the  proper  season,  ray  Lord  March  had  writ- 

ten down  his  name  for  the  club  at  White's  Choc- 
olate House,  as  a  distinguished  gentleman  from 

America.  There  were  as  yet  but  few  persons 
of  fashion  in  London,  but  with  a  pocket  full  of 
money,  at  one-and-twenty,  a  young  fellow  can 
make  himself  happy  even  out  of  the  season ; 
and  ̂ Ir.  Harry  was  determined  to  enjoy. 

He  ordered  Mr.  Draper,  then,  to  sell  five 
hundred  pounds  of  his  stock.  What  would  his 
poor  mother  have  said  had  she  known  that  the 
young  spendthrift  was  already  beginning  to  dis- 

sipate his  patrimony  ?  He  dined  at  the  tavern, 
he  supped  at  the  Club,  where  Jack  Morris  in- 

troduced him,  with  immense  eulogiums,  to  such 
gentlemen  as  were  in  town.  Life,  and  youth, 
and  pleasure  were  before  him ;  the  wine  was 
set  a  running,  and  the  eager  lad  was  greedy  to 
drink.  Do  you  see,  far  away  in  the  west,  yon- 

der, the  pious  widow  at  her  prayers  for  her 
son  ?  Behind  the  trees  at  Oakhurst  a  tender 
little  heart,  too,  is  beating  for  liim,  perhaps. 
When  the  Prodigal  Son  was  away  carousing, 
were  not  love  and  forgiveness  still  on  the  watch 
for  him  ? 

Among  the  inedited  letters  of  the  late  Lord 
Orford  there  is  one  which  the  present  learned 
editor,  Mr.  Peter  Cunningham,  has  omitted 
from  his  collection,  doubting,  possibly,  the  au- 

thenticity of  the  document.  Nay,  I  myself  have 
only  seen  a  copy  of  it  in  the  Wan-ington  papers 
in  Madam  Esmond's  prim  handwriting,  and 
noted,  '■''Mr.  H.  WalpoWs  account  of  my  S07i 
Henry  at  London,  and  of  Baroness  Tusker — 
wrote  to  Gen^  Conway.'' 

"Aelington  Street.    Friday  night. 
"  I  have  come  away,  child,  for  a  day  or  two 

from  my  devotions  to  our  Lady  of  Strawberry. 
Have  I  not  been  on  my  knees  to  her  these  three 
weeks,  and  aren't  the  poor  old  joints  full  of 
rheumatism?  A  fit  took  me  that  I  would  pay 
London  a  visit,  that  I  would  go  to  Vauxhall 
and  Ivanelagh  quoi !  May  I  not  have  my  rattle 
as  well  as  other  elderly  babies  ?  Suppose,  after 
being  so  long  virtuous,  I  take  a  fancy  to  cakes 
and  ale,  shall  your  reverence  say  nay  to  me  ? 
George  Selwyn  and  Tony  Storer  and  your  hum- 

ble servant  took  boat  at  Westminster  t'other 
night.  Was  it  Tuesday?— no,  Tuesday  I  was 
with  their  Graces  of  Norfolk,  who  are  just  from 
Tunbridge — it  was  Wednesday.  How  should  I 
know  ?  Wasn't  I  dead  drunk  with  a  whole  pint 
of  lemonade  I  took  at  White's? 

"  The  Norfolk  folk  had  been  entertaining  me 
on  Tuesday  with  the  account  of  a  young  savage 
Iroquois,  Choctaw,  or  Virginian,  who  has  lately 
been  making  a  little  noise  in  our  quarter  of  the 
f^lobe.  He  is  an  offshoot  of  that  disreputable 
family  of  Esmond-Castlcwood,  of  whom  all  the 
men  arc  gamblers  and  spendthrifts,  and  all  the 
women — well,  I  shan't  sav  the  Avord,  lest  Lady 
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Ailesbury  should  be  lookinf;  over  your  shoulder. 
Both  the  late  lords,  my  father  told  mc.  were  in 
his  pay,  an<l  iIk-  last  one,  a  beau  of  Qu-  -n 
Anne's  reigu,  fnnii  a  viscount  advanced  to  Im*  an 
earl  through  the  merits  and  intercession  of  his 
notoriotis  old  .sister  ncrnstcin,  late  Tushcr,  nee 
Esmond — a  great  bfauty,  too,  of  her  day,  a 
favorite  of  the  old  Pretender.  She  sold  his 
secrets  to  my  i»apa,  who  i)aid  hor  for  them  ;  and 
being  nowise  particular  in  her  love  for  the 
Stuarts,  came  over  to  the  august  Hanoverian 
house  at  present  reigning  over  us,  •  Will  Hor- 

ace Walpole's  tongue  never  stop  scantlal?'  says 
your  wife  over  your  shoulder.  1  kiss  your  lady- 

ship's hand.  I  am  dumb.  The  Bernstein  is  a 
model  of  virtue.  She  had  no  good  reasons  for 

marrying  her  father's  chaplain.  Many  of  the 
nobility  omit  the  marriage  altogether.  She 
wasn't  ashamed  of  being  Mrs.  Tushcr,  and  didn't 
take  a  German  Baronrino  for  a  second  husband, 
whom  nobody  out  of  Hanover  ever  saw.  The 
Yarmouth  bears  no  malice.  Esther  and  Vashti 
are  very  good  friends,  and  have  been  cheating 
each  other  at  Tunbridge  at  cards  all  tlic  sum- 
mer. 

"  '  And  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  the  Iro- 
quois?' says  your  ladyship.  The  Iroquois  has 

been  at  Tunbridge,  too — not  cheating,  perhaps, 
but  winning  vastly.  They  say  he  has  bled 
Lord  March  of  thousands — Lord  March,  by 
whom  so  much  blood  hath  been  shed,  that  he 
has  quarreled  with  every  body,  fought  with 
every  body,  rode  over  every  body,  been  fallen 
in  love  with  by  every  body's  wife  except  ̂ Mr. 
Conway's,  and  not  excepting  her  ])resent  Majes- 

ty, the  Countess  of  England,  Scotland,  France, 
and  Ireland,  Queen  of  Walmoden  and  Yar- 

mouth, whom  Heaven  i)reserve  to  us. 
"You  knoAV  an  offensive  little  creature,  c/c 

par  le  vionde  one  Jack  ISIorris,  who  skips  in  and 
out  of  all  the  houses  of  London.  When  we 
were  at  Vauxhall,  Mr.  Jack  gave  us  a  nod 
under  the  shoulder  of  a  pretty  young  follov." 
enough,  on  whose  arm  he  was  leaning,  and  who 

appeared  hugely  delighted  with  the  enchant- ments of  the  garden.  Lord,  how  he  stared  at 
the  fire-works !  Gods,  how  he  huzzaved  at  the 
singing  of  a  horrible  painted  wench  who  shrieked 
the  ears  off  my  head  !  A  twoi)cuny  string  of 
glass  beads  and  a  strij)  of  tawdry  cloth  arc  treas- 

ures in  Iroquois  land,  and  our  savage  valued 
them  accordingly. 

*' A  buzz  went  about  the  place  that  tliis  was 
the  fortunate  youth.  He  won  three  hinidred  at 
White's  last  night  very  genteelly  from  Hocking- 
ham  and  my  precious  nc])hew,  and  here  l\e  was 
bellowing  and  huzzaying  over  the  music  so  as  to 

do  you  good  to  hear.  I  do  not  love  a  puppet- 
show,  but  I  love  to  treat  children  to  one,  ;Miss 
Conway  !  I  present  your  ladyship  my  compli- 

ments, and  hope  we  shall  go  and  see  the  dolls 

together. "When  the  singing  woman  came  down  from 
her  throne.  Jack  INIorris  must  introduce  my 
Virginian  to  her.  I  saw  him  blush  up  to  the 
eyes,  and  make  her,  upon  my  word,  a  very  fmc 
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bow,  such  as  I  had  no  idea  was  practiced  in 
wigwams.  '  There  is  a  certain  jenny  squaw 
about  her,  and  that's  why  the  savage  likes  her,' 
George  said — a  joke  certainly  not  as  brilliant  as 
a  tire-work.  After  which  it  seemed  to  me  that 
the  savage  and  the  savagess  retired  together. 

"Having  had  a  great  deal  too  much  to  eat 
and  drink  three  hours  before,  my  partners  must 
have  chicken  and  rack-punch  at  Vauxhall,  Avhere 
George  fell  asleep  straightway,  and  for  my  sins 
I  must  tell  Tony  Storer  what  I  knew  about  this 
Virginian's  amiable  family,  especially  some  of 
the  Bernstein's  antecedents,  and  the  history  of 
another  elderly  beauty  of  the  family,  a  certain 
Lady  Maria,  Avho  was  mi  mienx  with  the  late 
Prince  of  Wales.  What  did  I  say  ?  I  protest 
not  half  of  what  I  knew,  and,  of  course,  not  a 
tenth  part  of  what  I  was  going  to  tell,  for  who 
should  start  out  upon  us  but  my  savage,  this 
time  quite  red  in  the  face,  and  in  his  wa?'-paint. 
The  wretch  had  been  drinking  fire-water  in  the 
next  box ! 

"  He  cocked  his  hat,  clapped  his  hand  to  his 
sword,  asked  which  of  the  gentlemen  was  it  that 
was  maligning  his  family  ?  so  that  I  was  obliged 
to  entreat  him  not  to  make  such  a  noise,  lest  he 
should  wake  my  friend  Mr.  George  Selwyn. 
And  I  added,  '  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I  had  no  idea 
that  you  were  near  me,  and  I  most  sincerely 

apologize  for  giving  you  pain.' 
"The  Huron  took  his  hand  off  his  tomahawk 

at  this  pacific  rejoinder,  made  a  bow  not  ungra- 
ciously, said  he  could  not,  of  course,  ask  more 

than  an  apology  from  a  gentleman  of  my  age 
{Merci,  Monsieur  and,  hearing  the  name  of 
Mr.  Selwyn,  made  another  bow  to  George,  and 
said  he  had  a  letter  to  him  from  Lord  March, 
which  he  had  had  the  ill  fortune  to  mislay. 
George  has  put  him  up  for  the  club,  it  appears, 
in  conjunction  with  March,  and  no  doubt  these 
lambs  will  fleece  each  other.  Meanwhile  my 
pacified  savage  sate  down  with  us,  and  buried 
the  liatchet  in  another  bowl  of  punch,  for  which 
these  gentlemen  must  call.  Heaven  help  us ! 
'Tis  eleven  o'clock,  and  here  comes  Bedson  with 
my  gruel !  H.  W. 

"To  the  Ilonble  II.  S.  Comvay." 

MUNCHAUSEN  EEDIVIVUS. 
OUE  old  friend  the  Baron  has  turned  up  again. 

The  last  time  we  heard  of  him  was  some  two 
years  ago,  when,  having  for  the  sake  of  his  health 
taken  a  little  run  through  Georgia,  he  favored 
the  Editor  of  the  London  JzVnes  with  a  sketch 
of  what  he  saw  and  heard  in  transitu,  conceal- 

ing his  identity  for  the  time  being  under  the 
modest  cognomen  of  James  Arrowsmith.  John 
Bull,  who  loves  big  yarns,  gave  the  Baron  that 
undivided  attention  and  unlimited  credit  which 
a  traveler  of  his  celebrity  deserves  ;  and,  grateful 
for  past  favors,  he  now  appears  again  before  the 
British  priblic. 

Eor  some  occult  reason  the  Baron  has  once 
more  changed  his  name  and  country.  He  has 
become  a  hopeful  convert  to  his  Holiness  of 
Eome,  has  assumed  the  priestly  tonsure,  joined 

the  order  of  Dominican  monks,  and— so  he  tells 
us  in  his  just  published  work— has,  under  the 
name  and  title  of  Emmanuel  Domenech,  abbe' and  Eoman  Catholic  missionary  priest,  traveled 
again  through  our  land,  and  sojourned  some 
time  on  its  southwestern  frontier.  The  vera- 

cious work  from  which  we  shall  presently  cull 
a  few  choice  bits,  is  called  "Missionary  Ad- 

ventures in  Texas  and  Mexico,"  is  dedicated 
to  "His  Lordship,  Dr.  Odin,  Bishop  of  Galves- 

ton," and  was  composed  by  its  author— so  he 
assures  us — "in  the  calm  of  retirement."  It 
comes  to  us  fresh  from  the  press  of  an  eminent 
London  publishing  house.*  It  will  be  perceived 
that  though  the  Baron  has  substituted  the  priest- 

ly cowl  and  the  title  of  abbe  for  the  rifle  and  the 
title  of  Nimrod,  he  has  lost  none  of  that  charm- 

ing and  remarkable  faculty  of  meeting  with  sur- 
prising adventures,  which  has  made  him  what 

he  is,  the  greatest  of  Munchausens. 
The  Baron  arrived  in  New  York  in  the  win- 

ter of  1^51.  He  remained  in  the  metropolis 
fifteen  days,  and  then  "  embarked  in  one  of  the 
monster  steamers  which  ply  on  the  Hudson,  as 
far  as  Albany."  There  was  a  race.  The  two 
contending  boats  "  weighed  anchor"  at  the  same 
moment,  "  and  got  out  in  a  spirit  of  proud  ri- 

valry." They  got  ahead  at  the  moderate  rate 
of  from  twenty-five  to  twenty-seven  miles  per 
hour;  but  the  captain,  "not  satisfied  with  this 
speed,  had  casks  of  oil  and  grease  thrown  into 
the  furnace."  The  rest  of  the  account  is  so 
stirring  that  we  can  not  do  better  than  quote 
the  Avords  of  the  Baron.  "  The  fire  seized  the 
vessel  twice.  At  forks  of  the  river  [!]  the  ri- 

val boats  endeavored  to  cut  clear  ahead  in  or- 
der to  shorten  their  way ;  and  in  this  manoeu- 
vre they  often  became  entangled,  with  the  dan- 
ger of  both  going  to  the  bottom,  while  there 

were  from  seven  to  eight  hundred  passengers  on 
board.  The  contest  was  becoming  quite  a  serious 
matter,  and  our  lives  were  in  jeopardy,  at  once 
from  fire,  smoke,  and  water.  We  hold  a  hur- 

ried meeting,  discuss  the  crisis,  and  send  a 
deputation  to  the  captain,  praying  him  to  desist 
from  this  dangerous  course.  He  replied  with 
J ack-Tar  American  politeness :  '  You  be  d — d ; 
for  what  you  pay,  you  may  as  well  all  go  to 
h-11.'  At  the  same  time  he  bawls  out  to  the 
firem.an,  'Fire,  fire,  you  there — more  lard  in 
the  furnace !' ' '  Our  position  had  become  truly  fearful,  when 
one  of  the  passengers  put  an  end  to  it  by  level- 

ing a  musket  at  the  poor  helmsman  of  our  ri- 
val, and  discharging  its  contents  into  his  body. 

The  poor  fellow  let  go  the  wheel,  and  dropped 

down  frightfully  wounded."  Thus  the  Abbe — 
the  Baron  we  should  say — arrived  safely  at  Al- 

bany. Prom  there  to  Cincinnati,  and  thence 
by  steamer  to  New  Orleans.  Entering  the  cabin 
on  a  Sunday  morning,  the  Baron  heard  an  Epis- 

*  Missionary  Adventures  in  Texas  and  Mexico :  A  Per- 
sonal Narrative  of  Six  Years'  Sojourn  in  those  Regions. 

I'.y  the  Abbe  Domenecu.  Translated  from  the  French 
under  the  Author's  superintendence.  London  :  Long- 

man, Brown,  Green,  Longmans  and  Roberts.  1853. 
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copal  bishop  preaching  to  the  passen;;crs.  He 
was  "attempting  to  prove  that  as  there  is  no 
water  in  the  moon,  there  conld  be  no  men  there; 
it  being  manifestly  impossible  for  men  to  live 
without  water."  The  Baron  sighs  over  the  de- 

pravity of  a  "  sect''  whose  bishops  ])reach  about the  habitablcness  of  the  moon.  Had  he  but 
known  of  those  Kentuckians  who  totally  abjure 
water,  and  drink  only  whisky,  he  could  easily 
have  confuted  the  Ei)iscopal  train  of  reasoning. 

From  New  Orleans  to  Texas;  which  tlie  Bar- 
on, in  the  character  of  abbe  and  missionary 

priest,  traversed  in  various  directions  for  some 
years.  Galveston  he  reports  as  "a  place  in- 

fested with  ̂ Methodists  and  ants  ;"  the  latter  be- 
ing the  least  troublesome  of  the  two,  as  he  was 

able,  by  means  of  jars  of  water,  to  insulate  him- 
self and  his  eftects,  and  thus  protect  himself. 

Not,  however,  without  a  preliminary  stinging. 
From  Houston  the  Baron  traveled  through  a  wil- 

derness interspersed  with  "Economical  roads" 
in  a  bullock  wagon.  Here,  properly,  his  adven- 

tures began.  The  driver  slept,  and  the  wagon 
rolled  down  a  deep  ravine.  On  getting  to  the 
bottom  the  driver  asked  coolly,  "Are  any  of 
your  bones  broken  ?" "No." 

"Good  ;  then  no  harm  is  done." 
Proceeding  a  little  farther,  a  panther  leaps 

out  of  the  bush  upon  one  of  the  horses  ;  where- 
upon the  driver  dismounts,  shoots  the  panther, 

hoists  his  carcass  in  alongside  the  Baron,  and 
again  gets  under  way.  Presently  they  stop  at 
a  farm-house  to  dine,  but  are  interrupted  by  a 
deep  growling  at  the  door. 

"  It  is  only  a  bear  ;  never  mind  it !"  says  the 
host,  in  answer  to  the  inquiring  looks  of  his 
guests ;  ' '  they  don't  do  any  harm."  But  an  en- 

terprising Frenchman  thought  differently,  went 
out  and  wounded  tlie  unoffending  Bruin,  and 
then  finished  his  dinner.  And  so  on  until  his 
arrival  at  Castroville,  the  scene  of  his  future 
labors.  Here  the  Baron — we  must  call  him 
the  Abbe  now — made  his  debut  by  baptizing  a 
child.  When  the  ceremony  Avas  concluded  the 
father  asked  the  Abbe  "what  was  to  pay." 
The  latter  politely  returned,  "We  make  no  fixed 
charge  on  such  occasions." 

To  which  the  answer  was  as  polite  a  bow  as 
the  Abbe's  ;  and  nothing  more.  Thus  the  good 
Abbe  lost  a  prospective  dinner  by  his  politeness. 
Another  time  an  old  lady  generously  handed 
him  sixpence,  saying,  with  a  burst  of  emotion 
fitting  the  occasion,  "There,  your  reverence, 
say  as  many  masses  as  you  can  for  that." 

But  why  dwell  longer  on  such  trivialities, 
when  greater  things  are  in  store  ? 

Castroville  abounded  in  every  known  species 
of  reptile.  The  good  Abbe  formed  a  museum, 
among  whose  most  inconsiderable  acquisitions 
was  a  centipede  eleven  inches  long,  and  a  cater- 

pillar thirteen  inches  in  length  and  two  in  cir- 
cumference. As  for  serpents,  ' '  they  were  every 

where  under  our  feet ;  we  walked  on  them,  and 
crushed  them  unconsciously,  without  paying  any 
attention  to  the  fact."    In  truth,  the  pigs  and 

cats  of  tlu!  j)lace  chiefly  subsisted  on  snakes,  and 
the  chickens  "fell  resolutely  upon  the  scri>cnt's 
head  and  devoured  it  witlunit  experiencing  any 
bodily  inconvenience" — a  fact  which  was  not  lu'^t 
ujion  the  Abbe.  Finding  himself  once  dinner- 
less,  he  persuaded  his  companions  to  cut  up  and 
cook  a  freshly  caught  rattlesnake.  Skinned, 
cut  up  small,  and  dressed  with  cayenne  jKipper, 
the  meal  tasted  somewhat  of  frog  and  turtle  : 
but  the  stomach  of  an  abbe  could  not  succeed 
in  relishing  the  new  fare.  It  was  of  no  use. 
therefore,  that  snakes  Avere  killed  every  day  ; 
that  a  friend  of  the  Abbe  took  up  a  snake  in 
mistake  for  a  corn-stalk  ;  tiiat  a  cobra  dc  cai)ello 
was  killed  in  the  school-room;  that  a  "tiger 
hunter"  killed  a  rattlesnake  seventeen  feet  long, 
eighteen  inches  in  circumference,  and  having 
twenty-five  rattles,  he  having  at  first  mistaken  it 
for  a  dead  tree.  Or,  finally,  that  the  Abbe  him- 

self one  day  hunting  for  a  stray  horse,  stunned 
a  stunning  rattlesnake,  tied  a  string  about  its 
neck,  and  dragged  it  victoriously  after  him  into 
town,  at  great  peril  to  himself,  from  the  strug- 

gling animal. 
Cats  were  found  more  ])alatable  than  co1>ras  ; 

and  the  Abbe  devoted  his  leisure  hours  to  fatten- 
ing stray  specimens  of  the  Fclis  domcsdra,  which 

he  afterward  "turned  into  delicious  fricassees." 
This  fare  was  varied  by  occasional  messes  of 
game,  chief  among  which  was  a  crocodile,  which 
our  Abbe  shot  one  day  in  a  neighboring  stream  ; 
and  the  arrival  of  which  threw  the  town  of 
Castroville  into  a  ferment.  The  tail  was  cooked, 
but  did  not  please  the  fastidious  palate  of  the 
captor,  who  complains  that  the  musk  with  which 
it  was  impregnated  got  into  his  head,  and  thence 
into  his  clothes,  where  it  remained  for  a  fort- 

night. Even  alligators  failed  afterward ;  and 
the  Abbe  complains  that  he  Avas  forced  to  eat 
pork  Avliich  had  grown  maggoty  to  that  degree 
that  one  of  liis  companions  (a  facetious  priest) 
used  the  Avorms  in  his  share  for  fish-bait.  The 
fact  seems  to  be  that  that  portion  of  Texas  does 
not  floAV  Avith  milk  and  honey.  The  Abbe  not 
only  Avas  near  upon  starvation,  but  he  grcAV  rag 
ged  to  a  degree  Avhich  he  hesitates  to  describe. 
For  some  time  he  and  his  companion  })riest  hail 
but  one  cassock  betAA^een  them,  and  Avhile  one 
said  mass  the  other  Avalked  about  in.  his  shirt- 

sleeves. Poorer  yet  Avas  his  colleague  at  Bra- 
zoria, to  Avhom  an  old  bottomless  tin  bath-tub 

serA'cd  as  bed,  dining-table,  and  altar  to  say  ma.ss 

upon. The  Abbe's  circuit  Avas  a  a\  ide  one.  Travel- 
ing over  it,  he  saAV  one  day  near  Dhanis,  a 

small  settlement,  a  Mexican  Avoman  bound  to  a 
tree,  and  entirely  scal])ed,  but  yet  living.  Her 
mouth  was  coA-ered  Avith  blood  and  hair,  show- 

ing that  the  Indians  (less  ambitious  of  scalps 
than  is  their  custom)  "  had  endeavored  to  make 
her  eat  the  scalp  of  one  of  her  companions — 
three  of  whom  lay  at  her  feet  scalped  and  dead." 
Thousands  of  Ava.sps  buzzed  voraciously  about 
the  victims.  The  Abbe  procured  help  for  the 
Avoman,  and,  Avith  proper  attendance,  she  finally 
recovered  from  her  Avounds !    It  must  be  added 
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that  the  Baron  acknowledges  the  rarity  of  such 
a  recovery.  Traveling  farther,  after  this,  our 
friend  avoided  the  Indians,  whose  proximity 
he  ascertained  by  various  marks,  among  which 
the  following  is  a  very  ingenious  observation : 
He  had  remarked  that  where  deer  abound  the 
Americans,  when  they  kill  an  animal,  remove 
only  the  legs  and  shoulders  ;  the  ̂ Mexicans  take 
the  whole  carcass  except  the  head ;  Europeans 
take  the  entire  carcass,  leaving  nothing ;  while 
the  Indians  eat  the  flesh,  carry  oif  the  skin,  and 
leave  what  then  remains  to  the  wolves. 

One  of  the  Abbe's  friends,  a  German  natural- 
ist, gave  the  Indians  the  worst  fright  they  had 

probably  ever  had.  The  old  gentleman  was  out 
collecting  specimens,  and  as  he  caught  snake, 
centipede,  lizard,  or  what  not,  he  fastened  the 
prize  to  some  part  of  his  clothing  as  the  readiest 
means  of  carrying  it.  Ha^•ing  secured  a  good- 

ly variety  of  serpents,  he  knotted  these  round 
his  body,  a  huge  rattlesnake  serving  him  as  a 
girdle.  Thus  accoutred,  the  enthusiastic  natural- 

ist strayed  unaware  into  a  Comanche  camp.  No 
sooner  was  he  espied  than  there  was  a  general 
roar  of  terror,  and  the  entire  crew  of  Red  skins, 
warriors,  squaws,  and  papooses,  fell  down  to 
the  ground  at  the  feet  of  the  "Snake  King," 
treating  him  with  every  civility,  and  almost 
worshiping  so  mighty  a  sorcerer. 

When  about  attending  upon  some  cholera 
patients,  the  Abbe  was  bitten  by  a  tarantula,  ,  in 
consequence  of  which  half  his  body  was  para- 

lyzed for  some  time.  He  nevertheless  con- 
tinued his  attendance  upon  the  sick,  during  the 

six  weeks  wherein  the  cholera  devastated  the 
the  little  town.  Coffins  growing  scarce,  it  be- 

came customary  to  drag  the  purple  and  livid 
bodies  to  their  graves  upon  pieces  of  ox-hide, 
and  often  men  dropped  dead  by  the  side  of  the 
moving  corpse.  At  the  expiration  of  six  weeks 
the  Abbe  himself  was  seized  with  symptoms  of 
the  dread  disorder.  He  filled  a  glass  goblet  with 
camphorated  alcohol,  laudanum,  unground  pep- 

per, and  Eau  de  Cologne.  One-third  of  this 
dose  cured  him.  After  a  sleep  of  twenty-four 
hours  he  awoke  convalescent. 

Scarce  was  the  cholera  over,  when  two  men 
on  the  road  murdered  their  companion ;  and 
one  of  the  murderers,  putting  himself  in  the 
way,  was  seized  upon  by  a  righteous  mob,  who 
proceeded  with  him  according  to  the  code  of 
Judge  Lynch. 

"Do  you  want  to  see  your  wife  and  children?" 
the  wretched  victim  was  asked,  on  his  way  to 
the  fatal  tree. 

"No,"  was  the  answer.  But  he  would  like 
some  whisky. 

When  the  noose  was  about  his  neck,  he  was 
asked  to  pray  to  the  Virgin  Mary. 

"  I'd  like  to  know  how  the  Virgin  will  help 
me  at  this  moment." 

"  Ah  1"  said  the  butcher  who  acted  as  execu- 
tioner, "You  don't  know,  don't  you?  Well, 

we'll  try  to  do  something  for  you." 
Whereupon  the  man  was  strung  up  without 

farther  words. 

"  Such  is  justice  in  America,"  says  the  Abbe; 
and  thereupon  proceeds  to  relate  how  he  saw 
an  American  sheriff  at  Brownsville  "flogging  . 
Mexicans  to  death  with  his  ox-hide  lash  ;"  how, 
in  a  grog-shop,  he  heard  a  tipsy  American  judge 
propose,  amidst  shouts  of  applause,  this  toast, 
"  To  Justice,  modified  by  circumstances  ;"  add- 

ing, shrewdly,  that,  of  course,  "it  is  only  a 
]\Iexican,  a  coward,  or  a  simpleton,  who  would 
appeal  to  law  for  justice."  He  relates  how 
"medical  science  is  not  much  better  represented 
in  the  United  States  than  the  magistracy,"  which 
he  exemplifies  by  the  instance  of  a  Yankee  doc- 

tor in  Brownsville,  who  sawed  off  a  shattered 
leg  with  a  hand-saw ;  afterward  vibrated  be- 

tween the  two  occupations  of  porter  and  phy- 
sician, but,  finally,  "killed  so  many  and  so 

quickly  too  that  he  had  to  renounce  his  profes- 
sion," and  was  thereupon  chosen  to  the  Texan 

Legislature ! 
One  more  of  the  Abbe's  reminiscences,  and 

we  have  done.  This  time  he  speaks  of  his 
"  opponents,  the  Protestant  ministers,"  who  are, 
according  to  him,  "no  eccentric  exceptions  of 
a  particular  locality :  they  are  types  of  a  class 
in  all  these  countries."  He  relates  that  one  of 
these  "opponents,"  a  Presbyterian  minister,  of 
some  wealth,  had  three  maniageable  daughters 
who  remained  on  his  hands.  Tired  of  waiting 
for  matrimonial  aspirants,  he  "put  in  execu- 

tion an  idea  essentially  American.  One  Sun- 
day he  preached  on  the  subject  of  marriage, 

amplifying  the  text  in  Genesis,  'Increase  and 
multiply.'  He  proclaimed  to  his  audience  that 
this  was  a  divine  ])recept,  and  not  a  counsel.  He 
descanted  with  eloquence  and  warmth  on  the 
bliss  of  the  hymeneal  state,  and  ended  his  ser- 

mon by  offering  his  three  daughters,  with  three 
thousand  dollars  of  fortune  for  each,  to  whom- 

soever would  espouse  them.  He  added  that  he 
would  receive  the  names  of  the  candidates  after 
the  service ;  and  that  his  choice  would  fall  on 
those  who  would  furnish  the  surest  guarantee 
of  moral  character.  A  wag  of  an  Irishman 
who  happened  to  be  present,  did  not  wait  for 
the  time  prescribed  by  his  minister  to  make  his 
voice  heard,  but  asked  him  to  put  his  name  on 
the  list  for  fwo."  Of  course  the  meeting  burst 
into  laughter,  and  the  poor  preacher's  matri- 

monial project  was  spoiled. 
From  all  this,  and  more,  it  will  be  seen  that 

the  Abbe's  opinion  of  the  United  States  is 
scarcely  complimentary.  He  gives  it  as  the 
result  of  his  obseiwations  that  "nine-tenths  of 
the  children  in  the  United  States  go  to  school 
as  soon  as  they  can  walk,  and  are  considered  as 
men  from  that  time  forth  ;  and  a  most  ridicu- 

lous deference  is  paid  to  these  citizens  in  short 
!  frocks.  They  are  not  commanded  to  do  this  or 
that ;  they  are  respectfully  requested  to  do  it 
— the  common  formula  on  such  occasions  being 
'  My  dear  Sir,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to  do 
this,  or  to  go  there  ?'  If  to  the  prayer  be  add- 

ed a  sweet  cake,  the  young  gentleman  obeys 
'  with  an  air  of  importance."  As  soon  as  the 
I  "young  fellow  can  read,  write,  and  cipher,  he 
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is  placed  in  business,  with  the  cominrind  to 
make  money,  and  thereafter  he  leads  a  migra- 

tory, trailickin;,'  life,  "chews,  smokes,  and  drinks 
on  board  the  steamer  incessantly  ;  reads  the  ad- 

vertisements in  the  papers,  the  electioneering 
manifestoes,  and  the  names  of  the  candidates. 
Such, "  concludes  the  sagacious  Abbe  ( — Baron), 
"is  American  education." 
We  leave  the  Baron,  who  claims  modestly 

and  poetically  of  this  latest  of  his  numerous 

works  that,  "  like  the  violet,  it  j>o.ssesRcs  no  oth- 
er charm  than  the  sweet  perfume  of  truth." Tlie  reader  who  has  followe<i  him  thus  far  will 

have  wondered  at  llic  remarkable  prescnation 
of  tliose  powers  which  enabled  him  alrtady 
century  ago  to  make  the  name  of  Mum  hausou 
a  household  word,  and  which  i)laco  him,  even 
now,  foremost  in  tlie  illustrious  list  of  travel- 

ers iieadetl  by  Ferdinand  Mcnde/.  I'into  him- self. 

3ilflntlllil  lUrnr^l  nf  Ciirrnit  (Eunitii 
UNITED  STATES. 

THE  pacification  of  Utah  is  definitely  announced. 
Messrs.  Powell  and  M'Culloch,  the  Peace  Com- 

missioners, reached  Salt  Lake  City  on  the  7th  of 
June.  They  found  the  city  almost  deserted,  only 
a  few  of  the  inhabitants  remaining  to  take  charge 
of  the  property,  and  burn  it  unless  some  peaceable 
arrangement  should  be  effected.  The  Commis- 

sioners put  themselves  in  communication  with  the 
leading  Mormons,  who  declared  their  readiness  to 
yield  obedience  to  the  Constitution  and  laws  of 
the  United  States,  and  to  recognize  the  newly-ap- 

pointed civil  officers.  The  Commissioners  then 
proceeded  to  Provo,  fifty  miles  to  the  south,  whith- 

er Brigham  Young  and  the  great  body  of  the  in- 
habitants of  Salt  Lake  City  had  retired.  The  con- 

ferences were  altogether  amicable,  and  at  their  con- 
clusion a  public  meeting  was  held,  at  which  INIr. 

Powell  delivered  an  address,  in  which  he  congrat- 
ulated the  inhabitants  upon  their  submission  to  the 

laws,  and  promised  them  full  protection.  He  said 
that  while  the  President  would  exercise  his  right 
to  send  the  army  wherever  he  deemed  its  presence 
required,  it  was  not  his  purpose  that  it  should  be 
encamped  in  their  cities ;  and  if  Utah  should  re- 

main tranquil,  only  a  small  part  of  the  force  order- 
ed to  the  Territory  would  be  required  there.  Mili- 

tar}'  posts  would  be  established  to  protect  travel- 
ers from  Indian  depredations.  On  the  14th,  Gov- 

ernor Camming  issued  a  proclamation,  promising, 
in  the  name  of  the  President,  a  free  and  full  par- 

don for  all  treason  and  sedition  heretofore  commit- 
ted, and  for  all  criminal  offenses  associated  with, 

or  growing  out  of,  overt  acts  of  sedition  or  treason. 
In  the  mean  while  the  army  had  commenced  its 
march  from  Fort  Bridger  on  the  13th,  and  reached 
Salt  Lake  City  on  the  2Gth.  The  troops  passed 
through  the  streets,  and,  crossing  the  Jordon,  en- 

camped on  the  opposite  bank.  The  city  seemed 
almost  deserted  as  they  marched  through,  and  the 
few  inhabitants  who  were  visible  paid  little  appar- 

ent attention  to  the  march  of  the  troops.  On  the 
last  day  of  June,  Governor  Gumming,  accompa- 

nied by  Brigham  Young,  returned  from  Provo  to 
Salt  Lake  City,  and  subsequentl)'  the  Mormons  be- 

gan to  make  their  way  back  to  their  deserted  homes. 
Colonel  Johnston  has  been  absent  to  select  the  spot 
for  the  encampment  of  the  army.  Toward  the 
South  the  Indians  have  grown  somewhat  trouble- 
some. 

In  California  the  excitement  growing  out  of  the 
discovery  of  the  Frazer's  River  gold-fields  contin- 

ues to  increase.  Steamers  and  sailing  vessels  of  the 
largest  class  have  been  put  on  the  route  to  convey 
emigrants.  Fifteen  or  twenty  thousand  men  are 
reported  to  have  already  left  California  for  the  new 

Dorado.  The  reports  of  those  who  Jiavo  rsached 
the  region  arc  yet  far  froui  satisfactory.  The 
amount  of  gold  actually  received  is  very  small. 
The  difTiculties  in  reaching  the  diggings  an<l  in 
transporting  sup})lics  are  great,  and  it  is  doubtful 
whether  the  climate  and  the  naturo  of  the  rivers 
will  allow  the  digging  to  be  successfully  prose- 

cuted for  more  than  three  or  four  months  in  the 
year.  Hon.  Isaac  .1.  Stevens,  delegate  in  Congress 
from  Washington  Territory,  has  addressed  an  elab- 

orate letter  to  ]Mr.  Cass,  protesting  against  the 

proclamation  of  the  Governor  of  Vancouver's  Isl- 
and prohibiting  foreigners  to  enter  Frazer's  Kiver for  the  purpose  of  trade,  and  imposing  a  tax  upon 

miners.  He  argues  that  these  restrictions  are  il- 
legal, and  urges  that  our  Government  should  in- 

terpose with  the  British  authorities  for  the  remov- 
al of  these  restrictions  ;  should  demand  the  repay- 

ment of  all  sums  collected  by  way  of  miners'  tax  ; and  should  make  reclamation  for  the  value  of  all 
vessels  and  cargoes  confiscated  under  the  procla- 

mation of  the  Governor.  The  official  reports  of 
the  defeat  of  Colonel  Steptoe  by  the  Indians,  in 
Oregon,  have  been  received.  They  confirm  the 
previous  accounts,  with  the  exception  that  our  loss 
■was  greatl}'  exaggerated.  Seven  officers  and  sol- 

diers were  killed  and  eleven  wounded.  The  loss 
of  the  Indians  was  much  greater.  "The  war," 
writes  Colonel  Steptoe,  "  has  been  maturing  for 
some  time  ;  but  if  I  could  have  beaten  tlie  enemy 
at  the  start,  all  future  difTiculty  might  have  been 
prevented.  As  it  is,  I  fear  that  many  lives  will 
be  lost  before  a  satisfactory  adjustment  can  bo 
arrived  at.  The  savages  appear  to  have  been  ex- 

cited by  rumors  that  the  Government  intends  to 
take  possession  of  their  lands,  and  the  Act  of  the 
last  Congress  to  lay  out  a  military  road  from  Wal- 

la Walla  to  the  waters  of  the  Upper  Jlissouri  fully 

satisfied  them  of  the  truth  of  the  rumor."— Consid- erable reinforcements,  were  at  once  dispatciied  from 
California,  and  the  pacification  of  Utah  will  leave 

a  large  body  of  troops  disposable  for  service  in  Or- 
egon. The  Superintendent  of  Indian  Aftairs  in  Or- 

egon, hoAvever,  recommends  that  the  troops  should 
be  withdrawn  at  once.  He  says  that  the  number 
of  Indians  in  the  Territory  has  been  greatly  over- 

stated ;  that  their  hostility  arises  from  fear  of  be- 
ing driven  from  their  homes,  and  that  they  promi9« 

to  create  no  further  difiiculty  if  the  troops  are  Avith- 
drawn  and  their  rights  respected.  Our  true  policy, 
he  says,  is  to  send  a  peacemaker  to  them,  and  to 
redeem  the  promises  made  to  them  of  agricultural 
implements  and  other  presents. 

The  attempt  to  lay  the  Atlantic  Telegraph  cable 
has  again  miscarried.  As  noted  in  our  last  Record, 
the  vessels  sailed  from  Plymouth  on  the  10th  of 
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June,  the  cable  being  equall}'  divided  between  the 
Niagara  and  the  Agamemnon.  Three  days  after 
sailing  the  expedition  encountered  a  terrible  gale, 
which  continued  without  interruption  for  nine  days. 
The  ships  kept  together  for  seven  days  of  this 
Aveather,  when  they  were  obliged  to  part  company. 
They  rejoined  each  other  at  the  appointed  place  in 
mid-ocean  on  the  26th.  The  Niagara  had  rode  out 
the  gale  gallantly,  sustaining  little  damage.  The 
Agamemnon,  being  more  deeply  laden,  suffered  se- 
verel}',  and  was  for  some  time  in  imminent  peril 
of  going  to  the  bottom.  The  cable  was  spliced, 
but  before  five  miles  had  been  payed  out  it  parted 
on  board  the  Niagara.  The  ships  came  together 
again,  a  new  splice  was  made,  and  each  vessel  had 
payed  out  about  fort}'  miles,  when  the  communica- 

tion ceased.  It  was  supposed  on  each  vessel  that 
the  separation  had  taken  place  on  board  of  the  oth- 

er. But  when  the  rendezvous  was  reached  it  was 
found  that  the  fracture  had  taken  place  at  some 
distance  from  each  ship,  and  apparently  at  the  bot- 

tom of  the  ocean.  The  vessels  came  together,  and 
the  cable  was  once  more  joined.  It  was  decided 
that  if  the  cable  should  part  again  before  each  ves- 

sel had  gone  a  hundred  miles,  another  attempt 
should  be  made ;  but  if  this  distance  was  exceeded, 
they  should  return  at  once  to  Queenstown.  On 
the  evening  of  the  28th  the  third  attempt  was  be- 

gun. All  worked  well  on  board  the  Niagara  until 
9  o'clock  of  the  evening  of  the  29th,  Something 
more  than  a  hundred  miles  had  been  sailed,  and 
nearly  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles  of  cable  had 
been  given  out,  Avhen  the  communication  suddenly 
ceased,  and  it  became  evident  that  the  cable  had 
parted,  and,  as  was  inferred  from  scientific  tests, 
at  or  near  the  Agamemnon.  It  was  then  determined 
to  test  the  strength  of  the  cable.  It  Avas  blowing 
freshly,  and  the  immense  vessel  was  allowed  to 
swing  by  the  cable,  Avhich  endured  the  strain  more 
than  an  hour ;  then  a  heavy  pitch  of  the  sea  snapped 
it,  and  the  Niagara  bore  away  for  Queenstown, 
where  she  arrived  on  the  5th  of  July,  having  seen 
nothing  of  the  Agamemnon  and  her  consort.  No- 

thing was  heard  of  these  until  the  12th  of  Jul}', 
when  they  made  their  appearance  at  Queenstown. 
All  had  gone  on  well  for  more  than  twenty-four 
hours.  The  sea  was  perfectly  calm,  the  strain 
upon  the  cable,  as  indicated  by  the  dynamometer, 
being  about  2100  pounds,  only  one-third  of  what 
it  was  warranted  to  bear,  wdien  all  at  once,  with- 

out the  least  apparent  cause,  it  parted  close  by  the 
.stern  of  the  steamer.  As  the  distance  agreed  upon 
for  abandoning  the  expedition  had  been  exceeded 
only  by  a  few  miles,  it  was  determined  to  return 
to  the  place  of  rendezvous,  in  the  hope  of  encount- 

ering the  Niagara;  but  seeing  nothing  of  this  ves- 
sel, after  cruising  about  for  some  days,  the  Aga- 

memnon headed  for  Queenstown,  which  port  was 
reached  after  an  absence  of  thirty-three  days.  Al- 

together the  weather  had  been  most  unexpectedly 
unfavorable  for  the  accomplishment  of  the  expedi- 

tion. As  there  was  still,  notwithstanding  the  loss 
of  four  hundred  miles  of  cable,  a  considerable  sur- 

plus above  the  quantity  supposed  to  be  required, 
the  Directors  determined  to  make  another  trial  this 
year,  and  the  expedition  set  out  again  for  this  pur- 

pose on  the  18th  of  Julv. 
SOUTHERN  AMERICA. 

In  Mexico  the  Government  of  Zuloaga  seems  to 
be  near  its  termination,  if  indeed  it  is  not  already 
at  an  end.    In  consequence  of  the  imposition  of 
the  forced  loan  upon  foreigners,  our  Minister,  Mr. 

Forsyth,  suspended  diplomatic  relations  until  he 
could  receive  instructions  from  his  Government, 
but  decided  to  remain  in  the  country  in  order  to 
atTord  protection  to  American  citizens.  His  posi- 

tion was  sustained,  the  United  States  Attorney 
General  deciding  that,  while  it  was  admitted  that 
a  general  tax  might  lawfully  be  imposed  for  legiti- 

mate purposes,  and  according  to  usual  forms,  yet 
the  collection  of  money  in  the  proposed  loan  was 
in  effect  a  forced  contribution,  contrary  to  treaty 
stipulations.  The  Mexican  Government  abandon- 

ed the  plan,  and  received  some  additional  pecuniary 
aid  from  the  clergy.  In  the  mean  time  the  Con- 

stitutionalists made  head  in  various  parts  of  tlic 
country,  San  Luis  Potosi  fell  into  their  hands  on 
the  30th  of  June,  and  the  leaders  of  the  Constitu- 

tional forces  in  the  various  frontier  States  were 
preparing  to  concentrate  their  troops  and  march 
upon  the  capital.  The  Government  sustained  a 
very  decided  loss  in  the  death  of  General  Osollo, 
their  ablest  military  leader.  It  was  estimated  that 
the  present  Government  had  under  arms  about 
18,000  men,  in  all  parts  of  the  Eepublic,  while  the 
forces  of  the  Constitutionalists  numbered  about 
21,500. — A  severe  earthquake  took  place  in  the 
valley  of  Mexico  on  the  19th  of  June,  The  aque- 

ducts which  supply  the  capital  with  water  were 
seriously  injured,  and  much  damage  Avas  otherwise 
done.  The  total  loss  is  estimated  at  six  millions 
of  dollars,  and  some  fifty  persons  lost  their  lives. 

In  the  Republic  of  Dominica,  the  war  which  has 
been  Avaged  for  months  between  General  Santana 
and  President  Baez  has  been  brought  to  a  close  by 
the  abdication  of  the  latter  on  the  12th  of  June. 
An  election  Avas  subsequently  held,  and  Don  Joso 
Valverde  Avas  chosen  President. 

From  Central  America  the  only  intelligence  of 
special  interest  relates  to  the  contest  for  the  Tran- 

sit Poute,  M.  Belly's  French  scheme,  noted  in  our 
last  Eecord,  appears  to  amount  to  nothing.  The 
Nicaraguan  Government  has  sent  Seilor  Maximo 
Jerez  as  Minister  to  the  United  States.  He  brings 
with  him  the  Cass-Yrissari  treaty  (noted  in  our 
Record  for  June,  Avhere  its  ratification  Avas  prema- 

turely announced),  ratified  by  the  Nicaraguan  Goa- 
ernment,  Avith  certain  alterations,  relating  mainly 
to  the  landing  of  United  States  troops  upon  the 
Isthmus,  and  the  protection  of  the  Transit  Route 
by  an  armed  force. 

In  Venezuela,  General  Castro,  the  leader  of  the 
movement  by  which  Monagas  Avas  overthroAvn, 
has  been  chosen  President  pro  tern.  He  received 
sixty  votes  in  the  Council  against  fifty  cast  for 
General  Paez,  who  had  not  yet  returned  to  the 
country  from  his  exile. GREAT  BRITAIN. 

The  Bill  providing  for  the  admission  of  Jews  to 
Parliament  has  passed  the  House  of  Lords,  It 
gives  the  House  of  Commons  the  poAver  of  omit- 

ting, by  resolution,  the  Avords  "  on  the  true  faith  of 
a  Christian"  in  the  oath  administered  to  members. 
—The  India  Bill  Avas  sloAvly  advancing  through 
Parliament. — The  discovery  of  gold  on  Frazer's 
River  has  attracted  general  attention  to  that  por- 

tion of  British  America.  In  reply  to  a  letter  from 
Governor  Douglas,  of  Vancouver's  Island,  recount- ing the  measures  which  he  had  taken,  Sir  E,  B. 
Lytton,  the  Foreign  Secretary,  says  that  Govern- 

ment approA'ed  of  the  course  Avhich  he  had  taken 
in  asserting  the  right  of  the  Crown  to  the  sovereign- 

ty of  the  territory,  and  its  claim  to  the  gold  found 
there.    He  is  also  commended  for  Avaiting  for  fur- 
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ther  instructions  before  scndinj;  a  military  force  to 
compel  the  taking  out  of  gold  licenses.  It  is,  says 
the  Secretary-,  no  part  of  the  policy  of  (Jovernment 
to  exclude  Americans  and  other  foreigners  from  the 
gold-lields.  On  the  contrary,  no  obstacle  is  to  be 
interposed  to  them,  so  long  as  they  submit  to  the 
recognition  of  the  royal  authority,  and  conform  to 
such  rules  of  police  as  may  be  established.  The 
right  to  navigate  Frazer's  River  is  a  separate  ques- 

tion, -which  Government  must  reserve.  A  bill  was 
introduced  into  Parliament,  and  promptly  passed, 
erecting  a  portion  of  the  Pacific  dominions  of  Great 
Britain  into  a  colony,  under  the  name  of  New  Cal- 

edonia. The  Governor  is  to  have  the  power  of 
making  laws  to  govern  the  colony  for  five  years, 
after  which  a  Legislative  Assembly  is  to  bo  con- 

vened. Vancouver's  Island  is  not  at  present  to 
be  annexed  to  the  colony ;  but  provisions  are  made 
for  doing  so  at  a  future  time.  Tlie  subject  of  the 
renewal  of  the  charter  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Compa- 

ny was  brought  forward  by  IMr.  Roebuck,  who  in- 
troduced resolutions  against  the  renewal,  and  pro- 

viding that  so  much  of  the  territory  hitherto  held 
by  this  Company  as  was  now  needed  fur  coloniza- 

tion should  be  resumed  at  once  by  the  Govern- 
ment. In  the  course  of  his  speech  Mr.  Roebuck 

said  that,  unless  some  counterpoise  was  established, 
the  United  States  would  overshadow  not  only  En- 

gland but  the  whole  earth.  He  argued  that  this 
was  to  be  done  by  building  up  in  British  America 
lines  of  settlements  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pa- 

cific. Plans  had  been  laid  before  the  Government 
for  carrying  a  raihvay  directly  across  the  entire 
continent.  The  accomplishment  of  such  a  scheme 
would  unite  England  with  Vancouver's  Island  and 
with  China,  and  Avould  widely  extend  the  civili- 

zation of  England,  which  he  would  boldly  assert 
to  be  superior  to  that  of  America,  because  the 
English  were  a  free  people  uncontaminated  with 
slavery.  Upon  the  grounds  of  public  policy  he 
urged  the  abrogation  of  the  privileges  of  the  Hud- 

son's Bay  Company,  which  was  simply  a  fur-hunt- 
ing company,  and  as  such  necessarily  opposed  to 

colonization.  Very  similar  ground  was  taken  by 
the  Ministers.  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton  said 
that  "  already  in  the  large  territory  which  extends 
west  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  from  the  American 
frontier  up  to  the  skirts  of  the  Russian  domains, 
we  are  laying  the  foundations  of  what  may  become 
hereafter  a  magnificent  abode  for  the  human  race ; 
and  now  eastward  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  we  are 
invited  to  see,  in  the  settlement  of  the  Red  River, 
the  nucleus  of  a  new  colony,  a  rampart  against 
any  hostile  inroad  from  the  American  frontier, 
and  an  essential  arch,  as  it  Avere,  in  that  great 
viaduct  by  which  we  hope  one  day  to  connect  the 
harbors  of  Vancouver  with  the  Gulf  of  St.  Law- 

rence." The  Ministers,  however,  urged  the  with- drawal of  the  resolutions  of  Mr.  Roebuck  on  the 
ground  of  certain  negotiations  now  pending  with 
Canada  in  respect  to  the  territory  in  question,  and 
the  necessity  of  ascertaining  the  precise  legal  rights 
of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company.  Mr.  Roebuck  as- 

sented, and  the  resolutions  were  withdrawn.  
The  filthy  condition  of  the  Thames  is  a  prominent 
subject  of  discussion.  The  foul  odors  arising  from 
it  render  the  new  Houses  of  Parliament  almost 
uninhabitable.  A  bill  has  been  introduced  provid- 

ing for  the  purification  of  the  river  and  the  drain- 
ing of  London  at  an  estimated  cost  of  $15,000,000, 

to  be  borne  by  Government.  The  name  of  the 
Leviathan  steamer  has  been  changed  back  to  the 

(t'rcjt  Enrtevn.  The  company  to  which  it  belongs 
have  exjjcndod  all  their  money,  and  arc  unable  lo 
fit  the  vessel  out  for  sea.  An  unsuccessful  appli- 
cation  had  been  mado  to  Government  for  a.ssistancc. 
An  outlay  of  *:}OU,OuO  would  enable  the  fompany 
to  send  tlie  ship  to  8ea,  without  the  saloon  and 
other  accommodations  fur  passengers,  but  the  di- 

rectors could  not  raise  this  witliout  the  aid  of  th" 
shareholders.  A  project  has  been  broaclied  for 
using  the  vessel  in  laying  the  Atlantic  Telegraph 
cable. 

A  ministerial  crisis  has  just  haj)penod  in  Cana- 
da. ^\'hen  the  two  provinces  were  united  in  1810, 

Kingston  was  selected  as  the  capital.  The  place 
was  found  to  be  inconvenient,  and  four  years  after 
the  seat  of  Government  was  removed  to  Montreal. 
In  1819  the  Parliamentary  liuildings  were  burned 
down  I)y  a  mob,  and  the  Legislature  made  Toron- 

to and  Quebec  the  capitals  for  alternate  periods  of 
four  years.  This  having  been  found  inconvenient, 
the  Legislature  last  year  petitioned  the  (^ueen  to 
select  a  place  for  the  seat  of  Government.  Her 
Majesty  named  Ottawa.  The  Legislature  voted, 
by  a  small  majority,  that  the  place  selected  by  the 
Queen  was  not  a  suitable  one.  The  Ministers  con- 

sidered this  vote  an  act  of  disrespect  to  the  Queen, 
and  resigned  their  ofiices.  Mr.  Brown,  the  leader 
of  the  Opposition,  was  then  requested  to  form  a 
new  ilinistry. 

FRANC  n. 
The  Conference  of  the  Plenipotentiaries  of  the 

Great  Powers  is  in  session  at  Paris.  The  aftairs 
of  Turkey,  and  particularly  the  settlement  of  the 
Constitution  of  the  Principalities  of  Moldavia  and 
Wallachia,  are  the  principal  subjects  before  the 
body.  The  great  naval  arsenals,  magazines. 
and  docks  at  Cherbourg  were  to  be  inaugurated 
early  in  August.  Notwithstanding  the  animad- 

versions of  the  English  press,  which  represents  the 
establishmont  of  these  works  as  a  direct  menace 
against  Great  Britain,  and  taken  in  connection 
Avith  the  constant  increase  of  the  Frencli  navy,  as 
a  proof  of  ultimate  hostile  designs  on  the  part  of 
the  Emperor,  Queen  Victoria  has  accepted  an  in- 

vitation to  be  present  upon  the  occasion.  The 
French  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs  has  published  a 
manifesto  in  relation  to  the  question  of  privateer- 

ing. Thirty-seven  Powers  have  given  in  their  ad- 
hesion to  the  principles  proposed  by  the  Paris  Con- 

ference last  year.  Spain  and  ̂ lexico  have  agreed 
only  in  part.  The  United  States  only  have  de- 

clined to  accept  the  propositions. 
THE  EAST. 

The  recent  intelligence  from  India  is  not  such  as 
to  warrant  the  expectation  of  a  speedy  termination 
of  the  war.  AVherever  the  insurgents  are  met  in 
the  open  field  they  are  defeated  ;  but  they  disperse 
only  to  reassemble  at  some  other  poi:'t,  and  the British  forces  are  too  few  in  number  to  occupy  the 
countr}-.  Thus  at  Calpee,  where  a  desperate  stand 
was  anticipated.  Sir  Hugh  Rose  routed  the  rebels 
Avith  little  difficulty  ;  and  it  Avas  supposed  that  they 
Avere  effectually  dispersed.  But  lie  Avas  surprised 
by  the  announcement  that  they  had  reassembled 
near  GAA^alior,  attacked  the  troops  of  Maharajah 
Scindia,  one  of  the  allies  of  the  English,  defeated 
them,  and  taken  possession  of  the  strong  fort  of 
GAvalior.  A  considerable  portion  of  Scindia's  forces 
joined  the  enemy  in  the  midst  of  the  action.  This 
defection  is  of  special  importance,  as  shoAving  that 
the  native  troops  are  by  no  means  to  be  relied 
upon.    The  English  forces  Averc  soon  concentrated 
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at  Gwalior,  and  the  fortress  was  retaken.  Mean- 
while the  hot  weather  had  come  on,  producing 

much  sickness  in  the  European  army,  while  the 
natives  suffer  little  in  consequence  of  it. 

From  China  we  learn  that  the  English.  French, 
and  Russian  fleets  had  proceeded  northward  to  the 
Pei-ho  River.  The  demands  of  the  Plenipotentia- 

ries not  having  been  complied  with,  the  fort  at  the 
mouth  of  the  river,  mounting  138  guns,  was  attack- 

ed on  the  20th  of  May  by  the  English  and  French 
gun-boats,  and  taken  with  little  difficulty.  Two 
days  after,  the  forces  commenced  the  ascent  of  the 
river.  Six  thousand  French  troops,  originally 
destined  for  Cochin  China,  were  on  the  way  to  the 
seat  of  hostilities.  The  American  frigates,  Missis- 

sippi and  Minnesota,  with  our  Commissioner,  Mr. 
Reed,  were  at  the  Pei-ho,  but  neither  they  nor  the 
Russians  appear  to  have  taken  any  part  in  the  ac- 

tion. At  Canton  an  ineffectual  attempt  was  made 
on  the  2d  of  June  to  rout  the  Chinese  "braves" 
gathered  on  the  hills  near  the  city. 

On  the  15th  of  June  the  Mohammedans  of  Jed- 
dah,  the  port  on  the  Red  Sea  nearest  to  Mecca, 
suddenly  rose  upon  the  Christian  inhabitants.  The 
English  Consulate  was  first  attacked  and  plundered. 
Mr.  Page,  the  English  Consul,  and  his  wife,  were 
killed  ;  then  the  mob  rushed  to  the  French  Con- 

sulate, and  in  spite  of  the  efforts  of  the  Turkish 

Governor,  killed  Mr.  Eveillard,  the  Consul,  and  his 
wife.  Their  daughter,  a  girl  of  twenty,  with  her 
own  hand  killed  the  murderer  of  her  father,  and 
afterward,  though  severely  wounded,  saved  the 
life  of  a  member  of  the  consulate.  More  than 
forty  Christians  lost  their  lives  in  this  outbreak. 
The  Sultan,  upon  the  reception  of  the  tidings  of 
this  outrage,  dispatched  a  force  of  2000  men  to 
Jeddah  for  the  purpose  of  punishing  the  criminals. 

 The  insurrection  against  the  Turkish  Govern- 
ment, which  has  for  some  time  existed  in  the  Her- 

zegovina^ has  been  composed,  mainly  by  the  inter- 
position of  the  foreign  Consuls.  The  leaders  of  the 

insurgents  set  forth  their  complaints  against  the 
Turkish  authorities,  but  were  told  by  the  Consuls 
that  in  order  to  receive  the  interposition  of  the 
European  Powers  they  must  first  submit  to  the 
Government  of  the  Sultan.  They  said  that  they 
had  been  so  often  deceived  by  the  Turks  that  they 
Avould  not  trust  them.  They  were  finally  induced 
to  send  in  their  submission,  and  the  commander  of 
the  Turkish  forces  had  received  orders  to  withdraw 
his  troops.  In  Bosnia  the  Christians,  who  had  been 
disarmed  by  Omar  Pasha,  resisted  with  their  im- 

plements of  agriculture,  but  were  defeated.  Six 
thousand  Bosnian  Christian  peasants  had  sought 
refuge  in  the  Austrian  territory,  in  consequence  of 
the  excesses  committed  by  the  Turkish  soldiers. 

llttranj  iMiin. 
The  Life  oj  Thomas  Jefferson^  Vol.  HL,  by 

Henky  S.  Randall,  LL.D.  (Published  by  Der- 
\iy  and  Jackson.)  In  the  closing -volume  of  the 
biography  of  -^Ir.  Jefferson,  which  is  now  issued, 
we  have  a  full  portraiture  of  his  life  after  retiring 
from  his  public  career,  presenting  the  venerable 
patriarch  of  Virginia  amidst  the  shades  of  Monti- 
cello,  surrounded  by  a  devoted  family  circle,  and 
troops  of  friends,  who  came  from  far  and  near  to 
listen  to  his  colloquial  wisdom  and  to  pay  homage 
to  the  sage  in  his  declining  days. 

At  the  close  of  his  presidential  term,  in  1809, 
Mr.  Jefferson  was  sixty-six  years  of  age.  Upon 
returning  to  Monticello,  he  found  his  affairs  in  con- 

fusion. His  estates  had  suffered  by  his  protracted 
absence.  The  want  of  the  master's  eye,  and  the 
indulgent  treatment  to  which  his  slaves  were  ac- 

customed, had  brought  his  plantations  into  a  state 
of  disorder.  The  spring  was  cold  and  backward. 
Few  signs  of  vegetation  were  yet  visible,  even  in 
that  early  climate.  Mr.  Jefferson  succeeded  in 
planting  only  a  limited  breadth,  and  there  Avas  but 
a  faint  promise  of  harvest  returns.  He  was  thus 
compelled  to  take  an  active  part  in  the  agricultural 
administration.  It  was  his  habit  to  rise  early,  de- 

voting the  prime  of  the  morning  to  his  extensive 
correspondence,  and  from  breakfast  to  dinner  going 
the  rounds  of  his  shops  and  gardens,  or  on  horse- 

back among  his  farms.  It  was  not  until  the  din- 
ner hour  that  he  permitted  himself  to  indulge  in 

the  society  of  his  friends,  which  was  to  him  always 
a  delightful  recreation,  and  in  which  he  exercised 
such  varied  fascinations.  From  that  time  till  dark 
ho  enjoyed  the  company  of  his  guests,  chatted  with 
the  neighboring  planters  who  frequented  his  house, 
and  made  himself  the  centre  of  a  charmed  circle. 
Between  candle-light  and  early  bedtime  he  was  al- 

ways with  his  books.  His  conversation  took  a 
wide  range.    On  a  great  diversity  of  topics  he  v/as 

equally  at  home.  He  talked  with  his  neighbors 
of  plows  and  harrows,  of  seeding  and  harvesting, 
spiced  with  an  occasional  discourse  of  politics  ;  to 
his  gay  and  fashionable  guests  he  made  himself 
agreeable  by  his  profusion  of  reminiscence  and  an- 

ecdote ;  and  the  ambitious  young  men  who  sought 
the  presence  of  the  philosophic  Nestor,  hung  eager- 

ly on  his  lips  as  he  expounded  the  principles  of  gov- 
ernment, and  counseled  them  to  cherish  a  supreme 

interest  in  the  freedom  and  happiness  of  man. 
His  property,  which  had  greatly  suffered  from 

the  embarrassments  of  the  Revolution,  now  con- 
sisted of  about  ten  thousand  acres  of  land  and  one 

hundred  and  fifty  slaves.  Under  ordinary  circum- 
stances, this  would  have  made  him  independent. 

But  from  various  causes  he  had  been  obliged  to 
burden  it  with  heav}-  responsibilities.  His  public 
offices  had  been  sources  of  expense.  "While  a  mem- ber of  the  Virginia  Assembly,  a  member  of  Con- 

gress, and  the  Governor  of  Virginia,  his  salaries 
were  unequal  to  the  demands  upon  his  purse. 
While  in  France,  as  well  as  during  his  Presiden- 

cy, his  disbursements  were  more  than  his  income. 
He  thus  left  office  owing  iB20,000.  The  financial 
revulsions  that  rapidly  succeeded  increased  the 
burden  of  debt,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  the  pe- 

cuniary difficulties  that  embittered  his  latter  days. 
He  was  never  an  improvident  man.  He  had  re- 

markable habits  of  order  and  economy,  Avas  regu- 
lar in  keeping  his  accounts,  knew  the  value  of 

money,  and  was  b}'  no  means  disposed  to  waste  it. 
lie  was  simple  in  his  tastes,  and  spent  little  on 
himself ;  nor  was  he  disposed  to  risk  his  property 
in  visionary  and  fantastic  experiments.  But  his 
generous  hospitality,  of  which  a  host  of  visitors 
availed  themselves  Avithout  stint,  made  excessive 
demands  upon  his  means.  His  guests  crowded  in 
upon  him  from  every  country,  at  all  times,  and 
with  no  regard  to  his  convenience.    Every  day, 
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for  about  eight  months  in  the  year,  brought  a  sup- 
ply of  fresh  recruits.  People  of  fashion,  men  in 

office,  military  and  political  characters,  lawyers, 
doctors,  judges,  Trotestant  clergymen.  Catholic 
priests,  members  of  Congress,  foreign  missionaries, 
ministers,  Indian  agents,  tourists,  travelers,  art- 

ists, strangers,  friends,  alike  served  to  swell  the 
mighty  host.  Some  came  from  affection  and  re- 

spect ;  some  from  curiosity ;  some  to  give  or  re- 
ceive advice  or  instruction ;  some  from  idleness, 

and  some  from  example.  With  this  swarm  of  well- 
bred  guests,  came  also  an  influx  of  impertinent 
gazers,  Avho  wished  to  say  that  they  had  seen  the 
great  Democratic  leader.  Groups  of  utter  stran- 

gers, of  both  sexes,  would  plant  themselves  in  the 
passage  between  his  study  and  dining-room,  con- 

sulting their  watches,  and  waiting  to  look  at  him 
as  he  passed  out  to  dinner.  A  woman  once  punch- 

ed through  a  window-pane  with  her  parasol,  in  or- 
der to  get  a  better  view  of  the  hero  of  her  fancy. 

He  was  waylaid  in  his  rides  and  walks.  When 
sitting  in  his  portico  in  the  cool  of  the  evening, 
parties  of  men  and  women  would  sometimes  ap- 

proach within  a  dozen  yards,  and  gaze  at  him 
point-blank,  as  they  would  have  gazed  on  a  lion 
in  a  menagerie. 

The  number  of  guests  who  came  to  stay  over 
night  was  sometimes  not  less  than  fifty.  With 
thirt3'-seven  house  servants,  and  the  members  of 
his  own  family,  the  whole  produce  of  Monticcllo 
Avas  not  sufficient  to  furnish  food  for  so  many 
mouths.  Not  only  was  every  thing  raised  at  Mon- 
ticello  consumed  by  the  host  of  visitors,  but  it  was 
necessary  to  make  frequent  drafts  on  his  estate  at 
Bedford.  Nor  were  the  products  of  his  own  farms 
alone  adequate  to  the  perpetual  drain.  The  deli- 

cious Virginia  ham,  on  its  bed  of  greens,  engirdled 
by  its  rim  of  eggs,  in  the  Old  Dominion  fashion, 
with  a  slice  of  chicken  or  turkey,  whicli  was  am- 

ple fare  for  the  table  of  a  plain  country  gentle- 
man, would  not  answer  for  the  fashionable  epicures 

that  frequented  the  halls  of  Monticello.  Thus  ev- 
ery thing  went  rapidly  to  rack  and  ruin.  There 

W'ere  occasional  gleams  of  good  fortune,  but  the 
general  exhaustion  and 'loss  were  inevitable,  un- 

less Mr.  Jefferson  chose  to  change  the  social  cus- 
toms of  his  life.  Without  prodigality  or  improvi- 

dence, without  embarking  a  dollar  in  speculation, 
he  was  reduced  to  comparative  poverty.  The  bulk 
of  his  property  was  literally  eaten  up  b}'  his  coun- 

trymen. But  there  would  have  been  slill  enough 
to  carr}'  him  comfortably  to  the  end,  had  he  not 
lost  a  large  sum  of  money  by  indorsing  for  a  friend. 

But  let  us  take  a  look  at  the  interior,  which 
concentrated  so  many  fascinations.  The  house 
stood  on  the  very  summit  of  the  eminence  which 
gave  its  name  to  the  estate.  It  was  a  long  bri<;k 
structure  of  a  lofty  balustraded  story,  the  central 
portion  surmounted  by  a  fine  dome.  Spacious  por- 

ticos and  piazzas  surrounded  the  house  on  all  sides. 
The  central  room  was  a  large  square  hall,  into 
which  the  visitor  first  entered.  On  the  right  were 
horns  of  the  moose,  elk,  and  different  varieties  of 
the  American  deer.  Their  antlers  were  hung  with 
Indian  and  Mexican  antiquities,  articles  of  costume, 
war-clubs,  shields,  spears,  bows,  quivers  of  arrows, 
and  other  specimens  of  aboriginal  art.  On  the 
left  were  bones  of  the  mastodon,  and  other  fossil 
remains  from  Ohio,  and  numerous  specimens  of  min- 

erals and  other  natural  curiosities.  The  busts  of 
Jefferson  and  Hamilton  stood  on  massive  pedestals, 
on  each  side  of  the  main  entrance.   The  hall  open- 

ed by  folding  glass  doors  (/ii  Lh  .'  •ira'.ving-nxim  in 
the  rear.  This  apartment  was  neatly  furnished, 
and  had  a  floor  of  parquetry.  A  harpsichord  stood 
in  one  corner  ;  the  walls  were  hung  with  fine  por- 

traits of  ("oluml)Us,  Amoricus  Vcspucius,  Andrea 
Doria,  Kakigli,  Cortes,  Bacon,  Newton,  and  Locke, 
Waslungton,  .John  Adams,  ̂ ladison,  and  Monroe. 
On  each  side  of  the  door  opening  on  the  portico, 
were  busts  of  the  emperors  Alexander  and  Napo- 

leon. The  dining-room  and  tea-room  were  adorned 
with  busts  of  Washington,  Franklin,  Voltaire,  La- 

fayette, and  Paul  Jones.  The  library  extended 
through  the  depth  of  the  house,  opening  into  the conservatory. 

With  these  appropriate  surroundings,  the  last 
3'eftrs  of  Mr.  Jeflerson  passed  serenely  on,  present- 

ing a  beautiful  spectacle  of  hale  and  sympathizing 
old  ago.  There  was  nothing  to  disturb  the  peace 
of  his  declining  days  but  the  pecuniary  lopses, 
which  came  through  no  fault  of  his  own,  and  which 
he  bore  with  philosophical  composure.  lie  retain- 

ed his  love  of  books  to  the  last.  The  favorites  of 
his  mature  years  were  his  choice  in  the  evening 
hour.  The  I5ible,  ̂ Eschylus,  Sophocles,  Euripides, 
were  his  last  reading.  The  approach  of  the  fatal 
moment  was  very  gradual.  His  deportment  to 
his  familj'  was  marked  by  the  \itmost  gentleness 
and  consideration.  He  evidently  made  an  attempt 
to  keep  up  their  spirits,  lie  conversed  with  his 
wonted  vigor  and  animation.  There  was  no  sign 
of  speedy  death  but  the  infant-like  delality  of  his 
frame.  But  he  never  separated  from  his  family 
for  the  night  without  showing,  by  the  fervor  of  his 
parting  kiss,  that  he  felt  the  tarewell  might  be  a 
final  one.  He  declined  allowing  any  member  of 
his  family  to  remain  with  him  during  the  night, 
until  ver\'  near  his  death.  To  the  last  he  declined 
the  attendance  of  any  of  its  female  meml;ers  ;  iior 
was  he  aware  that  the  librar\  -door  was  left  ajar  to 
enable  them  to  steal  silently  through  the  dai'kness 
to  hover  about  his  bed.  Ho  even  required  the 
servants  that  watched  with  him  to  have  their  pal- 

lets in  his  room,  so  they  could  sleep  most  of  the 
night.  About  the  middle  of  June  he  expressed  the 
opinion  that  his  time  was  at  hand.  Failing,  by 
quite  i)erceptible  degrees,  till  July  o,  his  slumbers 
Avere  evidentl}-  those  of  approaching  dissolution. 
He  slept  until  evening,  Avhen  he  awoke,  and  seem- 

ed to  imagine  that  it  Avas  morning,  remarking  that 
he  had  slept  all  night  Avithout  being  disturbed. 
"  This  is  the  Fourth  of  July."  He  fell  asleep  again  : 
and  on  being  aroused  at  nine  to  take  his  medicine, 
he  replied,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice,  "  No,  Doctor, 
nothing  more."  His  slumbers  Avere  disturbed  and 
uneasy,  the  usual  opiate  having  been  omitted.  He 
sat  up  in  his  sleep,  and  Avcnt  through  all  the  forms 
of  Avriting— spoke  of  the  Committee  of  Safety,  say- 

ing it  ought  to  bo  Avarned,  As  tA\'el\-e  o  clock  ap- 
proached the  family  anxiously  noted  the  minute- 

hand  of  the  Avatch,  Avith  the  hope  that  his  death 
AA'ould  not  take  place  before  the  morning  of  the 
great  anniversary.  Their  Avishes  Avere  fully  grati- 

fied. At  four  in  the  morning  he  called  his  serv- 
ants, Avith  a  loud  and  clear  voice,  perfectly  con- 

scious of  his  Avants.  This  Avas  the  last  time  ho 
spoke.  At  ten  he  fixed  his  eye  intently  on  a  friend, 
Avho  stood  beside  his  bed,  signifying  his  Avish  that 
his  head  should  be  raised  to  a  more  elevated  posi- 

tion. About  eleven,  again  fixing  his  eye  on  the 
friend  just  alluded  to,  he  applied  his  lips  to  the 
Avet  sponge  Avhich  Avas  presented  Avith  evident  rel- 

ish.   This  AA'as  the  last  sign  of  consciousness,  and 
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at  about  fifteen  minutes  before  one  he  ceased  to 
breathe. 

]\Ir.  Jefferson,  as  portrayed  in  these  pages,  was 
a  man  rareh'  endowed  in  intellect,  temper,  and 
moral  disposition.  He  scarcely  possessed  what  is 
called  genius,  of  which  a  creative  imagination  is 
an  essential  attribute,  but  he  was  certainly  an  orig- 

inal thinker,  with  a  love  of  bold,  perhaps  rash 
pp'jculation,  a  keen  insight  into  general  principles, 
and  no  ordinar}-  acuteness  in  their  application,  a 
native  love  of  the  beautiful,  a  refined  taste  in  lit- 

erature and  art,  an  unrivaled  sagacity  in  thread- 
ing the  labyrinth  of  politics,  and  though  an  earnest 

and  vigorous  partisan,  free  from  malignity  or  base- 
ness in  his  relations  with  opponents.  "Without claiming  profound  erudition,  in  the  modern  sense 

of  that  term,  he  was  a  person  of  great  and  various 
learning — his  stores  of  knowledge  were  not  only 
extensive  but  accurate  and  well-arranged — for  his 
time  and  position,  indeed,  his  attainments  may  al- 

most be  deemed  wonderful.  His  genial  and  sunny 
disposition  was  a  perpetual  joy  to  his  household. 
A  much  larger  circle  was  under  the  charm  of  his 
benign  and  tempered  wisdom,  whose  treasures  were 
lavishly  poured  forth  in  conversation  with  his 
friends  and  visitors.  Few  men  have  been  so  free 
from  the  defects  which  mar  the  brightness  of  social 
intercourse  ;  he  had  no  narrowness  of  view,  no  pet- 

ty egotism,  no  restless  vanity,  no  deceitful  profes- 
sion; but  was  always  frank  and  transparent,  tole- 

rant of  diflerent  opinions,  generous  to  an  intellect- 
ual adversary,  earnest  in  his  convictions,  and  al- 

ways expressing  them  with  simplicity  and  candor. 
He  was  hated  only  by  these  who  knew  him  not; 
most  loved  by  those  who  were  deepest  in  his  con- 

fidence. The  portraiture  drawn  of  his  private  char- 
acter by  Mr.  Randall  is  certainly  high  colored,  but 

is  sustained  by  too  many  facts  to  permit  us  to  doubt 
its  likeness.  After  the  heats  of  party  have  sub- 

sided forever,  Mr.  Jefferson  will  be  cherished  in 
the  memory  of  his  countrymen  as  a  patriot  of  the 
most  sincere  intentions,  a  disinterested  and  honest 
statesman,  a  scholar,  whose  acquisitions  might  be 
envied  by  the  most  assiduous  votary  of  learning, 
and  a  man  who  commanded  love  and  veneration 
in  proportion  to  the  intimacy  with  which  he  was 
known. 
Wells's  Natural  Philosophy,  for  the  Use  of 

Schools,  Academies,  and  Private  Students. 
This  is  a  duodecimo  volume  of  450  pages,  pro- 

fessing to  exhibit  the  latest  results  of  scientific  dis- 
covery and  research.  This  book  contains  a  large 

amount  of  useful  information,  and  it  is  presented 
in  quite  a  readable  form  ;  while  its  mechanical  ex- 

ecution is  neat  and  attractive.  The  work  has  un- 
questionably considerable  merit;  but  if  designed 

as  a  text-book  for  the  instruction  of  students  in 
Natural  Philosophy,  its  defects  are  serious  and 
fundamental.  The  book  is  sadly  deficient  in  sys- 

tem ;  the  style  is  loose  and  prolix ;  and  the  vol- 
ume is  disfigured  by  errors  of  the  gravest  kind. 

During  a  hasty  perusal  we  have  marked  over  a 
hundred  errors,  few  of  which  can  be  charged  to  the 
carelessness  of  the  printer.  "We  have  not  room  for a  complete  list  of  these  errors  ;  but  we  will  present 
a  few  as  a  sample. 

On  page  61  we  are  informed  that  "a  pendulum 
81  feet  long  will  vibrate  once  in  nine  seconds." 
We  recommend  to  the  author  to  try  the  experi- 
ment. 

On  page  84  he  says,  "  if  the  earth  revolved  17 
times  faster  than  it  now  does,  all  bodies  on  the 

earth's  surface  would  be  deprived  of  weight."  It 
seems  necessary  to  inform  the  author  that  this  con- 

clusion is  only  true  of  bodies  situated  on  the  equator. 
On  page  115  he  says,  "a  beam  will  sustain  the 

greatest  application  of  force  when  compressed  in  the 
direction  of  its  length,"  But  his  own  table,  on 
page  116,  shows  that  the  force  required  to  crush  a 
wooden  beam  is  far  less  than  the  force  required  to 

pull  it  asunder. 
On  page  144  he  informs  us  that  "glass  repels 

mercury,"  We  will  condescend  to  inform  him 
that  glass  attracts  mercury,  and  the  attraction  of 
glass  for  mercury  is  far  stronger  than  its  attraction 
for  water. 

On  page  196  he  says,  "if  we  reduce  the  length 
of  a  musical  string  one-third,  it  will  yield  a  note 
two  octaves  higher,"  If  Mr,  Wells  is  a  musician, 
we  will  recommend  to  him  to  test  this  principle  by 
experiment. 

On  page  286  he  says,  "the  mass  of  air  in  a  hur- ricane is  driven  outicard  from  the  centre  toward  the 
margin."  We  challenge  Mr.  Wells  to  name  a  sin- 

gle example  of  the  kind  here  described. 
On  page  309  he  says,  "  the  general  effect  of  con- 

cave mirrors  is  to  produce  an  image  larger  than  the 
object.''^  Probably  j\lr.  Wells  intended  that  we 
should  apply  this  remark  to  the  reflecting  tele- 
scope. 

On  page  321  the  author  gives  a  definition  of 
'•^the  optical  centre  of  a  leris,^^  but  his  definition  is 
totally  erroneous. 

On  page  324  he  says,  "  the  magnifying  power  of 
lenses  is  not,  as  is  often  popularly  supposed,  due  to 
the  peculiar  nature  of  the  glass  of  which  they  are 
made,  but  to  the  figure  of  their  surfaces,"  Mr, 
Wells,  in  his  Preface,  disclaims  any  pretensions  to 
originality ;  but  he  here  condescends  to  correct  an 
error  into  which  ever}'  scientific  optician  has  fallen. 

At  the  bottom  of  page  327  he  administers  a  dig- 
nified rebuke  to  Sir  Isaac  Newton, 

,     On  page  329  he  treats  of  "  spherical  aberration," 
i  but  unfortunately  confounds  two  principles  totally 
I  distinct  from  each  other. 
I  On  page  331  he  defines  "  complementary  colors, " 1  but  his  definition  is  absurd  in  theory  as  well  as 
]  false  in  fact. 
I  On  page  335  he  says,  "  the  circular  form  of  the rainbow  is  in  consequence  of  the  sun  being  a  light- 
!  producing  disc,  ancl  not  a  luminous  point."  Mr. Wells  has  here  reached  the  climax  of  absurdity. 

On  page  367  he  informs  us  that,  "by  the  aid  of 
the  Rosse  telescope,  the  nebula;  have  been  discov- 

ered to  be  suns  with  planets  moving  round  them." Will  Mr.  Wells  inform  us  in  xchat  booh  the  account 
of  these  observations  has  been  published? 

The  description  of  the  phenomena  of  terrestrial 
magnetism,  on  pages  426,  427,  and  428,  is  miser- 

ably defective  and  inaccurate. 
On  page  428  we  are  told  that,  "for  all  the  ordi- 

nary purposes  of  the  wanderer  upon  the  ocean,  the 
magnetic  needle  may  be  considered  as  free  from 
error.'"    If  a  navigator  should  sail  from  New  York 

.  for  Liverpool,  and  rely  upon  his  compass  needle  as 
pointing  exactly  north  and  south,  will  Mr.  Wells 

i  inform  us  -what  port  he  would  probably  reach  ? 
We  think  we  have  quoted  sufficiently  to  show 

I  that  Mr.  Wells's  book  is  altogether  an  unsuitable one  to  put  into  the  hands  of  students  from  which 
j  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  the  principles  of  Natural 
I  Philosophy.    The  errors  which  we  have  pointed 
I  out,  particularly  in  Optics,  are  not  trivial,  but 
I  glaring  and  fundamental. 
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THE  FAMILY  NEWSPAPER.— The  pro^ness 
of  society  constantly  tends  to  increase  the  dis- 

tinctness and  independence  of  the  family,  consid- 
ered in  the  light  of  a  domestic  organization.  As 

men  are  better  governed,  as  trade  and  commerce 
are  conformed  to  natural  laws,  as  the  various  inter- 

ests of  citizenship  in  their  bearing  on  the  business 
and  general  welfare  of  the  community  are  more 
fully  appreciated,  the  privacy  and  sacredncss  of 
home  become  more  essential  to  the  stability  and 
growth  of  society.  At  the  same  time,  the  outward 
•world  acts  with  greater  influence  on  the  fireside. 
Civil  institutions,  prosperous  industry,  mechanical 
improvements,  diffusing  intelligence,  contribute  to 
the  strength  and  happiness  of  the  family.  And, 
in  turn,  the  family  promotes  the  advancement  of 
the  state.  A  benelicent  interchange  of  good  offices 
is  thus  maintained,  each  working  in  its  own  prov- 

idential sphere  for  the  advantage  of  the  other, 
and  both  combining  their  respective  agencies  in 
the  onward  march  of  humanity. 

Never  has  home  occupied  its  own  ground  more 
completely  than  at  present,  and  never  has  the  ex- 

ternal life  of  society  been  more  closely  connect- 
ed with  its  character  and  condition.  A  modern 

household  is  a  miniature  world,  insulated  within 
its  own  realm,  exercising  its  own  prerogatives 
and  enjoying  its  privileges,  without  disturbance. 
Amidst  this  seclusion,  it  is  intimately  identified 
with  the  movements  of  the  age ;  it  is,  more  than 
ever,  a  part  of  the  brotherhood  of  mankind  ;  and 
nothing  can  happen  on  the  globe  that  does  not  af- 

fect its  circumstances.  Every  day  places  its  pri- 
vate fortunes  at  the  mercy  of  those  changes  which 

are  always  going  on  in  mercantile  and  national  af- 
fairs. A  storm  on  the  ocean  sinks  its  treasures, 

and  a  battle  in  India  covers  its  walls  with  the 
shadow  of  death.  But  it  is  equally  open  to  the 
meliorating  influences  of  civilization.  The  great 
world  takes  no  step  forward  that  home  does  not 
feel ;  and  as  nations  advance  in  the  arts  of  peace 
there  is  a  deeper  significance  given  to  marriage, 
childhood  rises  to  a  happier  destiny,  and  domestic 
piety  utters  a  psalm  of  devouter  thanksgiving. 

Among  those  ties  which  bind  the  external  life 
of  society  to  the  family  we  may  name  literature  as 
one  of  the  strongest  and  most  important.  Every 
man  of  observation  knows  how  much  the  domestic 
idea  has  entered  into  modern  writing,  and  Avhat  a 
marked  change  in  the  modes  and  manifestations  of 
creative  thought  has  been  produced  since  authors 
became  conscious  of  the  kind  of  patronage  they 
were  to  receive.  Indeed,  the  spirit  of  criticism 
which  has  been  developed  of  late  years  in  the  pri- 

vate circle  of  the  fiimily  has  done  more  to  elevate 
literature  than  all  our  dogmatic  reviews.  And 
what  is  still  more  striking,  the  vast  increase  in  the 
number  of  those  books  written  for  the  quiet  hours 
of  home,  and  especially  for  the  hands  of  women 
and  children,  their  rapid  gain,  both  in  quality  and 
quantity,  over  selector  works  of  science,  shows  us 
that  the  intellect  of  the  world  is  enlarging  its  rela- 

tions and  coming  into  nearer  contact  with  house- 
hold mind.  We  rank  this  fact  among  the  most 

hopeful  signs  of  the  age.  AVhenever  literature 
draws  its  inspiration  from  such  a  source,  it  must 
gather  the  best  of  wisdom  as  well  as  the  noblest  of 
aspirations  into  itself. 

But  our  present  concern  is  with  the  newspaper 
in  the  family.    The  period  has  not  long  passed 

v.  hcii  llie  newspaper  was  almost  oxclusivoly  nn  or- 
gan for  sucli  thoughts  and  communications  as  were 

understood  to  have  reference  to  men  and  tlx.ir  pur- 
suits. Business,  jjoliticf,  and  such  other  distinct 

interests  as  s|)e(.ially  appertained  to  professional 
and  mercantile  life,  occupied  its  columns.  One 
section  of  the  worM,  and  it  extremely  limited,  was 
under  the  watchful  eye  of  the  editor,  and  his  voca- 

tion was  restricted  to  a  jealous  oversight  of  its  af- 
fairs. A  man  among  men,  he  had  no  other  .stand- 

ard than  manly  intercourse  prescribes.  His  range 
was  narrow,  and  often  his  views  and  temper  nar- 
roAver.  But  when  the  free  spirit  of  an  awakenc'i 
and  enthusiastic  era  penetrated  into  the  operations 
of  society ;  when,  above  all,  mind,  as  mind,  re- 

ceived an  honest  and  lil)eral  recognition  ;  when  in- 
tellect was  liberated  from  its  inthrallment  to  classes 

and  factitious  associations  and  taught  to  think  and 
speak  for  kindred  intellect,  wherever  it  had  its 
abode;  then  the  newspaper,  first  to  herald  the 
dawning  age  and  first  to  shine  with  its  early  light, 
spread  its  irradiating  ])eams  over  the  broad  surface 
of  human  life.  The  change  so  effected,  amounting 
to  a  revolution,  proved  most  beneficial.  If  it  did 
not  restore  the  days  of  chivalry,  it  created  a  moral 
and  social  knighthood  that  refined  sentiment  and 
improved  character.  It  made  the  editor  something 
more  of  a  man  In'  bringing  the  conventional  rules 
of  society  to  bear  upon  him,  and  by  suf)stituting 
puldic  opinion  for  class-opinion  (or,  bettor  said,  sex- 
opinion),  it  lifted  him  several  grades  higher  in  the 
scale  of  intellectual  and  moral  being.  The  mod- 

ern newspaper  owes  a  large  proportion  of  its  po-wer 
to  the  fact  that  it  has  become  the  exponent  of  soci- 

ety— society  as  constituted  by  men  and  women — 
and  it  dates  this  enhancement  of  its  authority  and 
influence  to  the  time  when  it  entered  the  house- 

hold as  a  guest  of  accredited  respectability  and  re- liable worth. 
AYithout  the  slightest  sympathy  with  what  is 

termed  Woman's  Kights  movements,  we  may  re- 
mark that  a  movement  other  than  that  whicli  is 

technically  advertised  in  platform  speeches  has 
long  been  progressing  with  the  happiest  results. The  last  honor  accorded  to  woman  was  mind  ;  but 
if  delayed  by  strange  obtuscness  of  thought,  and 
yet  more  niggardly  breadth  of  sentiment,  it  has 
finally  been  yielded  with  a  whole-souled  grace  suf- 

ficient to  make  amends  for  past  injustice.  The  re- 
turning sense  of  truth  has  Avrought  this  noble  work. 

It  has  been  done  without  the  rickety  machinery 
of  conventions  and  tho  hypocritical  symbolisin  of 
creeds  that  exaggerate  a  truth  until  it  swells  into 
a  lie,  and  intensify  a- virtue  into  the  fanatical  fury 
of  a  vice.  It  has  been  done  silently,  but  surely  ; 
and  we  are  now  witnesses  of  the  fact  that  tho 

growth  of  generous  and  sympathetic  feelings  are 
able,  of  themselves,  to  remedy  abuses  and  rectify 
errors.  We  have  learned  that  woman  is  wedded 
to  man  in  all  relations  ;  that  she  is  his  counterpart 
every  where  and  in  every  position  ;  and  because 
of  this  tendency  in  all  things  to  form  an  alliance 
with  her,  we  have  come  to  feel  that  she  is  the  heart 
of  business  no  less  than  the  heart  of  home. 

But_to  take  up  the  stitch  we  dropped  in  this 
sentence-knitting— let  us  return  to  the  newspaper. 
Wo  say,  then,  that  tho  idea  of  a  family  newspaper 
ought  to  have  especial  reference  to  woman.  Not 
exclusive  reference,  however,  for  that  would  be  an 
extreme  almost  as  unfavorable  to  her  true  culturo 
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in  the  affaks  of  daily  life  as  her  entire  neglect.  ; 
What  she  needs  in  a  newspaper  is  such  informa-  [ 
tion,  such  forms  of  thought,  such  intellectual,  mor-  ; 
al,  and  social  action  on  her  nature,  rather  than  on  ' 
her  intellect,  as  shall  expand  her  mind  and  mature  ] 
her  character  in  that  experience  which  is  common 
both  to  woman  and  man.    Compelled  as  she  is  to  ] 
hare,  in  some  things,  her  own  exclusive  range  of  : 

ideas  and  emotions,  there  is  danger  that  she  may  ' confine  herself  too  much  and  too  intensely  to  this 
separate  field  ;  and  hence  the  importance  of  enlist- 

ing her  attention  and  sympathy  in  behalf  of  those  ' objects  that  appeal  to  us  outside  of  the  peculiarities 
of  sex.    Side  by  side  with  man  she  may  thus  be 
educated  in  all  that  concerns  real  life.    She  may 

remain    a  keeper  at  home,''  and  yet  go  abroad ; may  acquire  a  full  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  not 
pay  the  penalty  of  too  much  intercourse  with  it. 
By  this  means  she  may  be  fitted  to  supply  a  want  , 
that  men  often  express,  viz.,  intellectual  and  social 
companionship  in  matters  that  are  above  routine, 
etiquette,  and  drawing-room  gossip.   The  positions 
of  the  two  sexes,  viewed  in  relation  to  the  inter- 

changes of  mind,  are  certainly  not  linked  together 
as  they  should  be  for  mutual  improvement,  nor  are 
they  as  sympathetic  in  kindred  oinces  of  sentiment 
as  their  happiness  demands.     Every  intelligent 
person,  of  both  sexes,  has  often  felt  this  painfully. 
But  how  shall  it  be  improved  ?     How  may  men  ! 
as  men,  and  women  as  women,  meet  on  common  : 
ground  without  abatement  of  faculty,  each  retain- 

ing his  and  her  endowments,  both  themselves  in 

nature's  best  sense,  and  yet  opening  their  minds  ' 
to  each  other's  influence  in  hearty  fellowship  of  , 
thought  and  feeling  ?   How  may  those  sympathies 
which  now  so  frequently  weaken  the  intercourse 
of  mind  between  the  sexes  be  converted  into  agen- 

cies of  strength  and  vigor  ?    But  one  method  has 
ever  occurred  to  us,  viz.,  to  put  them  both  in  pos- 

session of  the  same  sources  of  intelligence — to  train 
them,  after  attaining  mature  life,  under  the  influ- 
ence  of  the  same  master-thoughts,  and  through  the 
same  general  instrumentalities  —  to  give  them  a  ; 
common  property  in  the  intellectual  life  of  the 
world,  and  let  theu'  hearts  throb  alike  beneath  its 
inspiriting  energy.     A  family  newspaper  meets  . 
this  necessity.     It  offers  a  -svoman  precisely  the  ; 
sort  of  information  and  discipline  which  she  re-  . 
quires  for  conversational  charms.    The  spirit  of  a  . 
first-rate  newspaper  is  the  spirit  of  active,  ener- 

getic, daily  life,  with  mind  to  give  it  dignity  and 
ready  tact  for  versatile  adaptation ;  and  this  is  , 
just  the  spirit  which  our  better  class  of  women  , 
demand,  to  enable  them  to  fulfill  their  intellectual  ; 
and  social  relations  with  becoming  propriety  and 
effect.  I 

A  family  newspaper,  then,  must  report  the  world 
every  week,  as  far  as  it  can  and  ought  to  report  it,  , 
for  the  instruction,  enlivenment,  and  happiness  of 
the  family.     It  should  be  a  biography  of  life,  a 
history  of  action.   All  that  is  attractive  in  science,  I 
beautiful  in  art,  inviting  in  letters,  with  whatever  ; 
else  may  invigorate  and  refresh  mind  by  careful  | 
devotion  to  what  is  good,  and  hearty  homage  for  [ 
what  is  great,  it  should  command  in  sufiicient 
measure  for  its  pages.     It  must  be  a  newspaper 
in  every  meaning  of  the  word  —  one  that  shall  , 
faithfully  depict  the  great  surface  of  the  world  as  | 
the  restlessness  of  passion,  the  mutations  of  opin- 

ion, the  changes  of  mighty  events  speed  over  it ; 
and  one,  too,  that  shall  look  deeper  than  the  sur-  ' face,  £:nd  contemplate  those  principles  in  which 

the  order  of  society  and  the  welfare  of  existence 
have  their  roots. 

IT  has  been  a  burning  summer.  Lord  Eosse 
should  not  have  abdicated  the  honors  of  proph- 
ecy until  facts  had  put  him  in  the  wrong.  But 

Englishmen  have  such  an  inveterate  way  of  being 
honest,  that  he  instantly  relinquished  all  the  pos- 

sible glory.  John  Bull  is  no  saint,  but  he  has 
what  has  passed  into  a  proverb,  a  "downright 
honesty,"  which  is  the  best  of  all  national  charac- 

teristics. Perhaps  sufficient  justice  has  not  been 
done  to  the  influence  of  this  quality  upon  his  na- 

tional position. 
Honesty  is  always  manly ;  and  the  attitude  of 

Lord  Malmesbury  in  the  late  "outrage"  excite- 
ment was  simply  that  of  a  gentleman.  There  was 

no  prevarication  or  stuttering.  He  said  plainly, 
"  A^'e  don't  assert  such  and  such  things,  but  we  do 
others,  and  we  ask  you.  to  help  us  do  what  we  both 
agree  ought  to  be  done."  If  diplomacy  could  only come  to  this  how  satisfied  we  should  all  be ! 

Apropos  of  honesty  and  hot  weather,  the  Fourth, 
our  national  natal  day,  was  an  exception  in  its 
coolness  to  the  usual  temperature.  Perhaps  it 
was  because  it  was  celebrated  on  the  fifth.  In 
New  York  there  were  fewer  murders,  riots,  and 
fights  in  honor  of  the  day  than  for  a  long  time  pre- 

vious. There  was  also  a  regular  oration — not  be- 
fore the  city  government,  as  in  other  places — but 

a  political  society.  It  was  elaborately  prepared, 
and  was  properly  spiced  with  glory  and  patriotism, 
and  was  productive  of  immense  satisfaction  to  an 
appreciative  and  discriminating  audience. 

Eloquence  ought  to  be  cheap  and  common  on  the 
Fourth  of  July,  and  apparently  it  was  so  in  all 
parts  of  the  country.  One  simple  rustic,  with 
amiable  credulity  and  surprise,  applied  an  original 
standard  of  excellence  to  eloquence,  and  exclaimed 
in  print,  speaking  of  a  discourse  delivered  on  the 
Fifth — "'Another  sentence  contains  over  five  hun- 

dred words,  is  twelve  inches  long  in  print,  and  is 
decorated  with  about  two  hundred  and  fifty  adjec- 

tives. If  that  be  not  oratory,  I  should  like  to  know 
what  is  I"  It  is,  at  least,  a  very  pretty  way  of 
measuring  it,  and  may  lead  to  important  practical 
results.  Lyceum  committees  and  literary  societies, 
in  contracting  for  orations  and  lectures,  might  or- 

der eloquence  in  advance.  They  would  doubtless 
find  speakers  to  "fill  the  orders." 

Thus  a  committee  might  request  a  discourse  of' an  hour  long,  to  consist  of  five  thousand  words,  be 
the  same  more  or  less,  with  one  good  rousing  ad- 

jective for  every  three  words,  sentences  to  vary 
from  fifty  to  six  hundred  words,  with  climaxes  and 
apostrophes  ad  libitum.  Fancy  the  sharp  man  of 
the  society  counting  up  the  oration  afterward,  and 
catching  an  occasional  short  fifty,  or  an  attenuated 
adjective  stretched  over  four  words  I  He  would consider  it  in  the  biU. 

However,  the  Easy  Chair  has  lately  had  its  talk 
about  eloquence,  and  must  not  push  farther  in  that 
direction.  It  wotild  be  a  melancholy  sign  of  the 
fond  garrulity  and  forgetfulness  of  age  to  be  chew- 

ing the  cud  of  old  reflections.  And  yet  how  much 
sweetness  and  pith  they  have  still !  A  really  good 
thought  is  always  good  to  return  upon  and  think 
over.  It  is  like  Moore's  vase  of  roses,  the  scent 
hangs  round  it  still.  Or  rather,  why  not  like  an 
orange  which  you  can  never  squeeze  dry  ?  Or 
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again,  like  the  purse  of  Fortunatus,  in  wliich  you 
always  find  a  f^old  guinea  ?  A  good  thought  is 
like  a  favorite  old  coat,  it  is  so  well  made  that  you 
can  never  believe  it  is  worn  out.  Friends  may 
tell  you  it  is  very  shabby,  ])ut  you  know  its  form 
is  beconaing  to  your  own,  and  you  secretly  believe 
that  every  body  sees  what  you  see.  And  yet 
what  ingratitude  men  show  to  old  coats,  and  to  old 
thoughts ! 

The  Easy  Chair  has  seen  grave,  good  men,  or 
such  they  seemed  to  be,  who  deliberately  decoyed 
peddlers  into  their  rooms,  and  actually  bartered 
for  money  the  old  familiar  coat,  endeared  b}-  a 
twelvemonth,  nay,  by  years  of  intimate  compan- 

ionship!   The  miud  sickens  at  human  depravity  ! 
For  think  but  ca  moment  hoio^  intimate  a  friend 

your  coat  is !  It  sees  and  knows  what  no  human 
being  knows  or  sees,  or  even,  perhaps,  suspects. 
It  goes  with  you  to  drinking-shops,  to  play-houses, 
to  gambling-houses,  perhaps  even  to  banks  and 
counting-rooms !  It  knows  all  you  do  and  say, 
and  3'et — 0  fidelity  and  friendship — it  is  faithfully 
and  forever  silent.  How  it  could  compromise  you 
— how  it  could  ruin  you — how  it  never  tells  your 
wife  whose  arm  last  rested  upon  yours— how  your 
fate  depends  upon  its  silence — and— 0  fidelity, 
again — how  silent  it  is ! 

Well,  in  all  the  wear  and  tear  of  its  existence, 
its  efforts  to  cover  you  in  all  your  doings,  untiring, 
unsleeping,  in  fact  losing  its  nap  for  you  every 
day,  accommodating  itself  to  your  least  wrinkle, 
clinging  so  closely  to  you,  and  continually  fitting 
itself  to  your  motions,  and  doing  this  all  with  such 
touching  silence — has  there  been  no  softening  of 
your  heart  ?  Have  you  actually  been  upon  these 
terms  with  a  friend  so  discreet  and  inseparable, 
sleeping  in  the  same  room  with  him,  and  often — in 
moments  of  forgetfulness,  or  on  occasion  of  very 
early  homeward  returns  in  the  morning — upon  the 
same  bed  with  him,  intwined  in  an  inextricable 
embrace,  and  without  a  solitary  emotion  of  sym- 

pathy or  gi-atitude?  C(m  the  human  heart  be  so 
hard  ?    Are  monsters,  then,  no  fable  ? 

Ah !  make  no  excuses.  The  Easy  Chair  knows 
in  advance  your  paltry  subterfuge.  It  already 
hears  you  saying,  in  a  strain  unworthy  a  man, 
that  your  honor  compels  you  to  forego  any  but  cer- 

emonious intercourse  with  a  claimant  of  such  a 
character  that  he  has  even  been  cut  by  your  tai- 

lor!  
^ 

Of  course,  when  a  man  comes  to  this,  dewy  pity 
sets  in.  The  Easy  Chair  leaves  him  to  those  puri- 

fying showers.  x 
But  how  did  we  get  here  ?  Were  we  not  speak- 

ing of  eloquence,  and  Fourth  of  July,  and  other  good 
thoughts  ?  To  be  sure  we  have  wandered  a  little. 
But  some  wandering  inay  be  forgiven  to  an  old 
Easy  Chair  chatting  with  his  friends,  and  giving  a 
word  to  every  whim.  Do  you  expect  him  to  de- 

liver set  discourses,  with  adjectives  like  bread  at 
a  French  dinner,  a  discretion?  Not  at  all !  not  at 
all !  But  he  will  end  as  he  began,  and  returning 
to  the  Fourth,  show  you  how  "  the  fathers"  used  to 
"  do"  the  eloquence  on  the  great  day.  Here  is  the 
last  sentence — the  snapper,  to  speak  irreverently — 
of  an  oration  delivered  in  Boston  on  the  seventeenth 
anniversar}'  of  our  national  independence  by  a  sub- 

sequent President  of  the  United  States,  John  Quin- 
cy  Adams.  The  orator  is  describing  the  millennial 
consequences  of  his  hope  that  "the  career  of  arbi- 

trary poAVer  will  be  radically  extracted  from  the 
human  constitution,"  and  after  lavishing  a  groat 

many  words — although  not  .'^o  many  as  five  hun- 
dred freely  spattered  with  adjective  sauce,  he  ex- claims: 

"  Visions  of  bliss  !  with  every  l»reath  to  heaven 
we  speed  an  ejaculation  that  the  time  may  hnston, 
when  your  reality  shall  be  no  longer  the  ground  of 
votive  fiupi)lication,  but  the  theme  of  grateful  ac- 

knowledgment; when  the  clioral  gralulations  of 
the  liljcratcd  myriads  of  the  elder  world,  in  sympljo- 
ny  sweeter  tiian  the  music  of  the  spheres,  shall  hail 
your  country,  Anu-ricans,  as  the  youngest  daughter 
of  Nature  and  the  lirst-born  offspring  of  Freedom." 

But  the  summer  is  not  only  vocal  with  the  mu- 
sic of  "  Independent,"'  but  of  literary  orators.  It is  our  season  of  College  Commencements,  which  are 

the  most  pleasant  of  all  pleasant  pul)lic  occasions. 
The  word  College,  with  us,  usually  descrilxjs  a 

high  school  or  advanced  academy.  Tiie  term  Uni- 
versity, or  an  institution  comprising  instruction  in 

the  universal  circle  of  science  and  arts,  is  hardly 
to  be  applied  to  any  of  our  institutions  of  learning. 
Many  of  them  are  generously  endowed,  but  few  of 
them  even  aim  at  tlie  ends  of  a  university.  Of 
course,  seats  of  learning  will  be  valuable  and  fre- 

quented in  the  degree  that  they  supjdy  the  knowl- 
edge required.  All  kinds  of  acquirement  arc 

sought  by  men,  but  in  Iowa  Sanscrit  will  natural- 
ly be  less  studied  than  engineering  or  agricultural chemistry. 
Now  what  we  most  need  in  our  colleges  is  an 

adaptation  of  means  to  ends.  As  most  of  them  can 
not  command  sufficient  funds  to  place  them-'elves 
upon  the  broadest  university  foundation,  they  ouglit 
to  supply,  in  the  best  way,  such  instruction  as  the 
circumstances  and  necessities  of  the  time  and  re- 

gion in  which  they  are  situated  demand.  But  no- 
thing is  so  inflexible  as  college  tradition.  Our  col- 
leges are  modifications  of  the  European  university. 

Cambridge,  Ncav  P^ngland,  is  Cambridge,  England, 
only  less  so,  and  the  character  of  the  English  Cam- 

bridge was  impressed  upon  it  by  monks  centuries 

ago. Hence  our  colleges  are  constantly  putting  the 
emphasis  in  the  wrong  place.  For  instance,  the 
technically  classical  interest  is  the  chief  interest, 
and  the  colleges  arc  officered  by  accomplished  pro- 

fessors and  scholars  in  the  Greek  and  Koman  lan- 
guage and  literatures.  Noav  the  Creek  and  Ko- 

man languages  are  very  interesting  to  all  who 
speak  the  English  because  the  latter  tongue  owes 
much  to  the  former.  Also,  the  Greek  literature  is 
the  earliest  and  one  of  the  most  magnificent  in  the 
world.  For  the  Latin,  however,  not  much  is  to  be 
said.  Rome  has  given  us  no  grand  or  great  poet, 
nobody  to  stand  with  Homer  or  Dante  or  Shake- 

speare. Virgil  and  Horace  arc  surely  the  best, 
but  they  are  of  the  lesser  Gods. 

Now  these  languages  and  literatures,  however 
good  they  are,  are  not  better  than  our  own  for  any 
possible  purpose  of  ours.  And  yet,  while  it  is  fair 
and  right  that  they  should  be  taught,  is  it  not  pit- 

iful that  only  until  recently,  and  by  no  means  uni- 
versally now,  the  noblest  of  languages  and  the  ricli- 

est  of  literatures— our  mother  English— have  been 
adequately  taught.  The  majority  of  young  men  wlio 
go  to  college  spend  four  years  in  liberalizing  study, 
intending  to  devote  themselves  to  business,  and 
counting  upon  their  college  education  as  a  kind  of 
leaven  of  learning  for  their  whole  lives.  During 
the  college  years  they  are  obliged  to  pursue  certain 
studies.   Now,  by  all  rules  of  common  sense,  ought 
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they  not  to  be  those  which  will  be  most  useful  to 
them  ?  If  a  man  intends  to  be  a  practical  dyer,  is 
it  the  object  of  a  university  to  teach  him  Astrono- 

my ?  You  say,  of  course,  no  ;  but  that  the  object 
is  to  humanize  his  mind  by  general  stud3\  That 
is  not,  as  the  Easy  Chair  conceives,  the  intention 
of  a  universit}',  which  is  to  give  any  man  of  any 
age  the  means  of  acquiring  any  information  upon 
any  subject  he  may  desire. 

But  even  if  it  were,  then  he  must  be  "liberal- 
ized" to  the  best  advantage ;  that  is,  as  he  has  but 

four  years,  he  must  get  the  most  out  of  them.  If 
he  can  master  Latin,  Greek,  and  English,  with  Sci- 

ence, Philosophy,  and  Art,  let  him  do  so,  and  we 
will  all  seek  his  beneficent  acquaintance  when  he 
graduates.  But  if  he  must  make  an  election,  the 
Easy  Chair  would  advise  him  to  select  his  own  lan- 

guage and  its  literature,  and  leave  b}'  the  way  the 
smattering  of  "the  classics."  Don't  be  bullied  b}^ 
names.  Shakespeare  and  Milton  are  "  classics"  as 
absolutely  as  Cicero  and  Aristotle.  Yet  the  col- 

lege system  usually  compels  the  youth  to  dig  a 
certain  quantity  of  Demosthenes  and  chew  a  little 
Juvenal,  whether  he  is  aware  of  such  individuals 
as  Bacon  and  Spenser  or  not.  The  college  tend- 

ency is  to  send  the  budding  dyer  from  the  recita- 
tion rooms  to  his  vats  able  to  scan  Homer  and  read 

Ovid's  Art  of  Love,  but  unable  to  read  Chaucer, 
not  yet  introduced  to  Bacon  or  Bunj-an,  not  upon 
speaking  terms  even  with  Shakespeare  or  Milton, 
nor  knowing  Butler,  Jeremy  Taylor,  Sir  Thomas 
Browne,  Hooker,  Swift,  or  Defoe  by  sight. 

The  point  is,  that  not  only  is  he  more  likely  to 
wish  to  pursue  studies  in  sound  English  literature, 
if  he  is  a  sensible  man  and  has  but  little  time  for 
any  study,  but  the  colleges  are  least  prepared  to 
give  him  what  he  most  wants. 

In  obedience  to  the  same  traditions,  at  the  an- 
nual Commencements  the  venerable  and  venerated 

President  of  such  a  college  may  be  seen  solemnly 
crowned  with  a  monkish  cap,  significant  of  nothing 
under  heaven  but  a  sentence  to  death,  solemnly 
addressing  the  Honorable  the  Board  of  Trustees 
and  the  Eeverend  the  Corporation  upon  the  profi- 

ciency of  the  young  gentlemen  now  graduating,  in 
a  language  which  the  profoundly  interested  and 
attentive  aspect  of  those  learned  bodies  forbids  the 
suspicion  that  they  do  not  understand,  although  the 
willful  and  nai;ghty  spectator  will  sometimes  se- 

cretly say  to  himself  what  was  said  of  the  old  Di- 
plomatist, "Nobody  can  be  as  wise  as  you  look." 

This  lucid  performance  closed,  the  honored  and  be- 
loved Prcx  (h.  and  b.  spite  of  the  awful  black  cap) 

then  hands  each  of  those  accomplished  3'oung  gen- 
tlemen a  diploma,  which  is  to  certify  their  capacity 

to  serve  living  people ;  but  as  it  is  written  in  a  lan- 
guage Avhich  not  only  died  before  those  people  were 

born,  but  is  so  dead  that  even  its  professors  do  not 
know  how  it  was  pronounced,  the  diploma  is  as  in- 

telligible to  the  people  to  whom  it  is  addressed  as  a 
recipe  for  pudding  sauce  written  in  Choctaw  to  a 
Nevr  England  housekeeper. 

These  arc  but  feathers  and  straws,  but  they  show 
how  the  wind  sets  in  the  college  grounds. 

Of  late  years,  however,  a  great  change  has  com- 
menced, and  even  that  black  cap  is  in  danger.  In 

the  Eastern  States  we  are  still  in  a  certain  w'ay 
colonies  of  Europe ;  but  beyond  the  Alleghanies  a 
different  life  will  make  a  different  college.  Edu- 

cation there  will  gradually  be  seen  not  to  be  a  cer- 
tain acquirement  in  certain  traditional  directions, 

but  the  derelopmcnt  of  men  in  such  a  way  that 

they  ma}'  best  do  their  work  where  they  are  placed. 
The  immediate  dependence  of  a  democratic  govern- 

ment upon  the  people,  and  the  dependence  of  all 
popular  government  upon  popular  morality,  make 
it  all  the  more  necessary  that  we  should  have  a 
system  of  education,  not  traditional  and  alien,  but 
so  suited  to  the  moral,  as  well  as  the  intellectual 
and  scientific,  requirements  of  the  people,  as  con- 

stantly to  promote  the  popular  morality,  and,  con- 
sequently, the  national  prosperity  and  the  perma- 

nence of  our  government. 

The  author  of  "Nothing  to  Wear"  was  clearh' 
not  a  man  who  had  nothing  to  say.  City  life,  from 
the  Fifth  Avenue  to  the  Five  Points,  was  a  pathetic 
phantasmagoria  before  his  eyes  ;  and  in  the  easy, 
tripping,  musical,  and  touching  verses  with  which 
the  world  is  now  familiar,  he  pointed  the  old  moral 
and  adorned  the  old  tale  with  a  kind  of  trenchant 
tenderness  which  placed  his  satire  among  the  best 
in  our  literature.  Its  immediate  popularity  was 
immense  and  extraordinary — and  deserved. 

Of  course  the  question  has  been  often  enough 
asked  whether  the  success  was  a  chance.  That 
inquiry  always  is  suggested  by  a  first  brilliant 
stroke.  People  remember  Single-speech  Hamilton 
(calling  him  famous  without  knowing  who  he  was 
or  what  his  speech  was).  They  quote  Kinglake's 
"  Eothen"  as  the  work  of  a  man  whom  its  great 
popularity  paralyzed.  And  every  bod}'  wondered 
whether  Mr.  Butler  would  try  again,  or  whether 
his  talent  had  nothing  further  to  wear  in  the  career 
of  literary  creation. 

The  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Yale  College  put 
this  question  in  a  very  pointed  and  personal  way 
by  asking  him  to  deliver  its  annual  poem  at  its 
late  Anniversary.  To  that  question  the  poet  re- 

turned a  prompt  and  elaborate  answer ;  and  "  Two 
Million?,"  read  before  that  Society  on  a  lovely 
summer  evening  in  the  cliurch  consecrated  by  the 
associations  of  many  college  festivals  and  glowing 
intellectual  performances,  Avas  printed  the  next 
day,  and  has  been  read  on  many  a  lovely  evening 
and  bright  morning  since — and  the  public  is  now 
aware  that  "Nothing  to  Wear"  was  not  the  whole 
crop,  but  only  a  single  fruit  upon  the  tree. 

There  is  no  need  of  comparing  the  two  poems. 
"Two  Millions"  is  much  more  carefully  finished 
and  considered.  In  its  spirit  it  belongs  to  the  best 
school  of  contemporary  literature,  and  of  all  liter- 

ature. It  is  a  fluent,  graceful,  sparkling,  trench- 
ant .satire — not  by  a  recluse,  but  by  a  man  of  the 

world,  who  sings  from  his  OAvn  knowledge,  from 
his  personal  experience  of  character  and  life.  And 
it  is  most  felicitously  adapted  to  reach  and  touch 
those  sinners  who  sleep  under  sermons  and  snore 
under  "  goody"  talk.  It  is  broad,  but  not  extrav- 

agant. It  is  plainly  a  satire,  yet  so  sensible  that 
its  lesson  is  not  lost  in  the  laugh  it  occasions. 

May  the  kind  heart  and  the  shrewd  eye  and  the 
cunning  hand  that  produced  it  long  fulfill  their 
oflSce !  The  harvest  is  always  ripe  for  the  sharp 
silver  sickle ;  and  it  is  not  wasted  though  it  may 
be  stored  out  of  sight  of  the  reaper. 

There  is  something  incredible  in  the  quiet  way 
in  which  the  American  public  submits  to  the  gross- 

est wrong.  In  no  country  are  the  facilities  and 
inducements  of  travel  so  great  as  they  are  with  us, 
and  nowhere  in  the  world  is  traveling  so  danger- 

ous. It  is  impossible  to  take  a  seat  in  cur  cars 
without  a  backward  look  of  peculiarly  yearning 
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lovo  to  the  friends  who  are  left  behind  us  to  those 
whom  we  sluill  see  no  more.  Half  a  dozen  times 
in  tlic  year  the  newspapers  bristle  with  exclama- 

tion points  and  imposing  types  upon  occasion  of 
some  fresh  railway  slaughter,  and  meanwhile  the 
massacre  goes  on,  and  the  reader  exclaims,  "  It  is 
too  outrageous!"  "It  is  abominable!"  "They 
ought  to  be  hung!"  And  the  papers  turn  indig- 

nant periods,  and  the  Easy  Chairs  sneer,  and  still 
the  slaughter  is  not  checked. 

In  a  country  w'herc  the  people  govern,  such  a 
state  of  things  is  as  ludicrous  as  it  is  tragical. 
What  prevents  some  representative  introducing, 
antl  all  the  representatives  supporting,  next  win- 

ter, in  the  Legislature,  a  bill  making  it  imperative 
upon  every  railroad  company  to  fence  the  whole 
length  of  their  road — to  keep  such  a  corps  of  road 
survcvors  that  they  may  be  in  sight  of  each  other, 
and  in  communication  from  one  end  to  the  other, 
day  and  night — that  these  road  surveyors  shall  be 
responsible  for  the  condition  of  the  track  and  the 
state  of  the  rails — that  there  shall  be  correspond- 

ing officers  for  the  survey  of  the  cars,  and  that  the 
conductors  and  drivers  shall  be  so  well  paid  tliat 
the}'  shall  constitute  a  class  in  every  way  equal  in 
ability  and  responsibility  to  the  very  best  class  of 
ship-masters.  Let  there  be  also  some  kind  of  com- 

munication between  the  cars  and.  the  locomotive. 
The  Easy  Chair  has  been  in  a  train  on  which  the 
bolts  connecting  the  cars  broke,  and,  of  course,  that 
absurd  string  which  runs  along  the  tops  of  the  cars 
snapped,  but  it  did  not  even  sound  tlie  bell  upon 
the  locomotive,  which  dashed  forward,  and  could, 
only  be  stopped  by  a  prolonged  and  frantic  pulling 
at  the  same  cord. 

The  last  accident  (at  the  time  of  writing),  that 
upon  the  Erie  Railroad,  was  evidently  the  result 
of  the  most  culpable  carelessness — either  a  rail  was 
lying  upon  the  track,  or  the  rail  was  broken.  In 
the  first  case  it  should  have  been  known,  of  course  ; 
and,  in  the  second,  it  ought  equally  to  have  been 
tested  before  the  passage  of  the  train,  and  its  con- 

dition ascertained.  Then  the  cars  were  thrown  off 
from  a  curve,  and  a  curve  upon  a  very  high  em- 

bankment. Upon  the  top  of  this  embankment 
there  was  no  fence.  If  there  could  not  be  a  fence, 
on  account  of  the  situation,  why  was  not  the  secur- 

ity of  a  fence  found  in  a  greatly  diminished  speed 
On  the  contrary,  around  this  curve,  upon  an  unpro- 

tected embankment,  the  train  dashed  along  at  such 
speed  that  the  passengers  were  nervous,  spoke  of 
the  danger,  and  changed  their  places. 

In  the  absence  of  any  law  requiring  certain  con- 
ditions of  speed  and  protection,  the  President  and 

Directors  of  the  Erie  Railroad  may  plead  that  their 
own  directions  were  sufficient.  The  tragedy  shows 
that  they  were  not  sufficient.  Either  the  driver 
of  the  locomotive  whirled  the  train  around  that 
curve  in  obedience  to  orders,  or  he  did  not.  If  he 
did,  the  officers  should  be  indicted  for  conspiracy 
to  murder;  if  not,  he  should  himself  be  liable  for 
the  same  offense,  and  so  Avith  the  conductor.  He, 
if  any  body,  knew  the  running  regulations  of  his 
train.  If  he  was  obeying  instructions,  in  allowing 
such  speed  at  such  a  place,  he  should  suffer  with 
those  whose  agent  he  was.  If  he  didn't  like  to 
interfere  with  the  engine-driver,  or  was  allowing 
the  rate  upon  his  own  responsibility,  he  should 
be  criminally  indicted. 

The  truth  is,  as  every  body  knows,  that  most 
of  the  railroads  in  the  country  are  bankrupt — that 
they  run  in  reckless  rivalry  with  all  neighboring 

roads— that  .speed  at  any  cost  is  therefore  the  end 
sought,  and  that  all  the  details  of  safety  arc  de- 

spised.   The  experience  of  railroads  in  this  coun> 
try  has  proved  that  they  are  such  si>cculating  en- 

terprises tliat  it  will  not  do  to  leave  the  details  of 
their  management,  in  refpcct  of  human  suft  ty,  in 
the  hands  of  their  managers.    The  people  of  the 
country,  therefore,  should  take  the  matter  up,  and 

.  declare  that  there  shall  bo  no  railroad.s  at  all  ex- 
;  cept  under  certain  stringent  conditions.    There  is 
:  many  a  good  lesson  which  we  Democrats  might 
1  learn  out  of  the  book  of  De.xpoti.^m,  and  one  is  the 
I  protection  of  human  life  from  the  chances  of  travel. 
I  A  man  goes  all  over  Europe  by  diligence,  and 
j  steaml)oat,  and  car,  and  is  surprised  to  find  how 
j  gayly  he  goes — liow  he  enters  a  railway  station Avithout  feeling  that  he  is  stepping  into  his  tomb, 
and  how  freely  and  fully  he  lays  down  his  plans 
of  travel  without  wondering  whether  lis  shall  sur- 

vive to  reach  the  next  town. 
If  the  Easy  Chair  should  chance  to  catch  the  car 

of  any  legislator  in  any  State,  Avhy  will  he  not  con- 
sider whether  he  could  do  a  better  service  to  his 

constituents  than  to  save  them  from  the  bloody  con- 
sequences of  the  mad  rivalry  of  railroad  companies? 

The  mails  are  generous  to  the  Easy  Chair.  Not 
so  much  in  bringing  letters  as  in  showing  how 
kindl}^  and  interestedly  his  words  are  heard.  There 
must  be  differences  where  all  are  human — need 
there  be  rabid  and  furious  quarrels  ?  Last  month 
we  chatted  together  of  vituperation,  of  j)cr.sonal 
invective.  Have  we  not  learned  to  see — is  it  not 
the  richest  result  of  experience  when  we  do  learn 
to  see — that  it  is  not  the  fact  of  difference  among 
men  which  extinguishes  hope  in  so  many  hearts — 
but  the  spirit  of  difference  ?  Who  has  ever  listened 
to  an  ecclesiastical  debate — who  has  ever  heard  a 
minister  of  God  who  is  love,  preaching  a  doctrinal 
discourse  without  seeming  to  hear  a  distant  mu- 

sic penetrating  the  sharp  and  loud  denunciation, 
"  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy 
laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest?" A  correspondent  of  the  Christian  TntcUi(jenca\ 
writing  from  Pekin,  Illinois,  thinks  that  the  Easy 
Chair  favors  Sabbatli-brcaking,  and  hopes  that  it 
"will  no  longer  parade  before  the  public  eye,  in 
disgusting  union,  piety  and  worldliness,  those  un- 

congenial companions ;"  and  most  unnecessarily 
accuses  this  venerable  piece  of  furniture  of  things 
which  self-respect  and  regard  for  the  friend  who 
has  so  gravely  misunderstood  the  matter  prevent 
the  Easy  Chair  from  repeating. 

The  Easy  Chair  claims  to  be  judged  by  it.<!  gen- 
eral spirit,  and  not  by  occasional  isolated  plu-ases and  sentences  which,  from  certain  points  of  view, 

might  bear  a  construction  which  was  not  intended. 
May  a  man  not  do  good— to  himself  and  to  his 
neighbors— upon  the  Sabbath-day.'  Is  there  no 
significance  in  the  words,  "  The  Sabbath  was  made 
for  man,  and  not  man  for  the  Sabbath  ?" Let  the  correspondent  remember  that  it  is  the 
letter  which  killcth,  and  the  spirit,  only^  which 
giveth  life.  A  man  may  "  stand  up  for  God"— as 
Dudley  Tyng  said — in  such  a  way,  that  he  shall 
never  be  admitted  to  see  his  face. 

Now^  hear  what  a  diflerent  strain  from  beyond 
Illinois  : 

"  A  PLEASANT  LITTLE  ToWN,  lOWA. 
"  My  deae  Easy  Chair,— I  have  neither  youth,  beau- 

ty, nor  talent,  so  dare  not  kuecl  at  your  feet,  or  lay  my 
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hand  caressiugly  on  Toitr  arm  ;  but  I  should  like  to  stand 
behind  you,  and  whisper  into  your  indulgent  car  my 
thanks  for  your — cuckoo  carols,  I  will  call  them. 

'*  They  have  brought  back  to  my  mind  a  vision  like 
reality  of  hearing  the  cuckoo's  sweet  song  in  green  En- 

gland, and,  if  my  memory  sen-es  me  truly,  no  poet  can 
exaggerate  its  plaintive  sweetness. 

Were  you  ever  at  llighgate,  dear  Easy  Chair  ?  It  is 
within  sight  and  sound  of  the  '  modem  Babylon,'  but  yet, a  few  years  ago,  had  all  the  appearance  and  lovablcness 
of  a  country  village.  There  is  a  cemetery  there  now,  a 
pretty  place  because  of  its  natural  situation,  laid  out  on 
a  sloping  eminence,  with  green  fields  aronnd  it,  and  the 
dear  hedge-row  elms  here  and  there  lifting  their  old,  yet 
leafy-crowned  heads,  to  the  blue  sky.  Looking  to  the 
south,  there  is  a  heavy,  murky  cloud  (looking  full  of  con- 

fused noise),  that  over  hangs  over  London ;  yet  Iicre  mak- 
ing every  tiling  seem  purer  and  calmer  to  a  '  Cockiwy,' who  loves  every  thing  like  couiUnj. 

"And  oh,  Easy  Chair,  that  cemetery  is  a  sacred  place 
as  well  OS  a  pleasant,  for  there  lie  my  dear  parents,  await- 

ing the  d.iy  when  they  shall  again  see  their  children,  so 
far  away  now  from  that  grave  and  each  other! 

"I  do  not  know  wJni  I  wrote  the  last  sentence,  for  I 
was  going  to  tell  you  that  where  the  cemetery  is  now 
used  to  be  a  flowery  field,  with  a  small  thicket  of  trees, 
and  there,  standing  in  a  garden  opening  into  it,  I  first 
heard  the  cuckoo  at  twilight,  and,  thanks  to  your  May 
paper,  can  hear  it  still, 

"  "What  memories  come  crowding !  O  kind  Easy  Chair, tell  me.  is  it  best,  or  not,  to  have  our  feelings  and  affec- 
tions warm  and  young,  while  our  bodies  are  getting  old  ? 

I  thank  you  for  your  papers.  I  always  feel  them  to  be 
•written  from  a  kind  and  true  heart. 

"  Your  sincere  well-wisher. 
"  Nancy." 

Another,  also  from  the  "West,  after  snying:  such sweet  things  of  the  Easy  Chair  that  modesty  re- 
luctantly compels  him  to  believe  it  better  not  to 

let  the  public  know  what  at  least  one  frietnl  thinks, 
proceeds  to  tell  a  few  truths  of  Mr.  Porte  Crayon 
which  shall  not  be  concealed  : 

"After  lingering  long  and  lovingly  over  tho  dear  old 
Chair,  I  turn  tremblingly  to  see  if  that  charming  Porte 
Crayon  has  come  again  to  enliven  us  with  his  graphic 
sketches.  In  s.aying  Poite  Crayon,  I  allude  also  to 
Larkin,  for  I  can  not  think  that  two  such  artists  exist  at 
the  same  time  in  the  same  countiy,  I  have  heard  him 
called  the  Cruikshank  of  America.  I  know  that  I  am 
no  judge  of  such  matters — for  how  should  one  be,  raised 
in  the  prairies  of  a  new  country?  But  I  can  not  help 
thinking  that  while  Cruikshank  makes  his  characters 
superlatively  ludicrous  he  is  not  true  to  n.iture,  while 
every  one  admits  that  Porte  Crayon  is  perfect  lie,  no 
doubt,  adopts  as  his  motto  that  '  Truth  is  stranger  than 
fiction.'  The  minute  we  have  finished  reading  tho  Mag- 

azine in  the  house,  the  negroes  send  for  it  in  the  kitchen. 
'  Did  you  ever  see  the  like  ev  that  ?  The  man  what 
drawed  these  picters  mus  be  a  cunjerer.  If  there  ain't 
Ole  Uncle  Jim ;  and  that's  the  very  spit  cv  Dinah.'  If it  were  not  for  the  pleasure  it  affords  us  all,  I  should  be 
sorrj'  that  Porte  Crayon  was  a  contributor  to  Uarper,  for 
it  is  almost  impossible  to  keep  the  numbers  neat  enough 
for  binding.  But  what  is  a  book  for  but  to  make  people happy 

Is  not  our  diocese  truly  democratic  ?  If  you 
doubt,  look  here  : 

"  My  home  is  not  in  the  sunny  South,  or  on  the  West- ern prairies,  but  on  the  shore  of  one  of  those  large  lakes 
whose  waters  help  to  form  the  mighty  Mississippi ;  so  that 
these  waters,  which  now  lie  so  calm  before  my  door,  after 
flowing  thou?ands  of  miles  past  many  a  beautiful  scene, 
and  busj'  city,  and  quiet  home,  may  at  last  mingle  with their  kindred  in  the  Gulf  or  lose  themselves  in  the  ocean. 
Among  the  many,  many  firesides  that  your  Monthly  vis- 

its, in  none  is  it  more  welcome  than  in  mine.  Months 
pass  here  and  I  do  not  look  upon  the  face  of  a  white  wo- 

man, except  my  own;  and  thus  cut  off  from  all  society. 

I  know  how  to  prize  it,  and  the  reading  the  variety  i ;" articles  that  crowd  iti  pages  h.is  beguiled  tlie  tediousnt  s 
of  the  long  evenings  during  tho  pa-st  winter.  Even  th, 
Indian  giris  are  never  weary  of  looking  through  itiipag,  ■ 
to  gaze  upon  tho  strange  scenes  it  brings  before  thciv. 
and  the  fashion  plates  seem  particularly  to  interest  thor.i. 
and,  no  doubt,  awaken  strange  thoughts  in  their  mind-. 
So  I  thank  you  most  heartily  for  all  the  good  things  y^  u 
bring  together  for  tho  amusement  and  instruction  of  yor. 

readers." Still  another  picture  from  the  South  : 
"I  will  rock  you  gently,  O  kindly  Easy  Chair,  upon the  wide  porch  of  a  stately  Southern  house.  Sc^itttni  d 

over  the  knoll  upon  which  it  stands  are  the  forest  tvc 
which  the  '  woodman  spared.'  A  scries  of  great  log  stej  - served  to  cross  the  fence  to  the  road  in  the  times  I  wo: 
of,  but  they  have  yielded,  I  doubt  not,  long  ere  thlF,  to 
a  patent  gate. 

"Half  a  mile  beyond  is  a  town — a  city,  they  call  it— 
with  a  magnificent  red  brick  court-house,  the  refulgent 
of  whose  tin  roof  lightens  all  the  '  Dark  and  Bloody 
Ground' of  the  'Regulators'  and  'Moderators.' 

"All  round  the  mansion  extend  the  piazzas,  and  I  will 
pnt  you  on  wheels,  dear  Easy  Chair,  and  wo  will  niak^ 
the  circuit  on  a  mid-summer  evening.  'What!  a  yout:. 
and  a  maiden  on  every  side?  Arc  they  all  lovers:' 
'Not  quite;  but  they  are  on  dangerous  ground.'  Tho 
sun  has  gone  down— not  to  sleep  among  tho  llowers  of  tho 
'last  prairie  of  Texas'  —  a  hundred  and  twenty  miles 
through  the  forests  of  oak,  and  pine,  and  hickory,  and 
sweet  gum,  might  bring  you  to  the  first  one ;  not  to  bathe 
his  fiery  disc  in  the  waves  of  the  Mexican  Sea — two  hur. - 
ilred  and  fifty  miles,  as  the  crow  flies — and  yet  the  scene 
is  very  beautiful. 

"The  moon  is  up  now,  and  on  that  side  where  most 
her  light  falls,  you  shall  see  a  fair-haired  youth  leaning 
against  a  jasmine-cumbered  pillar  of  tlie  porch,  rapt 
witli  the  music  of  the  words  of  a  most  fair  lady,  half  re- 

clining on  a  rustic  couch  beside  him  ;  her  forehead  is  too 
high — her  chin  is  too  small — she  is  over-pale  for  beauty, 
but  that  may  be  the  moonlight — and  now  I  see  her  oyes, 
I  find  it  does  not  matter  about  the  rest. 

"  Her  hand  is  upon  his  arm,  and  if  ever  man  wns  bound 
in  chains  of  adamant,  it  ia  he:  he  could  easier  stop  the 
throbbings  of  his  heart  with  a  word  than  fling  off  the  thrall 
of  that  little  hand.  And  now  she  is  growing  earnest; 
she  springs  up,  and  points  to  the  almost  faded  castles  of 
the  sunset;  her  eyes  see  farther  than  ours,  and  in  their 
shadowy  depths  I  see  now,  what  I  could  not  see  before — 
the  long,  dreamy  swell  of  the  '  Mexican  Sea,'  ever  heav- ing, like  restless  memories  upon  the  horizon  of  the  P.tst. 
But  the  vision  passes,  and  the  'royal  j)urple'  eyes  re<t 
again  upon  the  charmed  youth.  Come  away,  Easy  Chair  1 
You  and  I  had  better  not  listen  ;  and  1  have  seen  those 
chains  of  gosj:.amer  and  iron  woven  before.  Ah!  Lucy 
Petway,  Lucy  Petway  !  spare  him !" 

In  the  April  Number  for  this  year  the  Easy 
Chair  replied  to  the  letter  of  "a  friend  without  a 
name,"  and  to  that  reply  the  friend  dispatched  a 
rejoinder  in  explanation. 

"The  Easy  Chair  chanced  to  roll  a  castor  upon  a  cer- 
tain bnuff-colored  dress  worn  by  one  of  his  audience ; 

and  having  had  occasion  before  to  defend  the  choice — 
in  a  private  way — after  this  manner,  'The  homelier  the 
dress  the  handsomer  the  wearer,'  I  could  not  forbear  say- 

ing, 'Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  move  your  chair, 
Sir?*    1  could  not  rise." 

A  FRIEND  in  Urbano,  Ohio,  writes  : 
"  Seeing  varioiis  attempts  to  improve  that  beautiful 

song,  'John  Ander?on  my  Joe,  John,'  I  am  tempted  to 
give  you  from  memory  a  similar  attempt,  and  I  think 
successful,  to  give  a  preface  to  Bruce's  Address.  Tho facts,  communicated  to  meinlS32,  by  an  Irish  physician. 
Dr.  Hunt,  of  PvOssville.  in  this  State,  wore,  in  substance, 
as  follows.  At  a  party  in  the  'Ould  Country,'  tlic  'Ad- 

dress' became  the  subjcci  of  criticism— objections  being 
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inaile  that  it  commenced  too  abruptly,  when  a  gentleman 
pi-cscnt  said  tlic  evil  could  bo  remedied,  and  on  being 
pressed,  promised  to  attempt  it.  During  the  evcniug  he 
produced  the  following: 

"'At  Bannockburn  proud  Kdward  lay, 
The  Scuts  they  werena  far  away, 
Just  waiting  for  the  dawn  of  day. 

To  see  wha  would  be  best. 
The  sun  at  length  peep'd  o'er  the  heath, 
And  blush' d  to  see  the  work  of  death. 
When  Rruce,  with  soul-inspiring  breath 

His  men  he  thus  address'd— •■'■Scots  wha  ha'e  loi'  Wallace  bled,"'  etc. 
"I  have  never  seen  this  addition  in  print,  and  do  not 

think  it  ever  has  been  published  in  this  country,  at  least. 
So  much  was  I  struck  with  its  beauty  and  appropriate- 

ness that  it  has  remained  in  my  memory  for  over  a  quar- 
ter of  a  century." 

OUR  FOREIGN  GOSSIP. 
The  long-pending  Cagliari  affair,  so  far  as  En- 

gland is  concerned,  is  now  over.  Our  readers  sure- 
ly know  its  history :  how  a  Sardinian  steamer,  of 

the  regular  mercantile  service  between  Genoa  and 
Naples,  was  seized,  a  year  ago  and  more,  by  a 
Neapolitan  Avar  vessel,  and  her  crew  thrown  into 
prison — the  crime  alleged  being  the  transport  of 
revolutionary  insurgents.  Two  English  engineers 
formed  part  of  her  crew,  and  were  imprisoned  with 
the  rest.  The  Palmerston  Government  negotiated, 
vacillated,  while  the  poor  engineers  grew  sick  and 
half  crazed  in  their  cruel  confinement.  The  Derby 
Government  demanded  instant  release  of  the  men, 
and  indemnity — giving  ten  days  for  answer. 

King  Bomba  made  answer  that,  under  compul- 
sion, he  submitted ;  but  would  name  no  sum  as  in- 

demnity, as  he  recognized  the  justice  of  no  such 
claim. 

England  named  three  thousand  pounds,  and 
took  men  and  money.  All  the  liberals  of  the  Con- 

tinent rejoice  in  the  discom'iture  of  the  Sicilian 
king ;  while  the  French  and  Russian  journals  take 
a  special  delight  in  contrasting  the  vigorous  action 
of  England  toward  the  small  Italian  state  with  lier 
manner  toward  America  in  the  matter  of  the  Gulf 
visits.  No  one  sympathizes  witli  the  King  who 
has  been  fleeced  ;  yet  there  is  some  dignity,  some 
truth,  and  a  great  deal  of  bitterness,  in  his  curt 
reply  to  Malmesbury,  alleging  injustice,  and  an 
arrogance  of  power,  which,  being  unable  to  resist, 
he  must  silently  suffer. 

If,  now,  this  Southern  monarch  had,  by  concili- 
ation, by  mercies,  put  himself  in  such  relations 

with  his  subjects,  and  the  rest  of  Italy,  as  to  have 
allowed  him  to  enter  such  plea  for  liis  tame  sub- 

mission as  duty  to  his  people,  who  could  not  be 
taxed  with  the  hazards  and  the  losses  of  war,  what 
sympathies — royal  and  democratic — would  have 
gathered  round  his  court !  As  the  matter  stands, 
he  has  played  the  part  of  braggart  and  coward, 
while  his  isolation  deepens  the  stigma.  Even  the 
Austrian  and  the  Russian  organs,  while  they  ques- 

tion seriously  the  brusquirieof  the  British  diploma- 
cy, do  not  lend  a  word  of  condolence  with  the  dis- 

comfited court. 
The  men  of  Montenegro  still  hold  their  position 

in  the  mountains,  while  the  plains  eastward  of 
Grahova  are  whitened  with  the  Turkish  tents  and 
the  French  war  ships  cruising  abreast  of  Cattaro. 
But  this,  as  well  as  the  lengthened  discussions  of 
the  Paris  Congress  in  respect  to  the  Danubian 
Principalitir-s,  has  given  way  latterl}-  to  the  more 
immediate  interest  attaching  to  the  seizure  of  the 
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Rerjinn  C'tr/i,  and  the  dcl»ates  on  tho  aflfoir  in  the British  llouso  of  Lords. 
The  excited  tone  of  tho  Paris  journals  upon  this 

subject  will  warrant  us  in  recapitulating  tlie  prin- 
cipal facts  in  the  case.  The  lirr/itm  i'fcli  sailed 

last  autumn  for  the  western  coast  of  Africa,  to  pr«>- 
cure  a  cargo  of  "  free  African  lal)orers,"  for  service in  the  Fren<  h  colonies  of  tlie  West  Indies.  Tho 
vessel  made  a  !>arl)or  upon  tlie  coast  of  Liberia; 
the  (Captain  (Sinu.nj  submitted  the  details  of  his 
scheme  to  the  authorities' of  the  port,  afcompanied 
them  to  Monrovia,  the  capital  of  Lil>cria,  where 
interviews  were  liad  with  the  President,  The  re- 

sult was  an  agreement  to  furnish  passports  to  four 
hundred  "fn-c  laborers,''  on  condition  that  Cap- 

tain Simon  should  ])ay  into  the  treasury  of  the  re- 
public a  sum  of  lil'teen  hundred  dollars  for  such 

right  of  "pass."  It  does  not  appear,  from  the  doc- 
uments thus  far  produced,  whether  the  authoriti'.'S 

were  to  undertake  the  procurement  of  tlie  laljorers, 
or  whether  this  was  to  be  an  additional  charge 
upon  the  Captain.  However  this  may  be,  the  re- 

cruits were  speedily  made  up  on  Lilicrian  soil,  and 
nearly  three  hundred  were  already  on  shipboard 
(tlie  ship  lying  some  half  mile  off  the  shore),  when, 
in  the  absence  of  the  Captain,  an  altercation  oc- 

curred between  a  black  cook  attached  to  the  ves- 
sel and  one  of  the  emigrants;  the  fight  soon  bo- 

came  general;  the  emigrants  massacred  the  crew, 
sparing  only  the  ship's  physician. 

The  Captain,  seeing  indications  of  difiiculty  from 
the  shore,  approached  the  vessel  in  his  cutter,  but 
was  warned  off  by  the  blacks  ;  he,  however,  suc- 

ceeded in  picking  up  one  sailor  who  had  leaped 
overboard  to  escape  death  at  the  hands  of  the  mu- tineers. 

lie  next  secured  the  services  of  some  of  the  local 
authorities,  as  well  as  a  company  of  American  sea- 

men, and  made  a  new  attempt  to  gain  possession 
of  the  vessel. 

While  affairs  were  in  this  state— the  French  sliip 
drifting,  and  the  Captain  arranging  his  forces— a 
British  steamer  sailed  into  port,  took  possession  of 
the  Recjina  Cadi,  received  the  Captain  on  board, 
without  paying  much  heed  to  his  story  or  his 
claims,  and  steamed  away,  with  the  French  vessel 
in  tow,  to  INlonrovia. 

Here  tlie  blacks  were  allowed  to  land,  carrying, 
as  the  Captain  alleges,  very  much  of  the  cargo with  them. 

The  captain  of  the  steamer  enters  claim  for  sal- 
vage, against  which  the  Frenchman  protests. 

The  discussion  of  the  affair  has  now  passed  under 
the  "distinguished  consideration"  of  diplomacy, 
and,  the  other  evening,  was  subject  of  debate  iu 
the  House  of  Lords. 

Lord  Brougham  dwelt  upon  the  event  as  illus- 
trative of  the  horrors  of  slavery,  and  concluded  by 

calling  "  upon  the  governments  of  France  and  l-ji- 
gland  to  put  an  end,  at  once  and  forever,  to  the 
odious  ti-allic  iu  human  beings." The  l^arl  of  Malmesbury  (Foreign  Secretary) 
spoke  of  it  as  an  affair  lying  between  the  respect- 

ive governments  of  France  and  Liberia  ;  but  said, 
farther,  that  "it  would  be  his  duty  to  protest  to 
the  French  Government  against  the  course  which 
they  were  pursuing,  which,  although  it  appeared  to 
be  a  system  of  immigration,  could  only  be  consid- 

ered a  renewal  of  the  slave-trade." 
Earl  Grey  "regretted  to  find  that  the  Govern- ment of  France  was  at  that  moment  a  gigantic 

slave-dealer,  and  that  wara  were  undertaken  in 
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Africa  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  captives  to  sell 
to  the  French  Government.  He  considered  that 
the  French  Government  were  responsiljle  to  God 
and  man  for  the  war  which  devastated  Africa  for 
the  purpose  of  obtaining  slaves  ;  and  regretted  that 
a  French  officer  should  act  the  disgraceful  part  of 
filling  the  office  of  supercargo  of  the  vessel  in  which 
they  were  shipped." These  arc  grave  charges,  and  have  excited,  as 
we  have  said,  no  small  amount  of  ireful  talk  on  this 
side  the  Channel.  The  Comtitutionnel  says,  curt- 

ly, "  France  can  not  and  will  not  accept  the  man- 
ner in  which  the  noble  lord  (Malmesbury)aiid  some 

other  orators  of  the  Upper  House  have  spoken  of  the 
conduct  of  the  French  Government  in  what  con- 

cerns the  importation  of  free  laborers  into  our  col- 

onies." Others  are  even  more  indignant  in  their  tone; 
and  a  grave  journalist,  not  heretofore  counted  in 
the  Imperial  ranks,  says,  "Public  sentiment  in 
France  has  been  too  largely  excited  by  the  ex- 

traordinary criminations  of  the  House  of  Lords, 
to  allow  the  Government  to  keep  silence.  It  must 
declare  itself  Avith  energy.  The  questions  of  Af- 

rican emigration,  now  for  a  long  time  discussed 
betAveen  the  two  governments,  has  taken  now  a 
long  stride  ;  it  must  be  delinitively  resolved  upon, 
and  pushed  Avith  zeal." 

Will  France  yield  the  point ♦Vill  England, 
with  Lord  Carnarvon's  exhibit  of  the  enormities 
of  the  Coolie  transportation,  press  the  point  ? 

If  packed  and  brutalized  Indiamen  Avill  give  new 
value  to  the  sugar  plantations  of  Jamaica,  may  not 
packed  and  brutalized  Liberians  give  value  to  the 
fields  of  jNIartinique  ?  The  largest  difference  seems 
to  lie  in  the  color  of  the  exportation ;  and  neither 
seems  in  the  Avay  of  helping  us  to  a  solution  of  the 
problem — hoAV  to  Avork  tropical  lands  by  men  Avho 
think  instead  of  men-machines.  Let  the  savans 
settle  us  this  point,  and  Ave  shall  need  neither 
Coolies  nor  Africans. 

Straight  from  this  sturdy  political  topic  Ave  Avill 
drift  aAvay,  far  as  the  Bosphorus,  into  the  Impe- 

rial Serai.  Nezibeh  Sultana,  daughter  of  the  Ot- 
toman ruler,  has  been  married,  and  Ave  assist  at 

the  nuptial  fote — so  much  of  it,  at  least,  as  belonged 
to  her  processional  passage  to  her  ncAV  home. 

The  ceremony  Avas  announced  for  the  hour  of 
noon,  but  long  before  that  time  the  part  of  the 
Bosphorus  in  front  of  the  Imperial  palace  Avas 
alive  Avith  caiques  of  every  size  and  description — 
from  the  stately  five-oared,  Avith  its  crew  in  Brussa 
silk  shirts,  doAvn  to  the  most  modest  single-oared 
caiques,  Avith  a  rag  for  a  carpet  and  a  Jew  for  a 
boatman.  Before  the  Avaiting- rooms,  Avhich  are 
separated  by  a  court-yard,  transformed  into  a  gar- 

den, from  the  palace  itself,  the  caiques  of  all  the 
pillars  of  the  state  Avere  draAvn  up  in  a  line,  Avait- 
ing  for  their  masters.  These  latter  perform,  in  the 
marriages  of  sultanas,  the  part  Avhich  in  common 
marriages  belongs  to  the  friends  of  the  bridegroom, 
Avhile  the  female  portion  of  their  families  paid  their 
homage  to  the  bride  in  the  harem.  The  palace 
showed  no  great  signs  of  preparation.  All  the 
range  of  the  apartments  for  males  and  the  state 
apartments  looked  as  dead  and  deserted  as  usual ; 
onh-  at  the  gilt  iron  gate  Avhich  leads  to  the  harem 
symptoms  of  life  Avere  visible.  The  passage  lead- 

ing doAvn  from  the  portico  to  the  gate  Avas  inclosed 
by  a  high  screen  of  red  cloth,  and  the  steps  cov- 

ered Avith  gorgeous  carpets,  on  which  gaudily- 

dressed  slave  children  Avcre  disporting  themselves. 
A  fcAv  palace  servants  carrying  trays  tied  up  in 
colored  gauze  along  the  quay  toward  the  caiques, 
some  eunuchs  in  gilt  uniforms  making  themselves 
busy,  and  noAV  and  then  a  Avhite-faced  palace  dig- 

nitary trying  to  look  active,  Avere  all  that  appear- 
ed. But  if  there  seemed  little  life  in  the  palace,  so 

much  the  more  Avas  outside.  The  quay,  usually  so 
gray  and  dismal,  looked  like  the  gay  parterre  of  a 
garden  ;  croAvds  of  Turkish  Avomen,  in  all  the  col- 

ors of  the  rainbow,  Avere  trying  to  settle  down,  for- 
getting, in  their  eagerness  of  sight-seeing,  their 

inborn  Oriental  dignity,  and  chattering,  quarrel- 
ing, and  pushing  about  like  any  liA'ely  European 

crowd.  At  one  o'clock  the  indispensable  salute  of 
cannon  announced  the  beginning  of  the  proceed- 

ings. One  by  one  tiie  high  officials  entered  their 
caiques ;  passing  the  palace,  they  stopped  at  some 
distance  from  it,  Avaiting  for  the  appearance  of  the 
bride,  and  read}'  to  head  the  cortege.  By  degrees 
the  palace  caiques  approached  and  moored  along 
the  quay,  leaving  the  place  of  honor  before  the 
gate  to  the  splendid  state  caique  destined  for  the 
sultana,  and  immediateh'  before  it  another,  simi- 

lar, but  not  so  rich,  for  tlie  Kislar  Aga,  Avho  has  to 
deliver  over  the  bride  to  her  future  husband.  The 
sultana's  caique  Avas  painted  Avhite,  Avith  richly- 
gilt  carvings  along  the  buhvarks,  and  rose-colored 
oars,  likewise  relieved  Avith  gold  ornaments.  In 
the  after-part  of  it  a  beautiful  little  cabin,  all  gold 
and  pale  blue,  Avith  glittering  Venetian  blinds,  Avas 
erected.  A  faint  sound  of  song,  the  usual  mar- 

riage ditty,  heralded  the  approach  of  the  bride; 
the  children  disappeared,  the  servants  formed  a 
roAA',  and  the  procession  began.  First  came,  sup- 

ported by  tAvo  blacks,  the  Kislar  Aga,  who  is  at 
the  head  of  the  Avhole  female  department  of  the 
palace,  and  plays  a  prominent  part  on  all  such  oc- 

casions. After  him  the  mother  of  the  bride,  gor- 
geously dressed  in  pink  satin  etjeh,  likewise  sup- 

ported by  tAVo  blacks,  one  of  them  holding  a  large 
pink  umbrella  embroidered  in  silver  over  her  head. 
She  Avas  folloAved  by  the  younger  brothers  and 
sisters  of  the  bride,  each  of  them  accompanied  by 
their  mothers  and  their  suites  of  ladies  and  blacks. 
When  these  had  passed  and  taken  their  seats  in  the 
caiques,  the  red  screen  Avas  spread  out  and  draAvn 
doAvn  to  the  door  of  the  little  cabin,  so  as  to  con- 

ceal the  bride  from  profane  eyes.  In  spite  of  these 
precautions,  before  she  descended  the  flight  of  steps 
one  could  catch  a  glance  of  her  as  she  came  out, 
covered  Avith  a  rose-colored  vail  from  head  to  foot, 
and  folloAved  by  a  host  of  ladies  and  children  of  the 
palace,  avIio  accompanied  her,  singing  the  monot- 

onous marriage  chant,  Avhich  sounded  quite  melo- 
dious as  it  came  across  the  Avater.  The  screen  Avas 

AvithdraAvn,  and  a  fat  eunuch  in  a  rich  urnform  sat 
before  the  door  of  the  cabin  Avhich  had  let  in  the 
bride.  The  signal  Avas  given,  and  the  proceifsion 
started,  the  high  officials  in  front  according  to  their 
rank — the  highest  nearest  to  the  bride  ;  after  them 
the  caique  containing  the  Kislar  Aga,  and  then  tlje 
bride,  folhnved  by  her  sisters  and  brothers,  and  her 
own  and  their  suites.  The  dist.ince  from  the  pal- 

ace toEinerghan,  Avhere  ]\Iustapha  Pasha's  summer palace  has  been  taken  for  the  couple,  is  al)Out  five 
miles,  and  the  sight  Avhicli  tliey  presented  Avhile  the 
procession  passed  sloAvly  Avas  quite  unique.  Where- 
ever  there  is  a  quay  along  tlie  Avliole  distance,  it 
Avas  covered  Avith  a  multitude,  almost  exclusiveh' 
women,  Avho  in  sight-seeing  haA'e  here  always  the 
right  of  precedence.    Wherever  there  is  no  quay. 
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and  the  houses  rise  close  to  the  water,  the  windows 
presented  the  same  aspect.  On  all  tlic  prominent 
points  the  militiiry  were  drawn  up,  with  their  hands 
idaying,  so  that  the  atrtlrn'.  was  almost  all  alonj; 
acco.upinied  by  the  sound  of  music.  The  effect 
which  this  enscnibl  •  produced  it  is  impossible  to  de- 

scribe. Color,  which  forms  the  most  prominent 
feature  in  every  Eastern  tableau,  lent  to  this,  too, 
a  charm  of  its  own;  the  most  glaring  tints  har- 

monized, and  were  framed  in  l)y  the  equally  bright- 
colored  houses  on  both  shores,  looking  their  best  in 
the  brilliant  sunshine,  with  emerald-green  hills 
as  a  bacli-ground,  a  cloudless  sky  above,  and  a 
blue,  calm  sea  below.  It  was  a  real  feast  for  the 
eye.  After  a  row  of  about  an  hour  and  a  half,  the 
procession  readied  its  destination.  Tlie  sultana 
stopped  before  the  harem  door,  in  her  caique,  until 
all  tlie  female  part  of  the  cortege  had  landed,  and 
formed  inside  to  receive  her.  Before  the  screen 
was  closed  one  could  see  the  grande  maitresse  come 
down  to  introduce  the  bride  to  her  house.  Again 
the  sounds  of  the  marriage  song  were  heard,  the 
screen  was  withdrawn,  and  the  bride  had  passed. 

Now,  as  we  come  back  from  this  bridal  service 
upon  the  Brazen  Horn,  let  us  take  note  (since  we 
have  no  more  serious  things  to  occupy  us)  of  a  rail- 

way chit-chat ;  the  place  lying  between  the  crowd- 
ed En^s  and  the  equally  crowded  Aix-la-Chapelle ; 

the  talkers  a  smoking  German,  a  red-whiskered 
Englishman,  and  a  loquacious  Hungarian — for,  in 
this  heated  season,  the  Rhine  country  brings  all 
nationalities  together. 

The  Hungarian  and  Englishman  have  been  voy- 
aging in  company  through  the  countries  border- 

ing the  Danube.  The  Hungarian  repeats  adven- 
ture after  adventure,  the  Englishman  confirming 

all  with  ejaculatory  "  No"  or  "  Yes,"  and  the  Ger- 
man puffing,  listening,  and  illustrating  his  won- 

derment with  "  Der  TeufeU^^ 
"  It  happened,"  says  the  Hungarian,  "  that  one 

ddij  we  came  into  a  village  where  a  great  crowd 
was  gathered  about  what  proved  to  be  a  scaffold. 
The  authorities  were  all  present,  and  a  corps  of 
soldiers,  besides  an  infinite  number  of  peasant 
men  and  women.  As  we  came  up  the  poor  cul- 

prit had  just  dropped,  and  was  dangling  in  the 
air. 

"Now  what  does  milord  do  but  jump  forward, 
burst  through  the  soldiery,  draw  his  pocket-knife, 
and  cut  the  man  down.  So  quickh'  was  it  all  done, 
that  the  wretched  creature  fell  upon  his  feet  alive  ; 
and  as  it  formed  no  part  of  the  law  in  that  country 
that  a  man  should  '  hang  till  he  was  dead,'  he  was 
quit  of  justice.  Of  course  there  was  a  great  up- 

roar; milord  was  seized,  his  coat  torn  from,  his 
back  [the  Englishman  nods  assent;  the  German 
puffs,  and  says  'Der  TcufdV^  and  would  have 
been  hanged  himself,  perhaps,  if  he  had  not  drawn 
out  his  purse  and  offered  to  make  it  all  right. 

"A  hundred  guineas  was  counted  over  to  the 
magistrate  ;  fifty  to  the  family  of  the  victim ;  be- 

sides which,  milord  insisted  upon  paying  fifty  more 
to  the  man  he  had  saved,  which  made  him  fifty 
limes  richer  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that  ?" 
"Magnifique!"  says  the  German;  "what  hu- 

manity, milord !" 
Milord  shakes  his  head.  "No;  it  was  only  a 

fancy  I've  had  for  a  long  time  to  get  possession  of 
a  rope  Avith  which  somebody  had  been  hanged.  I 
applied  at  Newgate,  but  the  people  said  no  ;  I  paid 

two  hundred  guineatt  for  this — it*s  in  my  port- 

manteau." Of  course  we  do  not  vouch  for  the  truth  of  rail- 
way conversations  ;  who  can  ?  1  he  English,  how- 

ever, arr-  certainly  very  fond  of  curiositief*. 
Another  railway  story  al)Out  .\rv  Scheffer,  who 

is  just  now  dead,  and  the  l)uke  of  Orleanf.  The 
painter  instructed  the  Orleans  princesses  in  draw- 

ing, and  endeared  himself  strongly  to  all  the  fam- 
ily of  Louis  riiilippe.  1  he  l>uke  of  Orleans  wa« 

in  the  haljit  of  visiting  the  artist  at  his  studio.  (Jn 
one  occasion,  as  he  passed  in  at  the  door,  in  liis 
usual  bourgeois  dress,  he  was  hailed  by  the  por- 
ter. 

Mon  ami,  do  you  mount  to  the  rooms  of  M. 

Schefter?" "  I  do,"  said  the  Duke. 
"  Eh  bien,^'  said  the  porter ;  "  the  tailor  has  just 

now  left  a  pair  of  pantalooris  for  liim — would  you 
be  so  good  as  take  them  with  you  ?" 

"  IVki  volonders,^^  said  the  Duke  ;  and,  present- 
ing himself  to  the  artist,  said,  "  I  hope,  rimn  (tmi, 

I  don't  use  too  much  ceremony  with  you  ;  here  are 
your  pantaloons  the  tailor  has  just  left." The  mortified  artist  attempted  apology  for  his 

porter. "There  is  no  need,"  said  the  Duke;  '  he  took 
me  for  a  friend  of  yours — why  shouldn't  he  .^" The  anecdote  gives  a  pleasanter  coloring  to  our 
memory  of  the  King's  son  than  one  of  Ary  Schef- 
fer's  portraits  could. 

We  said  Schefter  was  dead.  Let  us  put  on  re- 
cord a  fact  or  two  about  his  life. 

He  was  born  in  Holland  in  the  year  1705;  was 
educated  in  Erance,  and  his  artistic  tendencies 
were  all  Erench  to  an  extreme  ;  his  drawing  per- 

fect; his  coloring  exaggerated;  his  sentiment 
stilted.  His  greatest  pictures  are  "  Eiancesca 
Rimini  and  her  Lover  meeting  Dante  and  Virgil," 
the  "  Dead  Christ,"  and  two  from  (ioethe's  "  W'il- 
helm  Meister."  He  avoided  the  coteries  of  Paris, 
and  held  an  isolated  position;  none  of  the  estab- 

lished critics,  by  reason  of  tliis,  Avere  his  friends. 
As  a  man  he  was  much  beloved. 

The  late  Paris  duels  have  called  up  the  subject 
of  dueling  anew;  and  among  the  most  extraordi- 

nary affairs  of  that  nature  wliicii  inquiry  has 
brought  to  light,  is  the  story  of  a  <luel  commenc- 

ing in  17U1  and  ending  only  in  1813.  We  commend 
its  perusal  to  Messrs.  Gwin,  Wilson,  Burlingamc, 
et  id  oinne  hdligtr : 

In  1794,  then,  there  lived  a  Captain  of  hussars, 
Fournier  by  name,  at  Strasbourg,  who  was  the 
most  hot-headed  and  quarrelsome  man  in  all  that 

region.  Again  and  "again  he  had  slain  his  man  in duels,  but  no  successes  sei-nied  to  satiate  his  tasto 
for  this  sort  of  nnirder.  On  one  occasion  he  had 
wantonly  provoked  a  young  man,  named  Dlumm — 
who  Avas  a  great  favorite  among  the  good  bour- 

geoisie of  Strasbourg — and  as  Avantonly  had  slain him. 
The  Avholc  toAvn  Avas  full  of  excitement,  and  the 

Avhole  toAvn  condemned  Fournier  as  his  murderer. 
Still,  dueling  Avas  honorable ;  Avho  should  venture 
to  punish  the  murderer,  Avho  Avas  only  duelist  ? 

It  happened  that,  upon  the  night  of  the  burial 
of  poor  131umm,  a  great  ball,  long  time  announced, 
Avas  given  by  the  military  commander  of  the  place. 
Fournier  Avas  among  the  invited  guests;  but  the 
general  commanding,  foreseeing  a\  hat  unpleasant 
rencontres  might  groAV  out  of  his  presence,  gave  or- 
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tiers  to  his  aid-de-camp,  Captain  Dupont,  to  sta- 
tion himself  at  the  door,  and,  citing  the  order  of 

his  general,  to  give  conge  to  Fournier. 
Dupont  accepted  the  commission.  Fournier  in 

due  time  presented  himself.  Dupont  addressed 
him :  "  Fournier,  what  are  you  doing  here  on  the 
night  of  poor  Blumm's  burial.?" 

"  Ah  !  c'est  toi,  Dupont ;  ban  !  I  come  to  the  ball, 
naturally  enough." 

' '  And  I  am  here  to  prevent  you,  by  my  gener- 
al's orders." 

"Ah  !  c'est  ̂ .al  I  can  not  fight  the  general,  for 
his  rank;  you  will,  perhaps,  have  no  objection.? — 
you  who  commit  impertinences  at  second-hand." 

Dupont  accepted  the  challenge ;  in  a  few  days 
they  fought,  and  Dupont  succeeded  in  giving  the 
desperado  a  severe  sword  wound ;  but  Fournier, 
even  as  he  fell,  claimed  a  new  meeting.  On  his 
recovery  another  duel  was  fought,  in  which  Foui- 
nicr  wounded  Dupont  severely.  But  Dupont,  mad- 

dened by  the  ruffianism  of  his  antagonist,  and  trust- 
ing to  his  skill,  insisted,  upon  his  recovery,  on  a 

third  trial.  Fournier  declared  for  pistols,  being 
himself  unfailing  in  his  aim,  and  amusing  himself 
on  leisure  evenings  by  shattering  the  pipes  in  the 
mouths  of  the  soldiers  with  pistol-balls. 

Dupont,  however,  claimed  a  privilege  of  the 
military  service,  and  the  trial  Avas  renewed  with 
swords.  Both  were  slightly  wounded.  Upon  this 
a  duel  convention  was  drawm  up  between  them 
(still  in  existence),  running  in  this  way  : 

\st.  As  often  as  MM.  Dupont  and  Fournier  find 
themselves  within  thirty  leagues  of  each  other, 
they  shall  meet  half-wa}"  between,  for  a  duel  with 
swords. 

2(i.  If  either  of  the  combatants  finds  himself  re- 
strained by  the  exigences  of  the  service,  the  other 

shall  make  the  entire  journey,  in  order  to  effect  a 
meeting. 

od.  No  excuse,  except  such  as  may  grow  out 
of  the  exigences  of  military  duty,  shall  be  admis- 
sible. 

The  convention  was  executed  in  good  faith ;  on 
every  occasion  when  it  was  possible  for  the  two 
hot-heads  to  meet,  they  met,  and  fought  des- 
perately. 

A  most  extraordinary  correspondence  sprung  up 
between  them,  of  which  we  give  a  sample. 

"  I  am  invited,"  writes  one,  "to  breakfast  with 
the  staff  of  chasseurs,  at  Luneville ;  and  since  you 
are  in  that  place,  upon  leave  of  absence,  I  shall 
accept  the  invitation,  and  shall  hope  for  the  oppor- 

tunity of  giving  yon  another  sword  thrust. 
"  Truly  yours." 

Or,  again : 
"Dear  Friend, — I  shall  pass  through  Stras- 

bourg at  noon,  on  the  5th  of  November  next.  You 
will  find  me  at  the  Hotel  dcs  Postes  :  we  will  have 

a  fight." Sometimes  the  promotion  of  one  or  the  other,  by 
destroying  their  military  equality,  interfered  with 
the  prosecution  of  their  agreeable  engagements. 
Thus  Fournier  writes : 

"  My  dear  Dupont,— I  learn  that  the  Emperor 
has  made  you  General  of  Brigade.  Accept  my 
felicitations.  The  appointment  gives  me  special 
pleasure,  since  it  restores  you  to  equality  of  rank 
with  me,  and  gives  us  opportunity  to  renew  fight, 
which  I  shall  surely  do  on  the  first  occasion." 

The  aflfair,  naturally  enough,  attracted  great  at- 
tention in  its  day.  Each  bore  the  marks  of  nu- 
merous wounds  :  each  was  anxious  to  compass  the 

death  of  the  other.  Both,  however,  were  admira- 
ble swordsmen,  and  held  religiously  to  the  law  of 

the  duel,  which  forbade  a  second  thrust  after  blood 
had  once  been  drawn. 

On  one  occasion,  it  is  related  that  they  met  un- 
expectedly by  night  in  a  chalet  of  Switzerland. 

"  Ah,  Dupont,  it  is  you  !    Let  us  fight !" 
Dupont  threw  aside  his  cloak,  and  put  liimself 

in  position.  As  they  parried  thrust  after  thrust, 
the  following  conversation  took  place  : 

Parhleu  !  I  thought  you  were  in  the  interior." 
"  No,  I  am  ordei'ed  here." 
"  Good  !  We  shall  we  near  by.  Are  you  late- 

ly arrived  ?" "  This  instant." 
"Very  good  to  think  of  me."  And  as  he  spoke 

Dupont's  sAvord  pierced  his  neck-cloth,  grazing  his 
neck,  and  pinning  him  to  the  wall. 
I  The  noise  of  the  altercation  had  drawn  in  offi- 

cers from  a  neighboring  chalet,  who  separated  the 
antagonists. 

So  through  fourteen  years  the  long  duel  trailed, 
satisfaction  not  being  given  or  gained. 

At  length  Dupont  found  himself  on  the  eve 
of  marriage.  W\?,fiancie  insisted  the  strife  should 
be  ended.  He  paid  a  visit  to  Fournier  ;  he  repre- 

sented to  him  the  inconvenience  of  the  feud  and  the 
j  intervention  of  his  bride.  He  proposed  a  final- ity. 

A  duel  should  be  fought  with  pistols. 
Fournier,  conscious  of  his  force  in  that  way,  ex- 

pressed surprise. 
Dupont  says,  "  I  know  this.  But  I  have  a 

scheme  to  put  us  on  a  level.  A  friend  of  mine  has 
a  pleasant  copse,  inclosed  by  a  high  wall ;  there 
are  two  gates — one  to  the  north,  one  to  the  south. 
At  noon  precisely,  to-morrow,  you  shall  enter  at 
the  north  gate,  pistol  in  hand  ;  I  shall  enter  by  the 
south.  Once  within  the  copse,  each  shall  seek  his 
occasion  to  fire. 

The  terms  were  accepted.  At  noon  the  next 
j  day  they  entered  ;  the  gates  were  closed ;  they 
j  advanced  cautiously  fiom  thicket  to  thicket.  At 
lengtli  they  discovered  each  other,  and  at  the  same 
instant  each  took  refuge  behind  a  trunk.  Five 
minutes  passed :  Dupont  slowly  thrust  his  arm 
beyond  shelter  ;  the  bark  flew,  there  was  a  quick 
report,  and  one  ball  of  Fournier's  was  lost.  Five 
minutes  more,  and  Dupont  cautiously  thrust  his 
hat  into  sight :  on  the  instant  it  was  pierced,  the 
ball  grazing  his  fingers. 

He  now  marched  out  coolly :  Fournier  left  his 
shelter,  with  the  empty  pistol  in  his  hand — cool  to the  last. 

Dupont  took  deliberate  aim  at  his  heart — stopped. 
"  I  have  your  life  in  my  hands,"  said  he.  "  I  give 
it  you  on  this  condition  —  that  if  you  ever  harass 
me,  or  provoke  me  to  renew  this  long  fight,  I  shall 
have  the  benefit  of  two  balls  before  you  fire."  The 
condition  were  accepted  ;  the  fourteen  years  of 
duel  were  ended  ;  Dupont  was  married  ;  the  story 
is  done. 

"What  more  ?  Shall  we  tell  you  what  heat  is 
raging  in  Paris  ?  How  our  feet  cling  to  the  as- 

phalt—  how  the  carriages  are  moving  around  the 
skirts  of  the  Pre-Catalan  till  two  of  the  morning — 
how  the  damsels  of  Mabille  faint  and  fall — how  the 
glory  of  the  Chateau  des  Fleui's  is  wilted — how  we 
sigh  for  the  deep  glades  of  Fontainebleau,  where 
the  Court  is  holding  its  revels — how  the  talk  of 
munition  and  armaments,  the  taunts  of  the  Times, 
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and  the  explanations  of  the  MonUeur,  heat  us  only 
the  more  ? 

Or  sIuiU  we  give  you  to  read  only  the  idlcssc  in 
which  wo  inchilge — a  careless,  half-sleepy  eye-cast 
over  the  Faits  l)iversi 

A  pair  of  slippers,  a  gauze  dressing-gown,  an 
open  casement,  a  gentle,  languid  breeze  from  the 
river,  a  murmur  in  the  poplars,  a  Galir/nani,  and 
we  read  : 

What  an  Enolisiiman  wuitks. — ^I.  Cheva- 
lier reports  his  94^  Fahrenheit,  3'et  people  believe the  thermometer  is  keeping  back  the  truth.  The 

real  warmth  of  Paris  may  be  estimated  by  the 
number  of  gentlemen  who  walk  about  with  their 
hats  off,  and  who,  with  handkerchief  in  hand,  are 
constantly  employed  in  delicate  attentions  to  their 
head.  Maids  may  be  seen  sleeping  in  the  chairs 
of  the  public  gardens,  leaving  the  children  in  their 
charge  to  look  after  themselves.  The  politicians 
who  read  newspapers  b}-  habit  under  the  trees  in 
the  many  open-air  resorts  of  this  pleasant  city,  may 
be  observed  journal  in  hand,  without  looking  at  its 
contents.  I  believe  all  the  learned  leading  arti- 

cles about  the  Danubian  Principalities  are  sadly 
neglected  just  now.  It  is  also  too  hot  to  get  up 
any  interest  about  the  Montenegrins.  No  one 
seems  really  aiive  and  in  earnest  but  certain  En- 

glish travelers,  who  may  be  seen  issuing  out  of  the 
hotels  of  the  Rue  de  Rivoli.  They,  Avith  guide- 

book in  hand,  walk  as  rapidly  in  the  burning  sun 
as  if  they  had  just  left  the  office  of  their  London 
house  of  business,  and  feared  to  be  too  late  for  a 
railway  train.  Why  are  we  English  always  mak- 

ing a  labor  even  of  our  pleasures  ?  It  was  fright- 
ful to  see  young  Farnham  racing  with  his  two  sis- 

ters in  the  sunlight  to-day  (Si"  Fahrenheit  in  the 
shade).  It  was  three  o'clock  when  I  met  them, 
and  already  they  had  seen,  since  breakfast  time, 
the  Hotel  des  Invalides,  the  Louvre,  and  the  (har- 

den of  Plants  !  They  were  all  proud  of  their  work, 
and,  panting,  told  you  so  with  dainp,  red  faces  and 
dusty  boots.  'Come  and  see  the  Governor!'  ex- 

claimed my  friend.  We  proceeded  accordingl}'  to 
Meurice's  co?--^^e-room,  as  P'arnham  called  that 
long  saloon  on  the  ground  floor,  where  Englishmen 
may  be  seen  daih'  taking  their  breakfast  and  read- 

ing the  newspaper.  Old  Farnham  (he  is  the  Farn- 
ham of  Farnham,  Grigg,  and  Mason,  M  r)  was 

also  doing  business.  He  had  got  the  waiter  up  in 
a  corner,  and,  with  note-book  in  hand,  was  endeav- 

oring to  calculate  how  much  English  beer  was  con- 
sumed in  one  5'ear  in  Paris.  The  whole  family  are 

working  from  morning  to  night,  regardless  of  the 
heat  or  the  nominal  object  of  their  visit  to  Paris. 
Every  one  else,  as  I  said  before,  is  idle.  The 
cafes  on  the  Boulevards  are  doing  a  wonderful  bus- 

iness in  romantic  drinks  of  rainbow  hue,  from  the 
rose-colored  sirop  de  (jroseillcs^  convulsed  in  soda- 
water,  to  opal  absinthe.  If  other  trades  are  dull, 
those  who  live  b}^  the  thirst  of  the  fashionable 
world  must  be  doing  a  good  business." 

That  84°  Fahrenheit  may  carry  sensation  of  heat 
to  those  beyond  the  channel ;  but  you  will  smile  at 
it  in  Norfolk. 

And  you  will  smile  at  this  : 
*'  PiazE  Fight  by  Women.— Two  disreputable 

women  (Anne  Smith  and  Rachael  Gough)  were 
discovered  on  Sunday  morning  in  the  pottery-fields 
near  Liverpool,  stripped  to  the  waist,  and  lighting 
after  the  most  approved  fashion  of  professional  pu- 

gilists. Their  'fancy  men'  were  acting  as  seconds. 
The  affair,  it  appeared,  had  been  got  up  by  the  men 

in  question,  who  had  been  wagering  as  to  the  fight- 
ing properties  and  merits  of  their  respective  in- 

amoratas. The  women  were  brought  bcfi^re  the 
local  magistrates  yostf-rday,  and  each  coinmitte<l 
to  prison  for  a  niontli." And  at  this  : 

"  Toi,Kit,\TioN  or  CoLou.— At  the  annual  meet- 
ing of  the  Hritisli  and  Foreign  Anti-Shivcry  Soci^ 

ety,  last  Saturday,  Lord  Hrougham  related  the  fol- 
lowing amusing  anecdote  : 

"  '  Lord  Lyndhurst  gave  mn,  a  short  time  since, 
an  anecdote  of  a  gentleman  v.ho  was  connected 
with  the  Hague,  and  who  on  one  occasion  received 
an  invitation  to  the  Iiouse  of  a  Cuban  gentleman, 
a  negro  proprietor  f)f  a  large  estate,  where  he  was 
received  with  the  utmost  hospitality  and  treated 
elegantly.  He  said  that  he  was  rather  entertained 
when,  after  dinner  was  over,  his  colored  bust  said 
that  he  was  a  man  without  any  prejudice  whatever, 
and  that  whenever  he  found  a  person  honest,  hon- 

orable, and  respectable  in  every  point  of  view,  lie 
held  out  the  hand  of  fellowship  to  him,  even  though 
his  color  were  as  white  as  that  table-doth.'  " 

A  Times  correspondent  states  this  curious  fact : 
"  ]\Ionroe  Edwards  (who  died  a  convict  in  an 

American  jail)  succeeded  in  swindling  Lord 
Brougham  and  the  late  Lord  Althorp  hy  tiie  pre- 

tense that  he  was  here  to  expose  an  attempt  to  in- 
troduce African  slaves  into  Texas,  then  an  inde- 
pendent repul)lic  ;  but  that  was  proved  to  be  mere- 

ly the  clever  hoax  of  an  ingenious  rascal,  and  the 
only  sufferers  were,  not  the  Africans,  but  the  phi- 

lanthropic noblemen  al)Ove-named." And  he  goes  on  to  speak  in  tliis  way  of  the  Gulf 
visits  :  "  The  grave  question  that  has  now  arisen 
for  the  last  time  between  the  I'nited  States  and (ireat  Britain  has  absolutely  nothing  to  do  with 
the  slave-trade,  or  with  slavery.  The  great  fear 
is,  that  we  shall  only  awake  too  late  to  a  sense  of 
the  imminent  danger  of  the  position.  A  Washing- 

ton correspondent,  on  whose  accuracy  I  have  liecn 
accustomed  for  many  years  to  rely,  writes  me  that 
public  opinion  had  compelled  the  Administration 
to  order  (at  any  rate  the  attempt  at")  the  capture 
of  one  of  her  Majesty's  vessels  of  war  now  stationed on  the  American  coast.  Much  as  the  results  to 
which  this  might  lead  arc  to  be  deplored,  I  think 
that  if,  reversing  the  case,  twenty-one  of  our  coast- 

ing vessels  had  been  fired  into  and  boarded  by  an 
American  corvette  in  the  British  Chaimol,  we 
should  deem  a  less  vigorous  course  derogatory  to 
the  reputation  of  the  British  navy  ;  and  I  can  well 
imagine.  Sir,  the  vigorous  eloquence  witli  which 
vour  pen  would  announce  that  the  •  insolent  Yan- kee' had  been  brought  into  Plymouth  Sound  under 
the  stern  of  her  Majesty's  ship.  We  have  com- mitted a  series  of  gross  outrages;  it  behooves  us 
first  to  make  proper  reparation,  and  then,  having 
ascertained  whether  the  present  or  the  late  Ad- 

ministration are  responsible  for  what  has  been 
done,  to  avenge,  without  respect  to  party,  such 
audacious  and  wicked  trilling  with  the  interests 
of  the  masses  by  the  governing  class. "  1  am.  Sir,  etc., 

"  VOYAOKUK." 
Again,  this  waif  from  Italy :  "  A  discovery, 

interesting  to  the  literary  world,  has  recently  been 
made  at  Florence,  being  that  of  a  manuscript  copy 
of  Dante,  thought  to  be  in  the  handwriting  of  Pe- 

trarch. The  Grand  Duke,  and  particularly  the 
Hereditary  Prince,  who  pays  much  attention  to 
literary  matters,  requested  the  savant  Amici  to 
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visit  all  the  libraries  in  which  there  are  manu- 

scripts of  Petrarch,  and  take  a  facsimile  by  means 
of  photography,  in  order  to  compare  with  them  the 
manuscript  now  lighted  on.  M.  Amici  visited 
Milan  for  this  purpose,  the  Ambrosian  library  in 
that  city  containing  a  Virgil  copied,  it  is  said,  by 
Boccaccio,  but  with  notes  in  the  handwriting  of 
Petrarch.  On  one  of  the  leaves  is  a  note  written 
on  the  very  day  that  he  lost  his  Laura,  and  men- 

tioning the  fact." And,  finally,  a  characteristic  speech  from  Mr. 
Dickens  before  the  "General  Recreation  Society" 
of  London  :  we  have  room  only  for  a  bit  of  its  in- 

troduction :  "You  must  know  that  I  have  still  at 
home  one  very  dear  young  child  not  yet  arrived  at 
the  years  of  sufficient  discretion  to  go  to  school  in 
France  or  Germany  with  his  brothers.  He  has 
formed  a  decided  hostilit}'  to  all  cats  in  the  neigh- 

boring courts,  in  which  he  is  assisted  by  a  Scotch 
terrier.  These  two  —  the  English  child  and  the 
Scotch  dog — are  perpetually  flying  in  and  out  of  the 
garden,  the  terrier  in  a  sort  of  poetical  rapture  of 
cats.  This  very  afternoon  I  was  in  my  own  room, 
endeavoring  with  a  heavy  heart  to  consider  the  re- 
sponsibilit}'  I  had  taken  upon  myself  for  this  even- 

ing, but  I  was  unable  to  do  so  in  consequence  of 
these  two,  and  so  I  resolved  to  go  for  a  short  stroll. 
The  first  thing  I  saw  when  I  went  out  of  my  own 
door  was  a  policeman  who  was  hiding  among  the 
lilacs,  apparently  lying  in  wait  for  some  burglar 
or  murderer.  After  observing  him  with  great 
anxiety  for  a  minute  or  two,  I  was  relieved  to 
find  that  the  subject  of  his  vigilance  was  nothing 
more  than  a  hoop,  which  he  presently  took  into 
custody,  and  carried  ofT  to  the  station-house.  Now, 
my  wa}'  happened  to  lie  through  three  leading 
squares.  In  the  first  I  encountered  a  company  of 
seven  little  boys,  each  boy  carrying  a  bag  much 
larger  than  himself,  a  y&vy  peculiar  bottle,  and  a 
very  home-made  fishing-rod,  with  which  impedi- 

ments they  M'ere  making  their  way  to  Hampstead 
ponds,  Avhere  I  imagine  the  party  would  not  arrive 
in  time  to  tumble  in  before  dark.  I  found  the 
dignity  of  the  second  square — a  highly  genteel  one 
— very  mucli  impaired  b}'  having  the  game  of  hop- 

scotch chalked  all  over  its  pavement  ;  and  here, 
too,  I  found  ni}'  own  personal  dignity  suffered  some 
little  detriment  through  my  t)ecoming,  without  my 
own  consent,  a  centre  point  or  pivot  to  a  game 
between  two  boys,  who  avoided  each  otlier  round 
me,  and  looked  at  each  other  through  me,  and 
made  me  of  no  more  account  than  if  I  had  been  a 
sort  of  moving  post  or  pillar.  Coming  to  a  long 
hackney  coach-stand  in  that  neighborhood,  I  found 
the  waterman  in  a  state  of  red  heat  and  rage,  be- 

cause some  children  were  sending  their  shuttle- 
cocks flying  about  among  the  horses,  while  oth- 

er.little  children  were  shouting  to  an  imaginary 
b{}-a-a-loon.  In  the  third  square  I  arrived  in  time 
to  ofif'er  relief  to  three  diminutive  little  boys,  who had  been  made  the  sport  of  three  other  diminutive 
little  boys,  a  size  larger,  and  who,  in  default  of 
any  thing  else  for  play,  had  thrown  the  three  lit- 

/ile  boys'  caps  down  an  area.  I  arrived  in  course 
-of  time  in  Lincoln's-inn-fields,  where  speedily  I 
seemed  to  find  myself  in  an  enemy's  country,  as 
awful  spikes  had  been  stuck  into  all  the  posts  for 
the  impalement  of  the  youth  of  London,  and  there, 
too,  I  saw  an  attack  on  the  part  of  an  officer  in 
gold-lace  hat,  and  armed  with  a  large  cane,  upon 
the  little  boys  there,  Avhom  he  pursued  with  hor- 

rible menaces."  i 

A MEMBER  of  the  diplomatic  corps  from  our 
country,  residing  in  Europe,  writes:  "You 

can  form  no  idea  how  home-like  and  refreshing  it 
is  to  cut  the  pages  of  your  mirth-provoking  Draw- 

er, and  enjoy  the  feast  of  good  things,  away  over 
the  seas,  and  among  a  strange  people.  Next  to 
being  at  home  is  the  pleasure  of  receiving  and 
reading  Harper.  For  good  and  sufficient  reasons 
you  need  not  mention  the  exact  spot  from  Avhich 
you  get  this  note  ;  but  you  may  be  sure  that  your 
IMagazine  finds  its  way  here,  and  is  always  wel- 

come '  as  the  hand  of  brother  in  a  foreign  land.'  " 

The  keeper  of  the  Drawer  is  under  obligations 
manifold  to  the  friends  at  home  and  al)road  who 
supply  these  pages  with  so  many  capital  things; 
and  never  have  the  oldigations  been  greater  than 
during  the  summer  months  just  passed.  But  the 
state  of  oxw  pages  has  been  such  that  the  amount 
of  matter  in  the  Drawer  department  has  been  ne- 

cessarily curtailed,  and  many  of  the  choicest  favors 
of  our  friends  are  yet  lying  snugly  under  lock  and 
key,  waiting  for  a  place  and  space  to  air  them- 

selves. We  make  this  explanation  that  our  corre- 
spondents may  not  suppose  that  the  pleasant  things 

they  have  sent  us  have  been  overlooked  or  forgot- 
ten. On  the  contrary,  they  are  struggling  for  a 

hearing,  and  shall  have  it  soon.  In  the  mean  time 
let  us  have  the  best  that  every  reader  has  at  his 
command,  under  the  good  old  rule — "  The  more  the 

merrier." In  a  place  in  Wisconsin,  the  name  of  which  we 
can  not  pronounce  if  we  should  succeed  in  spelling 
it,  resides  a  correspondent  of  the  Drawer  who  fur- 

nishes the  following : 
"  Odd  and  good  is  old  Dr.  Nichols,  who  former- 
ly practiced  medicine  in  Ohio.  He  '  took  up'  the 

business,  having  been  '  brought  up'  to  a  trade  ;  and 
as  the  calls  and  fees  did  not  come  fast  enough  to 
suit  him,  he  added  an  apothecarj-'s  shop  to  his  bus- 

iness, for  the  retail  of  drugs  and  medicines.  He 
had  a  great  sign  painted  to  attract  the  wondering 
eyes  of  the  villagers,  and  the  Doctor  loved  to  stand 
in  front  of  the  store  and  explain  its  beauties  to  the 
gaping  beholders.  One  of  these  was  an  Irishman, 
who  gazed  at  it  for  a  while  with  a  comical  look, 
and  then  exclaimed, 

"  '  Och !  and  by  the  powers.  Doctor,  if  it  isn't 
fine  !  but  there's  something  a  little  bit  wanting  in 

it.' 

"  '  And  what,  pray,  is  that?'  asked  the  Doctor. 
"  '  Why,  you  see,'  says  Pat,  '  you've  got  a  beau- 

tiful sheet  of  water  here,  and  not  a  bit  of  a  bird 

swimming  in  it.' 
"  '  Ay — yes,'  replied  the  Doctor  ;  '  that's  a  good 

thought.  I'll  have  a  couple  of  swans  painted  there ; 
wouldn't  they  be  fine.^' 

"  '  Faith  and  I  don't  know  but  thev  would,' 
says  Pat;  'but  I'm  after  thinking  there's  anither 
kind  o'  bird  what  would  be  more  appropriate.' 

"  'And  what's  that  .5'  asks  the  Doctor. 
"•Why  I  can't  exactly  think  of  his  name  jist 

now,  but  he  is  one  of  them  kind  of  birds  that  when 
he  sings  he  sa^'S  "  Quack,  Quack,  Quack!"' 

"  The  last  that  was  seen  of  Pat  and  the  Doctor, 
Pat  was  running  for  dear  life,  and  the  Doctor  aft- 

er him." It  is  one  thing  to  say  you  are  going  to  die,  and 
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quite  another  thing  to  bo  tohi  of  it  hy  sonicliody 
else.  This  truth  is  well  illustrated  by  an  incident 
wliidi  a  friend  relates  as  occurrini^  in  his  own  ex- 

perience,   lie  is  a  lawyer : 
*'One  of  the  coldest  nights  in  January  I  was 

roused  from  my  sleep  by  a  loud  knocking  at  my 
door,  for  the  servants  were  all  in  bed  and  it  was 
past  tAvi'Ivc  o'clock.  I  opened  the  window,  and 
Avas  told  by  a  rich  Irish  voice  that  a  gentleman  at 
the  St.  Nicholas  was  tlying,  and  wanted  a  lawyer, 
and  I  must  come  without  a  moment's  delay.  Hur- 

rying on  my  clothes  I  was  soon  in  the  street,  and, 
reaching  the  hotel,  was  conducted  at  once  to  the 
stranger's  room.  Evidently  he  was  \ery  sick.  I 
took  my  seat  by  his  side,  expressing  regret  at  find- 

ing him  so  ill.  '  Yes,  Sir,'  he  said,  '  I  am  dying, and  I  want  to  make  my  will ;  will  you  write  it  at 
once  ?'  Taper  and  pens  being  at  hand,  I  drew  up 
his  will  at  his  dictation.  He  had  large  property. 
Stocks,  real  estate,  and  various  securities  were  be- 

queathed to  his  several  relatives  ;  charitable  insti- 
tutions Avere  remembered,  and  the  whole  thing 

done  in  legal  form.  Before  closing  the  document 
I  said  to  him,  as  he  was  a  stranger  in  the  city,  per- 

haps he  Avould  wish  to  make  some  arrangement  or 
leave  direction  respecting  his  burial — what  ceme- 

tery, etc. — or  what  should  be  done  with  his  re- 
mains. Starting  up  from  his  pillow,  and  making 

a  grasp  toward  me,  he  cried  out,  '  Burial  !  ceme- 
tery!  remains!  What  are  you  tallcing  about? 

You  villain !  do  you  tell  me  I'm  going  to  die ! 
I'm  not  going  to  do  any  thing  of  the  kind !  Get 
out  of  this  room !  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  I 
don't  wisli  your  company — out  with  you  !' 

*'  It  was  plain  the  man  was  out  of  his  mind.  In his  weak  state  the  excitement  had  been  too  much 
for  him.  He  tore  his  bed-clothes,  raved  for  an 
hour  or  two,  then  became  quiet  and  went  to  sleep. 
I  left  the  house  and  returned  to  my  own,  ponder- 

ing upon  the  strange  scenes  through  which  I  had 
passed.  The  next  day  I  called  at  the  hotel  to  make 
inquiries  after  my  client.  He  had  packed  up  in 
the  morning,  and  taken  the  cars  for  home!  The 
excitement  had  set  him  up.  I  was  a  better  doctor 
tiian  lawyer.  But,  whether  he  regarded  me  as 
one  or  the  other,  he  had  left  a  note  for  me,  apolo- 

gizing for  his  conduct  and  inclosing  fifty  dollars." 

We  have  read  the  following  long  time  ago,  and 
now  have  it  from  two  correspondents  who  think  it 
has  never  been  printed,  and  they  are  telling  it  to 
the  world  for  the  first  time.  Well,  it  is  a  very 
good  story : 

"  A  young  Methodist  minister,  full  of  zeal  in  his 
Master's  work,  was  '  riding  circuit'  in  the  mount- ains of  North  Carolina.  At  the  forks  of  the  road 
there  lived  a  brawny,  stalwart  son  of  Vulcan,  who 
did  the  blacksmithing  for  all  the  country  people 
therearound.  He  was  a  man  of  strong  will,  and  a 
zealous  disciple  of  Tom  Paine.  His  Herculean 
frame,  and  bold,  flat-footed  Avay  of  saying  things, 
had  impressed  his  neighbors,  and  he  lield  the  rod 
in  terroreni  over  them. 

"One  calm,  bright  Saturday  morning  many  of  the 
neiglibors — as  is  the  Avont  in  these  out-of-the-way 
places,  had  assembled  at  the  blacksmith's  shop. 
The  young  minister  rode  up,  saddle-bagged,  on  his 
sleek,  nice  steed  (Methodist  ministers  are  famous 
as  judges  of  horse-flesh,  you  know).  After  passing 
the  usual  compliments  with  the  neighbors,  Mr. 
'N'ulcan  walked  up,  and,  in  an  unmistakable  voice and  manner,  inquired, 

"  '  Where  are  you  going  to,  Sir?' 
"  MfM'kly  the  nunifllcr  replied,  'To  Brown's 

('hap(d,  wijere  I  have  an  appuintinent  to  pr«.'at!i.' 
"  '  Did  \<»u  not  rcceivf  a  message  from  me  ih.ii 

you  shoultl  not  preach  tlicre,  nor  eltevrbcro  in  my 

I  grounds .'' 
"'I  did.' 

"  '  Do  von  mean  to  preach  ?* "  '  I  do.' 
"  '  Do  vou  know  who  I  am  ?' 

I  dJ.' 

"  '  And  vou  mean  to  tlisobcv  mv  order  ?' "  '  I  do.' 
"  '  You  will  have  to  walk  over  mo  tirst  then at 

the  same  time  seizing  the  minister  liv  llie  ann, 
and  attemjning  to  pull  him  from  his  horse.  In  a 
twinkling  the  active  young  man  .•sprang  from  hi<i 
horse  plunq)  upon  the  l)ody  of  the  blacksmith,  his 
weight  carrying  them  both  to  the  earth,  the  min- 

ister uppermost.  Skillfully,  artistically  putting  in 
his  fist  into  the  blacksmith's  face,  while  one  hand 
held  hiin  tightly  l)y  the  throat,  the  smith  had  no 
time  to  lose,  but  soon  bellowed  out  '  Enough  I' 

!  greatly  to  the  amaz.ement  and  amusement  of  the 
by-standers,  who  looked  on  and  'let  him.' 

"  '  ]\Iay  I  preach.''  says  the  minister,  still  pin- 
ning him  to  the  earth. 

"'No!' 

"  '  Very  well,'  and  he  began  to  repeat  his  biows with  telling  efiect. 
"  '  Enough  !' 
"  '  I\Iay  I  preach  ?' 
"  '  Yes,'  says  the  smith. 
"  '  I  want  Tom  Paine's  works — where  are  they  ?' asks  the  minister. 
"  '  What  do  you  want  with  them  replied  the 

smith. 
"  '  You  shall  burn  them.' 
"'I  will  die  first!'  crieil  "Yulcan,  still  pinned, 

but  making  a  death-struggle  to  rise. 
"  '  Very  well ;'  and  the  minister  put  in  his  blows 

again,  hot  and  heavy. 
"  'Enough,  I  tell  you,  enough  !  will  you  kill  a 

man?' 

"  '  AYill  you  burn  Tom  Paine's  works  ?' "  '  No  !  no  !  no  !' 
"  'Very  well;'  and  the  minister  put  in  a  bh^w 

which  brought  the  claret. 
"  '  Y'es,  yes!  I  will  burn  the  books  if  you  will 

let  me  get  up  !' 
"  '  All  right !  but  you  must  go  Avilh  me  to  meet- 

ing to-day  and  hear  me  preach.' "  '  No ;  I  will  die  a  luuuh-ed  deaths  before  I  will 

do  that!' "  '  Yes,  you  shall  !'  and  fixing  one  knee  on  the breast  of  the  bravado  and  one  hand  on  his  throat, 
he  began  ]iommcling  the  smith  wit.M  /.eal,  and  no mistake. 

"Vulcan  baAvled  out,  'Yes,  yes!  any  thing! 
You  .'^hall  preach,  I  will  biirn  Tom  Paine's  books, 
and  will  go  with  you  to  meeting  !' "  There  was  an  lionest  earnest ncss  in  his  prom- 

ises ;  so  the  young  man  helped  him  up,  and  wasli- 
ed  his  bruises.  Vulcan  walked  into  his  house — a 
few  rods  oil— soon  returned,  bringing  all  his  inlidel 
books  with  him,  laid  them  on  the  hearth,  set  his 
bellows  to  work  with  his  own  hand,  and  soon  they 
were  consumed, 

"  '  Wash  and  dress  yourself,  and  come  along.  I 
am  late — you  have  detained  me,' said  the  minister. 

"  And  so  did  \'ulcan  ;  and  the  preacher  s  lys  '  he 
I  Avent,  listened,  prayed,  and  in  a  short  time  became 
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a  humble,  consistent  Christian,  and  is  to-day  the 
most  useful  and  valuable  member  I  have  ever  had 

in  all  my  churches.'  " 

The  monotony  of  a  recent  trip  from  New  Orleans 
to  Memphis  was  pleasantly  relieved  by  the  follow- 

ing somewhat  unusual  occurrence : 
Dinnei" — the  great  event  of  the  day — being  fin- 

ished, how  to  "  kill  time"  was  the  only  thought  of 
the  passengers.  Some  proceeded  to  the  hurricane- 
deck  ;  others,  with  a  determination  to  lose  money 
as  well  as  time,  were  seated  in  the  "  social  hall," 
engaged  in  the  fascinating  game  of  "poker;"  but 
the  greater  number  were  lounging  in  easy  postures 
about  the  cabin,  perusing  Harper  for  July,"  or 
deeply  immersed  in  the  "  j-ellow-covered  litera- 

ture" so  plentiful  on  our  Western  waters. 
In  the  ladies'  cabin  were  seated  the  captain  and 

his  friend — a  rich  Tennessee  planter — and  two  lady 
acquaintances,  playing  a  social  game  of  "eucher." 
Near  the  party,  at  the  piano,  sat  a  lovely  youi^ 
widow,  who  was  returning  East  from  a  visit  to  the 
"  Crescent  City,"  and  with  whom  the  young  plant- 

er had  formed  a  sliglit  acquaintance.  Suspended 
above  the  instrument  was  a  mirror,  in  which  was 
reflected  the  pretty  features  of  the  young  widow  ; 
and  from  the  frequent  glances  of  the  planter  in  that 
direction,  he  seemed  far  more  interected  in  the 
music  than  in  the  cards. 

At  last  he  exclaimed.  "  Captain,  do  you  think 
there  is  any  music  in  such  pieces  as  she  is  play- 

ing?" to  which  the  captain  replied,  "No;  I  have 
heard  Gottschalk  and  Thalberg  play  just  such  stuff" in  New  Orleans  at  two  dollars  a  ticket,  and  I  must 
say  I  had  rather,  ten  to  one,  hear  our  boys  sing 
'Jordan'  or  the  'Mississippi  Boat-race'  than  listen 
to  the  best  of  their  fancy  music."  One  of  the  la- 

dies here  remarked  that  her  friend  was  performing 
some  of  the  choicest  gems  from  "II  Trovatore  ;" 
and  that  all  the  best  music  was  from  the  operas. 
The  young  Tennesseean  then  desired  to  know  what 
operas  "Yankee  Doodle"  and  "Arkansas  Travel- 

er" were  taken  from  ?  for,  in  his  opinion,  they  were 
among  the  best  pieces  he  had  ever  listened  to. 
Rising  from  his  seat,  he  proposed  the  question  to 
the  lad}'  at  the  piano ;  seeming  to  have  more  con- 

fidence in  her  opinion,  on  so  important  a  subject, 
than  in  that  of  his  companions,  and  pretended  great 
surprise  at  being  informed  that  his  favorite  pieces 
were  not  operatic.  The  party  now  gathered  round 
the  piano,  and  one  and  anotlier  favorite  song  was 
called  for,  and  performed  by  the  obliging  widow, 
to  the  evident  delight  of  the  j'oung  planter,  who, 
in  his  turn,  asked  her  to  sing  "Do  the}'  miss  me 
at  home.?"  This  finished,  it  was  agreed  that  the 
performer  should  favor  the  company  with  her  favor- 

ite ;  whereupon  she  commenced  the  well-known 
song,  "  I  would  like  to  change  my  name."  Dur- 

ing its  performance  the  Tennesseean  seemed  wholly 
absorbed  in  either  the  music  or  the  musician ;  and 
when,  in  the  second  verse,  she  sang, 

"I  would  like  to  change  my  name, And  settle  down  in  life; 
Here's  a  ch.ance  for  some  young  man 

That's  seeking  for  a  wife. 
Perhaps  you  think  I'm  jesting, 
And  mean  not  what  I  say; 

But  if  you  think  so,  try  me, 
You'll  land  I'll  not  say  nay" — 

she  gave  him  a  roguish  look  from  her  laughing 
black  eyes  that  evidently  excited  new  emotions 
within  him,  for— with  a  mixture  of  boldness  and 

difl[idence — he  remarked  that  he  had  often  heard 
that  there  was  much  truth  spoken  in  jest ;  and 
that,  for  his  part,  he  was  willing  to  test  her  sin- 
cerit}'.  Suiting  his  actions  to  his  words,  he  wrote 
his  name  on  a  card,  and,  handing  it  to  her,  he  ask- 

ed whether  the  name  upon  it  would  make  an  agree- 
able change.  Although  herself  much  surprised  at 

the  part  she  was  acting  in  a  joke  that  Avas  becom- 
ing more  practical  than  was  at  first  intended,  she 

did  not  appear  displeased  Avith  his  question,  or  to 
wish  to  retreat  from  her  position,  but  still  rather 
evaded  a  direct  reply.  As  he  pressed  her  for  an 
answer,  she  asked  him  if  he  really  was  in  earnest  ? 
and  upon  his  assuring  her  that  he  was,  she  said, 
"Then,  so  am  1."  "Enough  said!"  exclaimed 
the  young  planter;  "if  there  is  a  clergyman  on 
board  we  wdll  have  the  ceremony  performed  forth- 

with." 

The  captain  informed  him  that  the  Eev.  Mr. 
C  ,  from  ,  was  on  board;  but  desired  that 
he  might  have  a  little  time  to  make  suitable  prep- 

arations for  the  occasion,  which  it  was  agreed  should 
come  oft'  at  eight  o'clock  on  the  same  evening. 

Accordingl}'  vigorous  preparations  were  imme- 
diately set  on  foot  by  the  captain,  who  was  de- 

termined that  the  time  or  occasion  should  not  easi- 
ly be  forgotten  by  any  of  the  participants.  His 

success  was  complete;  and  a  happier  bride  and 
bridegroom,  or  a  merrier  wedding  party,  w^as  never 
seen  than  "  tripped  the  light  fantastic  toe"  that 
evening  on  board  the  stanch  steamer. 

The  pleasure  of  the  party  w^as  at  its  height  when 
the  captain  announced  that  they  had  arrived  at 

 landing,  where  his  friend  would  be  obliged  to 
leave  them.  And  so,  amidst  the  cordial  congratu- 

lations of  their  friends,  the  best  wishes  of  the  pas- 
sengers, and  the  cheers  of  the  crew,  the  happj' 

couple  left  the  boat  for  their  "  sunny  Southern 
home."  As  the  boat  resumed  her  course  we  turn- 

ed into  our  berths  to  dream  on  the  events  of  the 

day,  and  wonder  at  the  irresistible  "power  of 

music." As  the  quasi  King  of  America  is  said  to  be  de- 
scended from  the  Kings  of  Kippen  in  Scotland,  it 

ma}'  not  be  uninteresting  to  our  readers  to  know 
how  the  Buchanans  of  Arnpryor  came  to  acquire 
that  title. 

James  the  Eifth  of  Scotland,  who  is  described  as 
"  a  very  sociable,  debonair  prince,"  haft  a  custom, 
like  the  celebrated  Ilaroun  Alraschid,  of  traveling 
in  disguise,  in  order  to  hear  complaints  which  might 
not  otherwise  reach  the  royal  ears.  On  these  oc- 

casions he  assumed  the  name  of  "  the  Goodman  of 
Ballangeich  ;"  that  is,  the  farmer  or  tenant  of  Bal- 
langeich,  a  steep  pass  behind  the  royal  castle  of Stirling. 

In  tlie  autumn  of  1530,  James,  who  was  feasting 
at  Stirling  castle,  sent  for  some  venison  to  the 
neighboring  hills.  The  venison  had  to  pass  the 
gates  of  the  castle  of  Arnpryor,  belonging  to  the 
chief  of  the  Buchanans. 

Buchanan  had  a  considerable  number  of  guests 
with  him,  and  was  short  of  victuals,  although  they 
had  more  than  enough  of  liquor. 

Seeing  so  much  fat  venison  passing  his  gate,  the 
chief  seized  on  it,  and  to  the  expostulations  of  tl;e 
keepers,  who  told  him  it  liclonged  to  King  J;<mes, 
he  somewhat  rudely  answered  that  if  James  was 
King  in  Stirling,  he  was  King  in  Kippen — the  nnme 
of  the  district  in  which  the  castle  of  Arnpryor  is 
situated. 
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On  hearing  -what  had  happened,  James  immedi- 
ately mounted  his  horse  and  rode  to  Buchanan's 

house,  where  he  found  a  couple  of  grim  warders, 
with  battle-axes  on  their  shoulders,  standing  sen- 

tinels at  the  door. 
These  warders  refused  tlie  King  admittance,  say- 

ing the  laird  was  at  dinner  with  his  friends,  and 
could  not  be  disturbed,  "Yet  go  up,  my  good  fel- 

low," said  the  King  to  the  milder  looking  of  the 
wardens,  "  and  tell  the  laird  that  the  Goodman  of 
Hallangeich  has  come  to  feast  Avitli  the  King  of 
Kippcn."  The  warder  went  grumbling  into  tlie 
castle,  and  told  his  master  "that  a  chiel,  wi'  a 
rough,  red  beard,  who  ca'd  himscl'  the  (Joodman  of 
Ballangeich  was  at  the  gate,  and  said  he  had  come 
to  feast  Avilh  the  King  of  Kippen."  As  soon  as 
Buchanan  heard  these  words  he  knew  the  King 
was  there  in  person  ;  and  hastening  down,  asked 
his  forgiveness  for  his  insolent  conduct. 

James  not  only  forgave  him,  but,  going  into  the 
castle,  feasted  on  his  own  venison ;  and,  after 
washing  it  down  with  copious  draughts  of  claret, 
became  so  softened  that  he  gave  the  laird  liberty 
to  tithe  any  of  the  royal  venison  that  might  there- 

after be  passing  his  gate.  And  thus  the  chief  of 
the  Buchanans  of  Arnprj'or  was  ever  afterward, 
and  is  even  now,  jocularl}'  called  the  "King  of 
Kippen." 

"Whoever  has  been  present  in  the  NeAV  York 
House  of  Assembl}^  when  the  question  is  taken 
upon  the  final  passage  of  a  bill,  can  scarcely  fail 
to  remember  that  after  the  roll  has  been  called, 
perhaps  the  second  or  third  time,  one  member  after 
another  rushes  in  from  the  lobby,  screaming  out, 
'  Mr.  Speaker,  I  desire  to  have  my  name  recorded 
in  the  affirmative  !' 

"The  writer  of  this  recently  borrowed  of  an  As- 
semblyman from  one  of  the  rural  counties  a  book 

of  travels,  entitled  'Travels  and  Adventures  of 
Alexander  Henry,'  published  at  Montreal  in  1809. 
Mr.  Henry  had  been  an  Indian  trader,  and  mirac- 

ulously escaped  with  his  life  from  the  massacre  by 
the  Indians  at  Fort  Michilimackinac,  in  17G3. 

"'The  morning  after  the  massacre,'  Mr.  II, 
says,  '  I  was  alarmed  by  a  noise  in  the  i)rison 
lodge;  and  looking  through  the  openings  of  the 
lodge  in  which  I  was,  I  saw  seven  dead  bodies  of 
white  men  dragged  forth.  Upon  my  inquiring 
into  the  occasion,  I  was  informed  that  a  certain 
Indian  chief,  called  by  the  Canadians  Le  Grand 
Sable,  had  not  long  before  arrived  from  liis  win- 

ter's hunt ;  and  that  he  having  been  absent  when 
the  war  begun,  and  being  now  desirous  of  mani- 

festing to  the  Indians  at  large  his  hearty  concur- 
rence in  what  they  had  done,  had  gone  into  the 

prison  lodge,  and  there,  with  his  knife,  put  the 
seven  men  whose  bodies  I  had  seen  to  death,' 

"  Written,  by  way  of  note,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
page  from  which  the  above  extract  is  taken  is  the 
following,  in  the  handwriting  of  the  member:  '  In 
parliamentary  language,  '/je  desired  to  have  his  name 
recorded  in  the  affirmative.^  " 

A  CORRESPONDENT  iu  Kausas  sends  the  follow- 
ing to  the  Drawer.  He  signs  his  own  name  to  the 

story,  warranting  it  to  be  true : 
"Judge  Jones,  of  Indiana,  celebrated  alike  for 

his  want  of  beauty  and  his  superior  shrewdness  as 
a  criminal  lawyer,  when  once  on  a  visit  to  the 
State  Fair  at  Indianapolis,  was  presented  with  a 
jadc-kni/e  by  a  '  committee  of  wags'  for  being  the 

ugliest  man  in  the  State.  The  Judge  good-hu- 
moredly  pocketed  both  the  knife  and  the  joko. 
Some  time  after,  whoj  attending  a  term  of  the  Cir- 

cuit Court  of  Liberty,  Indiana,  he  one  day  e.spied 
a  man  on  tiie  street  wlu)  immediately  attracted  liia 
whole  attention.  After  fi)llowing  him  tiirough  the 
town,  examining  his  face  closely,  until,  .seemingly 
convinced  of  some  doul)tful  tiuestion,  he  approach- 

ed the  man  and  stopped  him. 
"  '  IMy  dear  Sir,'  said  tlie  .ludge,  '  I  have  a  pres- 

ent in  my  possession  that  belongs  to  you,' 
"  'Thank  you,'  replied  the  stranger,  '  I  will  be 

pleased  to  receive  it,' 
"The  Judge  drewfrum  his  pocket  the  jack-knife, and  oflered  it  to  him. 
"  'This  must  l)e  a  mistake,' exclaimed  the  man. 

'This  knife  does  not  l)elong  to  me.' 
"  '  No  mistake,'  said  the  Judge.  '  I  know  it  is 

yours.  This  knife  Avas  awarded  to  me  by  the  Slate 
of  Indiana  as  a  premium  for  being  the  ugliest  man 
in  it,  and  I  always  thought  tlie  award  was  just  un- 

til I  met  you;  but  now.  Sir,  I  am  satislied  there 
was  an  error,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  wrong  j  ou  any 
longer  by  retaining  tluit  wdiich  is  honestly  yours.' 

"  Dropping  the  knife  in  the  stranger's  hand,  who remained  speechless  with  amazement,  the  Judge 

quietly  walked  oil"." 
"Alt.  the  ignorance  of  the  country  is  not  con- 

fined to  the  West,  from  which  so  many  of  }-our 
cases  of  stupid  blundering  come."'  So  writes  a patriotic  Eastern  man,  who  is  willing  that  all 
should  come  in  "share  and  share"  alike.  He  tells 
us  of  one  of  the  New  England  census-takers  who 
arranged  his  statistics  under  the  appropriate  heads, 
and  was  generally  correct;  but  mistaking  .v  ,r  for 
sects,  he  returned  the  deaths,  etc,  of  all  the  persons 
named  as  Methodist,  Baptist,  etc.,  instead  of  male 
or  female.  That  will  do  till  something  better 
beats  it. 

As  good  a  colored  story  as  we  have  had  in  many 
a  month  comes  from  an  Augustan  correspondent  in 
Georgia  : 

"  Simon  had  long  aspired  to  the  easy  and  digni- 
fied ofiice  of  carter  or  ox-driver.  Often  had  lie 

looked  with  envious  eye  upon  the  favored  Jef,  as, 
seated  upon  the  pole  of  his  cart,  he  drove  whistling 
along,  the  impersonation,  in  Simon's  view,  of  the 
true  otitim  cum  di,(jnitatc.  Never  doubting  his  qual- 

ifications for  the  post  (what  office-seeker  does  ?),  he 

longed,  or,  as  he  expressed  it,  'farly  eechod,"  for an  opportunity  of  displaying  his  skdl.  confident that  it  would  be  such  as  could  not  fail  to  secure 
him  a  permanent  seat  upon  the  cart,  rice  Jef,  re- 

moved. At  length  fortuiiC  seconded  his  wishes; 
Jcf  was  luckily  absent;  the  corn  must  be  sent  to 

mill;  Simon  must  yoke  'Buck  and  Darb,'  and 
carr}'  it, 

"  'Nowj-ou  gwine  to  see  driviu','  said  he  to  the 
'boss,' when,  having  finished  tlie  preliminaries,  he 
took  his  seat  upon  the  cart,  cracked  his  whip  over 
the  cattle,  and  added  spirit  to  its  elVcct  by  n  well- 
modulated  'Gee  np  higher!'  Away  rushed  Buck 
and  Darb  in  grand  style  for  about  ten  steps  ;  then 
suddenly  stopped,  with  a  jerk  that  well-nigh  pre- 

cipitated our  hero  from  his  long-coveted  seat.  A 
second  'Go  'long  da,  Buck!  you  Darb,  what  you 
'bout  now.''  with  numerous  and  divers  scientific 
jerks  at  the  line  and  artistic  flourishes  of  the  whip, 
resulted  no  belter.  '  Why,  'pon  de  face  of  do  yeath, 
what's  got  into  dese  steers?    Jes'  look  at  Darb 



5G6 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

noAV,  a  pullin'  agin  Buck,  and  a  tryin'  to  twis'  his 
tail  roun'  toder  wa}' !  Do  b'leve  in  my  soul  dem 
steers  knows  I  ain't,  Jef !  And  yander's  de  boss, 
too,  '11  be  hollerin'  at  me  'fore  long!' 

"After  seeing  him  worry  with  them  a  little 
longer,  the  boss,  who  had  seated  himself  on  the 
fence  a  few  yards  off  to  enjoy  the  sport,  did  '  holler' 
at  him,  to  tell  him  he  had  yoked  the  oxen  on  the 
sides  to  which  they  were  respectively  unaccus- 

tomed, and  that  he  must  disengage  them,  and  put 
Buck  on  the  right  side  and  Darb  on  the  left. 

"  '  Hch  !'  said  Simon,  '  Avonder  why  I  didn't  see 
dat !  I  thought  somethin'  must  be  de  matter ;  I'll 
fix  you  now,  my  boys — you  see  ef  I  don't.' 

"  Prett}^  soon  he  was  off  his  seat  and  had  them 
disengaged  from  the  cart,  but  without  removing 
the  yoke !  '  Gee  up  da,  Buck !  I'll  drive  you 
roun'  to  de  tother  side,  and  den  we'll  see  wliat  you 
gwine  to  do  Avid  your  tantrums  when  de  boss's  a 
lookin'  at  me  from  de  fence  yander !' 

"  By  this  time  he  had  got  them  round,  and,  of 
course,  after  arranging  them  head  foremost  in  pro- 

pria Jbrrtia,  they  came  out  exactly  in  statu  quo. 
'Laws  'a  masse}'!'  said  he,  in  a  self-deprecatory 
tone, '  what  was  I  thinkin'  about,  drivin'  you  roun' 
de  wrong  icay  !  'Pears  like  I  ain't  got  good  sense 
dis  mornin',  somehow.  You  Darb,  come  out  o' 
dar !  I  boun'  I  get  you  right  dis  time !  Spec' 
you'll  fool  about  Avid  your  projectilications  tel  de 
boss'il  be  down  here  d'rectly.  Whoa,  gee!  gee,  / 
say  P 

"Owing  to  some  inexplicable  fatality,  his  suc- cess was  no  better  this  time  than  before.  He 
drove  round  to  the  right,  crossed  over,  and  came 
out — second  best.  '  Well,  now,'  said  he,  'dis  is  a 
purt}'  spot  o'  work,  ain't  it  ?  Dat  Jef's  done  some- 
thin'  to  dese  steers  I  Sho'se  you're  born,  he's  done 
somethin'  to  dese  steers !' 

"  The  oxen  had,  by  this  time,  got  turned  with 
their  heads  tOAvard  the  cart,  and  Avere  standing  at 
the  end  of  the  pole,  waiting  the  result  of  their 
driver's  meditations.  Carefully  reconnoitering 
their  respectiA^e  positions,  he  seemed  suddenly  to 
be  inspired  Avith  a  project  Avhich  must  succeed  in 
spite  of  fate.  The  reader  shall  have  the  benefit  of 
the  train  of  reasoning  :  '  Dere  dey  stan's.  Buck  an' 
Darb,  boaf  of  'em  lookin'  dis  Avay ;  Buck  on  de 
right  han'  and  Darb  on  de  lef ' ;  dat's  jes'  de  Avay 
dey  ought  to  be.  So  noAv,  my  chilluns,  I  reckon 
Pm  gwine  to  fix  you.  I'm  gwine  to  jes'  driA^e  you 
up  to  do  cart  so;  and  den  I'm  gAvine  to  make  you 
turn  your  heads  toder  Avay,  and  your  tails  dis  AVay ; 
and  den  you's  'bleeged  to  be  right,  Avhcdder  yon  Avill 

or  no !' "  I  have  always  regretted  that  this  brilliant 
scheme  Avas  neA^er  full}-  tested.  It  Avas  but  half 
executed  Avhen  the  boss  came  up,  and  made  him 
take  off  the  yoke  and  change  them.  What  the  re- 

sult Avould  have  been  had  he  been  left  to  himself 
admits  of  discussion.  It  is  due  to  Sin)on,  hoAvever, 
to  say  that  many  years  of  profound  meditation 
have  but  served  to  confirm  him  in  his  original  con- 

clusion that  they'd  '  been  'bleeged  to  been  right !'  " 

An  Arkansas  correspondent  relates  a  curious 
case  of  church  discipline  in  one  of  the  parishes  in 
that  State.  It  shoAVs  the  progress  of  civilization, 
which  is  marked  by  the  advance  of  the  follies  of 
the  age. 

Tlie  congregation  in  Phittoville  Avas  excited  by 
a  complaint  being  made  against  Mrs.  Plimley,  a 
handsome  young  AvidoAv,  that  she  aa^^s  in  the  habit 

of  adding  to  the  hues  of  health  the  color  of  the  rose 
upon  her  cheeks  ;  in  other  AVords,  that  Mrs.  Plim- 

ley paints!  The  offense  became  so  flagrant,  and 
the  ladies  generally  were  so  much  scandalized,  that 
the  AvidoAV  was  called  to  account.  She  urged  in 
extenuation  that  she  used  but  the  smallest  possible 
quantity— just  a  slight  tinge.  But  she  Avas  told 
that  the  quantity  made  no  difference :  it  Avas  Avrong 
to  counterfeit  the  complexion  ;  it  Avas  disrespectful 
to  Providence  to  seek  to  wear  a  face  that  had  not 
been  given  her  ;  and  she  must  abandon  the  use  of 
it.  She  asked  if  the  shade  of  color  made  any  dif- 

ference in  the  offense,  and  Avas  told  that  of  course 
it  did  not.  She  then  said  that  she  must  complain 
of  Mrs.  Jones,  Mrs.  HaAvkhurst,  Mrs.  Benjamin, 
and  scA'eral  other  notable  ladies,  all  of  Avhom,  to 
her  certain  knowledge,  used  lil}-  Avhite  (prepared 
chalk),  and  made  faces  for  themselves  such  as  Na- 

ture had  denied  them.  This  put  a  ncAv  complexion 
upon  the  Avhole  affair.  The  AvidoAV  insisted  that 
she  had  her  tastes  ;  they  had  tlieirs.  If  she  was 
to  be  censured  for  making  her  Avhite  cheeks  red, 
they  must  be  for  making  their  dark  faces  white. 
And  so  it  came  to  pass  that,  by  common  consent, 
Mrs.  Plimley  was  let  alone. 

One  of  the  respected  ministers  of  Northern  New 
York  Avrites  to  the  DraAver  in  Avords  following,  to 
wit: 

"  In  the  month  of  June  I  Avas  at  Potsdam,  St. 
LaAvrence  County,  Ncav  York,  attending  the  yearly 
Conference  of  the  ̂ Icthodist  Episcopal  Church, 
and  at  the  same  house  Avhere  I  boarded  Avere  sev- 

eral of  the  clergy,  one  of  Avhom  was  a  true  son  of 
Erin,  a  man  of  strong  mind  and  no  lack  of  Irish 
wit.  One  evening,  as  avc  all  sat  in  the  parlor  after 
tea,  an  old  acquaintance  of  our  Irish  minister  en- 

treated him  to  tell  the  company  the  story  of  his 
first  encounter  Avith  a  skunk  in  this  country.  Aft- 

er much  hesitation  and  evident  desire  to  get  out  of 
the  afiair,  he  consented,  and  related  the  folloAving 
incident,  Avhich  I  afterAvard  obtained  leave  to  pub- 

lish. There  is  no  doubt  of  the  entire  truth  of  the 
Avhole  affair,  as  it  was  A^erified  by  a  number  of  per- 

sons Avho  Avere  eye-Avitnesses  of  a  portion  of  the 
ludicrous  scene.  The  story,  told  in  the  third  per- 

son singular,  and  very  singular,  is  this  : 
"  When  the  Rev.  Mr.  Norton  was  preaching  at 

Sackett's  Harbor,  he  was  called  upon  by  the  pre- 
siding elder  of  that  circuit  to  attend  a  quarterly 

meeting  of  the  church  in  one  of  the  neighboring 
toAvns,  Avhich  was  to  be  held  on  Saturday.  Con- 

sequently our  reverend  friend  Avas  obliged  to  travel 
during  the  evening  after  the  services  were  over  in 
order  to  fill  his  own  pulpit  on  the  ensuing  Sabbath. 
Forgetting  his  overcoat  Avhen  he  left  home,  he  call- 

ed, on  the  Avay,  upon  one  of  the  brethren,  and  ob- 
tained one.  After  the  day's  exercises  Avere  over, 

he  mounted  his  horse  and  took  his  Avay  toward 
home.  Evening  soon  came  o\\\  and  as  he  entered 
a  piece  of  Avoods  it  became  quite  dark.  Kiding 
sloAvly  on  he  perceived  a  small  animal  near  his 
horse.  He  came  to  the  sage  conclusion  that  it  Avas 
a  rabbit.  He  at  once  dismounted  and  gave  chase. 
The  race  Avas  hot,  but  soon  our  friend  came  up  to 
it,  and  with  his  Avhip  gave  the  rabbit  a  clip  over 
the  l)ack.  No  sooner  Avas  the  bloAv  given  than  the 
Avorthy  divine  found  himself  lying  prostrate  upon 
the  earth,  Avith  a  terril)le  burning  sensation  in  his 
cA-es,  and  almost  suffocated  Avith  a  strong  sulphur- 

ous odor  as  he  then  imagined.  But  he  soon  picked 
himself  up,  and  returned  thanks  to  his  Maker  for 
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having  delivered  him  safely  from  the  juws  of  death.  | 
He  mounted  his  horse  with  the  lirm  belief  that  he  ' 
had  encountered  the  Kvi\  One  face  to  face.  '  Kor,'  , 
said  he,  '  I  have  seen  him  with  my  own  eyes,  have  j felt  his  tire  upon  my  face,  and  smelt  the  sulphur  | 
emanating  from  his  nostrils.'  Never  before  had  he seen  or  smelled  a  skunk. 

"  He  soon  came  to  the  house  of  his  friend,  and went  in  to  leave  the  overcoat.  He  found  his  friend 
in  bed,  and  said  to  him,  '  I  have  returned  your 
coat.' 

"  '  Whew  !  oh,  whewP  said  the  brother.  '  Whew! 
throw  it  down — throw  it  downP 

"And  so  our  friend  did  throw  it  down,  and  left 
with  no  very  favorable  impression  in  regard  to  his 
brother's  treatment.  Soon  Mr.  Norton  reached 
home  and  retired  to  rest.  In  the  morning  he  was 
awakened  hy  a  gentleman  who  occupied  the  rooms 
above  him  calling  him  to  help  h'un  find  the  skunk. 
'  There  is  surely  one  in  the  house.  I  have  not 
been  able  to  sleep  during  the  night  for  the  smell 
Whew!  whew!  quick!  whew!' 

"This  was  the  first  intimation  that  our  worthy 
pastor  received  which  enlightened  him  in  regard 
to  the  true  character  of  the  animal  Avhich  he  had 
given  chase  to  the  night  previous. 

"  But  the  most  trying  part  of  the  act  was  yet  to 
come.  It  was  the  Sabbath  morn,  and  he  had  to 
attend  divine  service,  and,  like  most  Methodist 
ministers,  he  had  but  one  good  suit  of  clothes,  and 
those  completely  saturated  with  essence  of  the 
peddler.  But  these  he  must  wear;  and  out  he 
started,  with  his  lady  upon  his  arm,  for  the  church. 
It  so  happened  that  they  had  to  meet  the  citizens 
of  Sackett's  Harbor  who  were  members  of  the  Pres- 

byterian Church  on  their  way  to  service,  and  al- 
most ever}'  one  greeted  our  worthy  pastor  and  lady 

with  a  '  Good-morning — whew!  oh,  wliew !' 
"  'Now,  wife,'  said  he,  as  they  came  near  their 

church,  '  let  go  of  my  arm  when  we  get  to  the 
steps,  and  I  will  hurry  through  the  crowd  and  into 
the  pulpit  in  short  metre,  so  that  none  will  stop  me 
to  converse.' 

"This  feat  most  admirably  he  accomplished, 
but  not  without  a  'Whew!  whew!'  greeting  his 
ears.  He  soon  opened  the  religious  services,  and 
made  a  short  prayer,  read  a  short  hymn,  and 
preached  a  ver}--  short  sermon,  with  every  now  and 
then  an  audible  '  WJiew!  wheiu!'  coming  up  from 
the  audience  instead  of  the  usual  responses. 

"  Service  being  ov^er,  our  pastor  thou  ght  best  to 
remain  in  the  pulpit  until  the  congregation  had 
dispersed,  and  the  road  clear  for  his  exit.  All  left 
the  house  but  one  of  the  stewards,  an  old  and  par- 

ticular friend  of  our  pastor,  who  cautiously  ap- 
proached tlie  pulpit,  and  said, 

"'Brother  Norton,  I  have  shut  all  the  doors, come  down  and  help  me  to  catch  the  skunk.  There 
is  one  in  the  house.' 

"'Oh  no,  Brother  R  ;  there  is  no  such 
thing.' 

"  '  Yes  there  is,'  insisted  Brother  R  ;  '  for  I 
see  him  now,  and  have  seen  him  and  smelled  him 
all  through  service.  Wliew!  oh,  7a!iew!  terrible — 
terrible!  There,  don't  you  see  him.?  under  that 
table — just  the  end  of  his  tail  sticking  out.  Come 
on — come  on !  irh"w!  and  we  will  end  him — whew !' 
And,  with  a  sudden  jump,  the  steward  made  a  grab 
at  the  tail  of  the  l)east,  when,  lo  and  behold  !  he 
brought  forth  a  bit  of  old  brown  paper  which  had 
lodged  under  the  carpet  back  of  the  table.  An  ex- 

planation was  then  made  by  the  pastor,  and  he 
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took  his  way  home  to  cleanse  his  garments  and 
profit  by  his  exjK;ricnce." 

THK  LAST  "(i(J()l).NI(;nTl" 
Goop  NifiiiT— gootl-nij,'ht!"  a  nilvcry  voico 
Kang  tlmiiigh  my  midnight  dream; 

And  a  fair  young  face  willi  flowing  curiB 
Flaslicd  itj  the  fancied  stream 

Of  the  inounligiit  <»n  my  curtained  couch 
With  a  'wildering  tender  hcam. 

"Good-night!"  broke  from  my  answering  tongU'-, And  tlio  beauteous  shape  was  gone ; 
I  woke  as  tljc  distant  clock  tolled  out 

Tiic  hour  of  another  dawn; 
And  the  holy  moon  was  smiling  down 

On  the  cottage  porch  and  lawn. 
"She  is  dead!"  a  voice  sobbed  faintly  forth; 

I  knew  she  had  gone  before ! 
To  her  sweet  '"Good-night!"  my  waking  ear Would  never  listen  more  I 
The  beautiful  angel,  Death,  had  come, 
And  opened  the  pearly  door. 

And  down  in  her  bcdrr)om's  mellowed  light 
Lay  Florence,  white  and  fair; 

With  the  pitying  moonbeams  on  her  brow 
And  the  curls  of  golden  hair: 

But  I  thought  of  the  spirit  above  the  stars, 
And  only  the  casl^et  there. 

At  a  Court  in  Texas,  the  Hon.  Judge  Dcviuc 
presiding,  the  jury  in  a  criminal  case  failed  to 
agree;  and,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  the  Co\irt 
attempted  to  coerce  a  verdict,  which  elicited  from 
the  foreman,  J.  R.  Sweet,  the  following  impromptu 
lines,  addressed  to  his  honor : 

"Dear  Judge  Dcvinc,  do  send  us  wine, 
Or  something  good  to  eat ; 

For  'tis  plain  to  see  we  can't  agree — 
Your  obedient  .<ervant — .^weet." 

The  Judge  dismissed  the  jury. 

"A  SHORT  time  since  I  happened,"  says  an  Iowa 
citizen,  "to  stray  in  at  a  Democratic  Convention 
for  the  nomination  of  city  officers,  and  where  tlic 
'  Sons  of  Green  Erin'  were  out  in  some  force  ;  and 
sauntering  around,  my  attention  was  arrested  by 

the  following  colloqu}-  between  three  of  'Erin's 
broths  of  boys'  aforesaid, "  It  seems  the  Convention  were  then  counting 

the  votes  just  cast  for  some  oflicer,  and  our  friends' 
ears  were  frequently  saluted  with  the  word  '  Tdlh/,' which  they  were  a  little  puzzled  to  understand. 
At  length  one  says  to  the  other : 

"  '  An'  what's  a  taiiUi/,  Jcmme?' 
"  '  Faith,  I  think  it's  about  a  dozen  !' 
"  '  A  dozzen,  ve  fool !  It's  more  nor  three  doz- 

zen!'"  "   

A  couRKSroxDENT  iu  England,  wh*^  cherishes 
the  Drawer,  writes  : 

"  A  dozen  years  ago,  in  my  '  hot  youth,'  my  lot in  Loudon  was  fixed  in  the  same  establislimont  witli 
a  young  fellow  fron\  a  northern  county.  We  Avcre 
each  strangers  in  the  great  city,  and  now  and  then 
went  together  to  see  some  of  its  wonders.  He  was 
a  mighty  swell— great  on  breast-pins,  finger-rings, 
and  an  irreproacliable  silver-headed  riding-cane — 
and  was  so  well  up  in  all  things  genteel  that  he 
could  have  dined  at  the  table  of  royalty,  and  not 
have  blushed  when  the  Queen  asked  him  to  take 
wine  with  her.  Of  course  I  felt  my  own  inferior- 

ity when  alongside  him.  But  I  learned  to  put  a 
new  estimate  upon  his  qualities  one  day  when  we 
went  to  see  iMadama  Tassaud's  incomparable  wax- 
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work.  He  handed  me  the  catalogue,  and  kindly 
allowed  me  to  be  the  cicerone.  We  came  to  a  group 
— '  Napoleon  and  his  Generals' — which  scarcely 
needed  any  reference  to  the  catalogue  at  all.  But 
ray  friend  said,  '  Which  is  Napoleon  ?'  Wondering 
at  the  query,  I  pointed  out  '  the  little  corporal.' 
The  next  question  was,  '  Which  is  BonaparteV  " 

Many  very  amusing  sayings  of  the  little  people 
come  to  us,  which  we  do  not  print.  Why  not  ? 
Well,  because  the}'  are  the  queer  imaginations  of 
the  children  about  serious  things;  and  when  put 
in  type,  and  read  in  the  family  circle,  they  make 
the  children  laugh  at  thoughts  and  words  which 
should  never  be  mentioned  with  levity.  The 
Drawer  is  no  ascetic,  but  the  Drawer  never  made 
fun  at  the  expense  of  truth,  or  sought  to  turn  into 
jest  a  thought  that  should  be  sacred  in  the  cham- 

bers of  the  soul.  So  the  "little  four-year-olds" 
often  say  curious  things  about  their  Maker,  death, 
and  heaven ;  but  when  they  are  repeated  in  the 
Drawer  to  amuse  a  million  thej'  lose  their  beauty, 
and  become  almost  if  not  quite  profane. 

A  TRAVELED  Loudon  lady  gives  the  following 
incident,  among  others,  to  a  circle  of  admiring 
friends,  on  her  return  from  America : 

"  I  was  a  dinin'  haboard  a  first-class  steamboat 
on  the  Hoeigho  River.  The  gentleman  next  me, 
on  my  right,  was  a  Southerner,  and  the  gentleman 
on  my  left  was  a  Northerner.  Well,  they  gets  into 
a  kind  of  discussion  on  the  habbolition  question, 
when  some  'igli  words  hariz. 

"  '  Please  to  retract.  Sir,'  said  the  Southerner. 
"  '  Won't  do  it,'  said  the  Northerner. 
"  '  Pray,  ma'am,'  said  the  Southerner,  'will  you 

'ave  the  goodness  to  lean  back  in  your  chair  ?' 
"  '  With  the  greatest  pleasure,'  said  I,  not  kno'- 

in'  what  was  a  comin'.  When  what  does  my  gen- 
tleman do  but  whips  out  a  'oss  pistil  as  long  as  my 

harm,  and  slioots  my  left-'and  neighbor  dead ! 
But  that  wasn't  hall !  for  the  bullet,  comin'  out  of 
the  left  temple,  wounded  a  lady  in  the  side.  She 
buttered  an  'orrifick  scream. 

"  "Pon  my  word,  ma'am,'  said  the  Southerner, 
'  yow  needn't  make  so  much  noise  about  it ;  for  I 
did  it  by  mistake.'  " 

"And  was  justice  done  the  murderer?"  asked  a horrified  listener. 

"  Hinstantly,  dear  madam,"  answered  Miss 
L  .     "  The  cabin  passengers  set  right  to  work 
and  lynched  him.  They  'ung  'im  in  the  lamp- 
chains,  right  hover  the  dinin'-table,  and  then  fin- 

ished the  dessert.  But  for  my  part  it  quite  spoiled 

my  happatite." 
From  Indianapolis,  that  beautiful  capital  of  a 

great  State,  the  Drawer  gets  this  letter : 
"There  is  in  our  county  a  very  consequential 

lawyer  by  the  name  of  Smith,  and  whatever  may 
be  the  value  of  his  opinions  in  Imo,  his  opinion  of 
himself  is  certainly  a  very  enlarged  and  compre- 

hensive one.  His  exceeding  good-nature  makes 
amends,  in  a  great  measure,  for  this  foible  of  his, 
and  he  is  a  great  favorite  among  the  members  of 
the  bar.  Smith  visited  Washington,  just  as  other 
great  men  have  done,  and  Smith  was  introduced 
to  Mr.  Buchanan.  On  his  return  his  friends  gath- 

ered about  him,  and  he  related  to  them  the  follow- 
ing incident.    Said  he : 

"  '  I  received  an  earnest  invitation  from  the 
President  to  call  upon  him  as  soon  as  he  learned  I 

was  in  the  city.  I  did  so,  of  course.  When  I  ar- 
rived at  the  Wliite  House  the  President  was  in 

consultation  with  the  Cabinet ;  but  the  moment 
he  received  my  name  he  dismissed  the  Cabinet, 
and  invited  me  in.  We  had  a  long  and  confiden- 

tial conversation  in  reference  to  public  affairs,  and 
I  gave  him  my  advice  in  relation  to  the  Kansas 
diflaculty.  He  was  very  much  affected  as  he  spoke 
of  the  trials  and  responsibilities  of  a  man  in  his  po- 

sition ;  and  when  I  bid  him  farewell,  he  held  my 
hand  for  some  time  afire ctionately  in  his,  and  said, 
"  Friend  Smith,  as  you  value  your  personal  happi- 

ness and  peace,  never  do  you  accept  the  nomination 
for  the  presidency."  And  on  the  impulse  of  the  mo- 

ment I  told  him  I  would  not .'' 
"It  is  said  that,  on  sober  second  thought,  he 

regretted  his  impulsive  promise.  But  he  is  a  man 
of  his  word,  and  future  conventions  will  only  waste 
time  in  nominating  him.    He  loonH  accept^ 

Some  years  ago  Mr,  Jenifer  represented  Mary- 
land in  the  United  States  Senate,  and  ver}-  fre- 

quently, among  his  friends,  indulged  in  warm  laud- 
ations of  his  native  State,  descanting  particularly 

upon  the  beautiful  scenery  and  social  charms  of 
the  eastern  shore.  The  constant  recurrence  to  this 
topic  became  somewhat  annoying  to  his  senatorial 
friends,  and  among  others  Tom  Corwin,  wliio  de- 

termined to  seize  the  first  opportunity  to  insinuate 
that  some  other  theme  would  be  equallj^  agreeable. 
Opportunity  was  not  long  wanting.  Several  Sen- 

ators and  Members  of  Congress  met  at  the  table  of 
a  friend,  and  w  hile  engaged  in  discussing  the  good 
things  of  this  life,  Jenifer  took  occasion  to  revert 
to  his  old  subject.  Politeness  induced  all  to  listen, 
and  none  present  seemingl}-  gave  so  much  attention 
as  Corwin,  who  blandly  remarked,  during  a  pause 
in  the  conversation,  that  what  had  fallen  from  his 
friend  Jenifer  was  doubtless  correct,  as,  during  his 
younger  days,  an  incident  that  occurred  in  Ohio, 
and  which  he  would  relate,  must  satisfy  all  pres- 

ent. Jenifer  was  all  attention  while  Corwin,  in  a 
manner  impossible  to  convey  an  idea  of  on  paper, 
related  the  following : 

"Formerl}',  in  Ohio,  it  was  customary  for  per- 
sons having  claims  upon  the  General  Government 

for  pensions  to  come  into  open  Court,  and,  as  op- 
portunity offered,  have  their  pension  papers  regu- 

larly drawn  and  attested.  One  day,  while  I  was 
seated  in  Court,  an  aged  man  made  his  application, 
and  the  Judge  assigned  me  the  duty  of  taking  his 
deposition  and  preparing  the  papers.  I  accord- 

ingly proceeded  to  make  the  usual  examination  ; 
and,  after  some  preliminary  questions,  inquired  liis 

age.  His  reply  was,  'Just  fifty-six  years  old.' 
Supposing  he  misunderstood  me,  I  repeated  the 
question,  but  received  the  same  answer.  I  then 
informed  him  I  did  not  want  to  know  how  old  he 
was  at  the  time  he  left  the  service,  nor  when  he 
came  to  live  in  Ohio,  but  how  many  years  old  ho 
was.  I  was  again  answered,  in  a  voice  tremulous 
from  age,  'Just  fifty-six  years  old.'  Finding  it 
impossible  to  get  a  correct  reply,  as  the  man  was 
evidently  much  older,  and  could  not  have  seen  the 
service  for  w^hich  he  claimed  a  pension  if  his  age 
was  only  fifty-six,  I  stated  to  the  Judge  my  inabil- 

ity to  olitain  a  correct  answer  to  my  interrogatory. 
The  Judge,  after  listening  to  my  statement,  called 
the  claimant  before  him,  severely  reprimanded 
him,  and  informed  him  if  he  did  not  answer  cor- 

rectly he  would  order  him  confined  for  contempt 
of  Court.    Again  the  old  man  was  questioned. 
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What  was  his  iiamo?  His  age  when  he  entered 
the  army?  How  long  he  served?  What  corps 
he  served  in  ?  What  rank  he  held  ?  To  all  these 
queries  he  answered  promptly ;  but  when  the 
query,  IIow  old  are  you  now  ?  was  put,  the  same 
answer  was  returned — 'Just  fifty-six  years  old.' 
The  Judge  ordered  him  into  custody;  and,  as  the 
sherift"  was  leading  him  aAvay,  the  old  man  turned to  the  Judge,  and  asked  if  he  might  be  permitted 
to  say  a  few  words.  Yes,  but  he  must  be  careful. 
'  Well,  your  Honor,'  said  the  old  man,  in  a  voice 
broken  by  emotion,  '  I  was  forced  to  stay  about 
twenty  years  on  tlie  eastern  shore  of  IMaryland, 
but  I  have  never  reckoned  that  as  any  part  of  my 
life.'" It  is  sufficient  to  say  that  no  more  was  heard 
from  Jenifer  in  praise  of  the  eastern  shore. 

Many  of  our  readers  will  recollect  Colonel  Mari- 
nus  Willet,  who  formerly  resided  in  the  vicinity 
of  Corlaer's  Hook.  Shortly  after  the  close  of  the 
late  war,  and  prior  to  the  time  the  emancipation 
act  gave  freedom  to  the  slaves  in  this  State,  the 
Colonel  was  possessed  of  two  chattels  called  Ca)sar 
and  John,  lie  had  given  leave  of  absence  on  Sun- 

day afternoon  to  each  alternately,  one  remaining 
at  home  while  the  other  was  absent,  strict  charge 
being  given  to  behave  with  propriety  under  the 
penalty  of  having  leave  of  absence  cut  off. 

For  several  Sundays  in  succession  the  Colonel 
remarked  that  Csesar  was  invariably  absent,  while 
John  was  at  home  answering  any  calls  made  upon 
him.  Imagining  that  John  was  imposed  upon  by 
Caesar,  and  determined  that  each  one  of  them 
should  perform  his  round  of  service,  the  Colonel 
inquired  of  John  why  he  was  so  frequently  at 
home  and  Csesar  absent  ?  He  was  surprised  when 
informed  that  it  was  the  result  of  a  pecuniary  ar- 

rangement between  the  two  slaves,  Cassar  having 
agreed  to  pay  John  a  stipulated  sum  for  performing 
his  duty  each  alternate  Sunday.  The  Colonel  sup- 

posed something  was  going  on  of  which  he  ought 
to  be  informed,  and  the  next  morning  called  Ca;sar 
to  account,  desiring  to  know  where  and  how  he 
spent  his  time,  and  where  he  procured  money  to 
pay  John  for  performing  double  duty.  Caesar  for 
some  time  declined  to  tell  where  he  went,  or  how 
he  was  engaged,  but  warmly  asserted  he  was  not 
doing  any  thing  disgraceful.  The  Colonel,  how- 

ever, insisted  upon  knowing  where  the  money  came 
from,  and  threatened  Cassar  with  his  direst  dis- 

pleasure unless  he  made  full  confession.  Ctesar, 
thus  pressed,  informed  his  master  that  he  went 
regularly  to  church. 

"  To  church  !  where  ?" 
"  Down  by  de  sugar-house  in  Leonard  Street.'! 
"  Well,  if  that  is  true,  where  do  you  get  money 

to  pay  John?    I  insist  upon  knowing." 
"Why,  marster,  I  preaches  a  little,  and  dey 

pays  me  for  it." "Oh!  you  preach,  do  you?  Well,  what  do 
they  give  you — how  much?" 

"Well,  you  see,  marster,  that  'pends  on  the 
c'lection;  sometimes  half-dollar,  sometimeTs  dollar." 

"Half  a  dollar  for  preaching?  Why,  Ctcsar, 
that's  shocking  poor  pay  !" 

"Well,  yes,  marster;  but  den,  yon  see,  it's 
shockin'  poor  preaching  too!" The  Colonel  did  not  interfere  any  farther  with 
Caesar's  theological  pursuits. 

Old  Michael  Swartz — peace  to  his  ashes ! — was 

'  for  a  long  time  the  leading  politician  in  a  German 
1  settlement  as  noted  for  its  honesty  as  for  its  indira- 
j  try.  lit;  was  always  a  nifmbcr  of  the  "  Vigilnnee 
Committee,"  and  zealously  attended  to  its  dutieH, 
John  Swartz  was  a  tlistaiit  relative  of  Ids,  and 
reverenced  with  a  just  pride  tlie  distinguished  i>o- 
sition  of  his  venerable  uncle.  Being  asked  who  he 
should  vote  for  at  an  exciting  election,  ho  replied, 
with  a  face  as  lAunk  as  it  was  honest  :  "  \'ell,  den. 
I  don't  know  who  I  shall  vote  for — I  lia'ii't  seen 

Mike." 
A  LiTTLK  one  in  Cliicago  is  tlic  autlior  of  the 

petition  that  is  made  below. 
She  had  been  visiting  the  "ragged  school,"  audi 

was  sadly  grieved  with  the  rags  and  dirt  of  the 
poor  children.  At  night,  when  she  came  to  fay 
her  evening  prayer,  she  added  to  her  usual  peti- 

tions tliese  words:  "And  bless  the  poor  ragged 
children:  give  them  kind  fathers  and  mothers, 
and  new  clothes,  and  give  them  all  a  bnthr 

A  very  desirable  request,  and  one  that  the  man- 
agers of  ragged  schools  might  well  aim  at  comply- 

ing with.  Cleanliness  is  allied  to  godliness,  and 
religion  is  a  great  foe  to  dirt. 

A  LITTLE  girl  about  six  years  old  was  t.ilking 
with  her  uncle. 

Uncle.  "  INIillie,  did  you  ever  hear  of  Curry,  the 
calf-weaner  ?" 

Niece.  "No,  Sir." 
Uncle.  "There  was  a  man,  named  Curry,  so 

ugly  he  followed  calf-weaning  for  a  living.  When 
the  calf  wos  with  the  cow  he  would  look  under  on 
the  other  side,  and  as  soon  as  the  calf  saw  him  it 

would  let  go,  run  ofl',  and  never  suck  again." 
Niece.  "Uncle,  1  think  you  could  wean  'em 

quick  !" 
Uncle  John  was  a  sturdy  old  fiirmer,  generous- 

hearted  and  well  to  do  in  tlie  world,  very  fund  of 
jokes  and  much  addicted  to  drawing  the  long-how. 
One  evening,  by  the  side  of  a  good  lire  in  Ki -ket- 
son's  bar-room,  he  related  to  him  and  an  admiring 
crow^d  a  remarkable  circumstance  that  he  had  wit- 

nessed during  a  recent  journey  to  New  York.  Uiek- 
etsou  expressed  his  wonder,  but  Uncle  John  vmieh- 
ed  fully  for  its  trutli,  as  it  had  occurred  under  his 
own  eye.  "But,"  said  he,  "I  never  could  believe 
such  a  thing  witliout  seeing  it  myself." 

"Neither  could  I,  Uncle  John,"  said  Eicketson. Uncle  John  wilted. 

Many  years  ago  old  ]Mr.  Coons  attended  to  a 
bar  and  a  small  stock  of  goods  for  his  wortliy  son, 
who  has  since  become  "somewhat  famous  as  being 
the  founder  and  for  many  years  the  master-spirit 
of  the  town  of  Razorville,  Texas.  The  bar-room 
being  large,  and  the  stock  of  goods  very  small,  they 
were  kept  in  a  large  bar  with  the  liquors,  inclosed 
with  a  wooden  grating.  John  M'Cabo,  somewhat 
of  a  wag,  Avas  idling  about  the  bar-room,  and  ob- 

serving that  the  old  gentleman  was  careful  to  lock 
the  door  every  time  he  came  out  of  the  bar,  said : 

"  Uncle  Coons,  you  needn't  be  so  particular  to 
lock  the  door  every  time  you  come  out.  A  man 
couldn't  make  day-wages  stealing  out  of  your 

store,  anyhow." 
The  Drawer  very  well  knoAvs  that  every  house- 

hold thinks  its  four-year-old  unapproachable  in  his 
own  peculiarities.    We  hold  that  ours  has  a  turn 
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of  reflection  decidedly  original,  and  submit  his 
opinion  concerning  the  origin  of  babies. 

Paterfamilias  lias  been  in  the  habit  of  putting 
various  little  presents  under  four-year-old's  plate 
at  the  dinner-table,  that  the  family  might  enjoy 
his  pleasure  and  surprise,  and  the  little  fellow 
scarcely  looks  to  any  other  quarter  for  gifts.  Now 
it  happened  the  other  day  that  his  philosophy  was 
pushed  into  a  corner  by  the  question  : 

"Where  did  we  get  our  baby 
Four-year-old  was  puzzled.  Though  he  had 

watched  his  baby-brother's  progress  and  develop- 
ment with  great  interest,  and  loved  him  dearly, 

too,  he  had  evidently  considered  him,  hitherto,  as 
A  a  matter-of-course  possession.  He  hesitated  for  an 
answer  but  momentarily.  Directly  he  clapped  his 
hands,  and  cried,  with  a  brightening  face: 

"I  know — I  know!  God  put  him  under  our 

plate!" 
The  "  Chief-Justice,"  as  he  is  called,  of  Storr's 

Township,  in  Ohio,  has  been  in  the  Drawer  already. 
A  Cincinnati  correspondent  t^ays  : 

"  I  take  the  liberty  of  sending  a  sample  of  his 
administration  which  I  had  from  the  lips  of  '  His 
Honor'  himself. 

"  It  is  well  known  tliat  he  prides  himself  upon 
never  having  had  an  appeal  taken  fvom  one  of  his 
decisions,  having  always  succeeded,  by  threats  or 
cajolery,  in  inducing  litigants  to  decline  taking 
one.  But  on  one  occasion  he  came  in  contact  with 
a  defendant  who  was  deaf  to  all  attempts  to  induce 
him  to  forego  what  he  claimed  as  his  legal  right. 
The  Squire,  however,  was  equally  determined  that 
no  appeal  should  be  taken,  and  accordingly-  kept 
out  of  the  way,  so  that  the  party  should  have  no 
opportunity  of  entering  bail.  He  succeeded  until 
the  last  day  for  entering  bond,  when,  happening  in 
his  office,  he  was  horrified  by  seeing  two  carriages 
stop  at  the  door,  filled,  as  he  says,  with  some  of  the 
most  respectable  and  wealthy  citizens  of  Cincin- 

nati, whom  the  defendant  had  brought  to  go  his 
bail — so  that  no  possible  objection  could  be  made. 

"  '  Well,'  says  the  Squire,  '  this  stumped  me  for 
a  Avhile.  I  thought  I  was  up  a  tree,  and  no  mistake. 
The  men  were  good,  there  was  no  doubt  of  that; 
and  how  to  get  out  of  the  scrape  I  couldn't  see. 
At  last  a  bright  thought  struck  me.  So  ranging 
them  all  in  a  row  across  the  oflSce,  I  began  :  "  You 
and  each  of  you  do  solemnly  swear  that  you  are 
woi'th  real  estate,  over  and  above  all  your  debts 
and  liabilities,  to  the  amount  of  ten  thousand  dol- 

lars." "Yes,"  was  the  response  from  all.  "And 
tliat  you  each  of  you  made  the  property  you  own 
ho:icstly  and  trithout  chfith>g  any  body .'"  This,'  says 
the  Squire,  with  a  chuckle,  '  stumped  them.  There 
was  not  one  would  take  the  last  part  of  the  oath  ; 
and  before  the  defendant  could  In'ing  dov/n  other 
bail  the  ten  days  v/ere  up,  and  he  could  not  appeal. 
So  I  issued  execution  and  made  the  money.' 

"The  above  is  literally  true.  It  is  but  justice 
to  the  Squire,  however,  to  say  that  he  has  lately 
been  re-elected  for  the  seventh  term  of  three  years, 
having  received  every  vote  cast  at  the  election, 
not  even  a  blank  being  cast  against  him." 

"Looking  over  some  old  letters  recently,  I  dis- 
covered the  following,  which  I  once  begged  as  a 

curiosity  froin  the  gentl'Mi- m  1  wlioni  ir.  was  sent. 
Having  seen  it  taken  iV  -^t-ciiice,  I  can 
voucli  for  its  correctnos.v.  ,7     li  tvatiniy  ac- 

cording to  the  original  document.     It  evidently 

refers  to  a  trade  or  '  dicker'  partially  completed, 
and  explains  itself : "  '  Indanopolis  Ind.  April  30<At.  1S56 

"  'Mr.  W  P  N  if  you  wont  my  cow  you  ceii  liave 
hir  for  25  dolars  paable  three  month  after  date  she  gives 
2  galons  a  day  and  a  gaining  Georq  W  P  '  " 

"  'Jerry  Keller'  was  an  Irish  lawyer  Avhose 
fees  and  promotion  did  not  keep  pace  with  his  mer- 

its. Mayne,  a  man  of  profound  dullness,  was 
made  a  judge.  'There,'  Keller  was  heard  to  mut- 

ter one  day,  in  a  voice  like  distant  thunder,  '  there 
sits  Mayne,  risen  by  his  gravity ;  and  here  Keller, 
sunk  by  his  levity.  What  would  Sir  Isaac  New- 

ton say  to  that  V  " 
As  a  specimen  of  "  taking  it  coolly"  we  do  not 

know  that  any  thing  richer  than  this^  from  a  Ten- 
nessee contributor,  has  come  to  the  Drawer  : 

"Mr.  Barnes,  wife,  and  two  children,  his  niece, 
and  another  young  lady,  with  the  writer,  formed  a 
party  leaving  Memphis  for  Clarksville,  Tennessee, 
in  the  beginning  of  the  summer  of  1857.  Arriving 
at  Smithland,  we  were  compelled  to  take  a  small- 

er boat,  on  account  of  the  extreme  lowness  of  the 
Cumberland  River,  Such  was  found  in  the  Nettie 
Miller^  a  very  nice  little  stern-wheeler.  We  were 
proceeding  on  our  way  rejoicing,  when  suddenly 
we  were  all  tlirown  out  of  our  nests  and  brought 
up  standing  in  the  middle  of  our  state-rooms.  All 
the  gentlemen  rushed  out  in  deshabille  to  learn  the 
trouble,  and  were  frankly  told  by  the  captain  that 
his  boat  was  badlj-  snagged,  and  would  sink  in  a few  minutes  I  Mr.  Barnes  flew  with  the  alarm  to 
his  wife  and  the  young  ladies,  seized  his  children, 
deposited  them  safely  in  a  wood-l)oat  which  the 
Nettie  fortunately  had  in  tow,  and  ran  back.  Sur- 

prised not  to  see  any  of  the  ladies  out  yet,  he  rush- 
ed to  his  wife's  room,  and  found  her  very  quietly 

washing  her  face  and  hands. 
"  '  Why,  my  dear,  the  boat  will  sink  in  less  than 

three  minutes !' "  '  Well,'  she  replied,  '  I  think  I  can  be  out  be- 

fore that  time,' "  Dragging  her  along,  he  rushed,  almost  frantic 
with  excitement,  to  the  young  ladies'  room,  and 
found  them  very  quietly  combing  their  hair. 

"  '  For  Heaven's  sake,'  says  he,  '  young  ladies, 
what  do  you  mean  7  The  boat  will  sink  in  less 
than  two  minutes  ;  and  here  you  are  combing  y  our 

hair!' 

I     "  '  Why,  uncle,'  says  the  niece,  '  you  didn't  ex- 
pect us  to  go  out  there  before  all  those  young  men 

I  with  our  hair  in  this  fix — did  you  V 
I     "All  were  finally  safe  on  bc^ard  the  Avood-boat, 
[  except  the  captain  and  two  or  three  of  the  crew. 
The  steam  was  rusliing  from  the  boiler  with  a  thun- 

der-like roar,  and  the  timbers  of  the  almost  sunken 
j  boat  were  cracking  furiously  ;  but  loud  above  all 
i  these  an  old  maid  Avas  heard  to  scream,  '  Oh,  cap- 
'  tain,  do  go  back  to  my  room  and  bring  me  my 

'  teeth  r 

I     "  St.  Paul,  Minnesota  Territory,  January ^ 
1858. — Some  of  us,  members  of  the  bar  out  West, 
enjo}'  your  legal  anecdotes  hugely,  and  the  sam- 

ples of  legal  documents  reported  ui  the  Drawer  are 
j  rich  in  the  extreme.   Your  'Wisconsin  Scril/C,'  for 
I  instance,  gives  us  a  good  thing  in  the  way'  of  a  de- 
;  cree  for  divorce,  as  'did  up'  by  Mr.  Justice  Peters  ; 
I  but  Ave  occasionally  scare  up  a  good  note  out  here 
;  in  Minnesota,  in  the  higher  courts.     At  the  last 
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Term  of  the  United  States  District  Court  in  this 
city,  a  couple  of  representatives  from  the,  rural  dis- 

tricts walked  up  to  the  clerk's  desk  and  submitted 
the  following-,  with  the  air  of  a  foreman  who  luis 
just  reported  an  indictment  for  murder  : 

Saint  Paul  M  T  October  llih  1857 
TO  TUE  Said  Court  of  Common  Plkack 

I  John  Roosen  M-ant  to  get  my  NatureUzed  riii)per.s  I 
also  George  Uoosca  want  to  get  My  peapperes  of  Natu- 
relizetion  to  be  corao  Asitizen  of  the  united  Stcats  ac- 
corden  to  Sd  Law  of  the  united  Steats 

Geoeoe  Roosen  age  24  yeares 
John  iioosEN  age  23  yearos 

The  Bearers  of  this  is  Sodisficd  to  be  come  asitizen  of 
the  united  Steats  and  to  Swear  against  all  forren  Pours 
and  alegens  acorden  to  the  Law  of  the  union  And  teritory 
of  M  Teritory 

"  We  observed  a  broad  grin  break  over  the  usu- 
ally placid  countenance  of  uur  friend  Prescott,  the 

clerk  of  'said'  court,  while  inspecting  the  docu- 
ment ;  and  the  parties  having  been  dul}-  sworn 

'against  all  forren  pours  and  alegens,'  he  submit- 
ted it  to  us,  and  we  thought  of  the  Drawer  right 

off." 
A  LEARNED  doctor  of  mediciue  writes  :  "I  am 

glad  to  see  tlie  Drawer  open  for  the  reception  of 
medical  items.  An  incident  has  recently  occurred 
in  my  practice  which  has  amused  me  greatly  ;  and 
if  others  enjo}'  it,  I  shall  be  paid  for  reporting  the 
case.  One  of  my  patients  related  the  facts  in  his 
own  experience  on  this  wise  : 

"  '  When  you  visited  me  yesterday,  doctor,  I 
hoped  the  remedies  you  had  administered  had  put 
an  entii-e  stop  to  this  fit  of  the  gout.  But  how  un- 

reliable are  all  human  expectations!  This  morn- 
ing I  had  an  urgent  call  on  business  into  a  distant 

part  of  the  town,  wdiich  I  thought,  with  using  the 
necessary  precautions,  it  would  l)e  perfectly  safe  for 
me  to  answer.  With  the  assistance  of  my  wife  I 
accordingly  put  on  my  thickest  overcoat,  and  over 
that  my  india-rubber  coat ;  while  my  lame  foot  was 
incased  in  the  loosest  shoe  we  could  find ;  and  Jim 
took  special  care  to  wn-ap  as  much  of  me  as  he 
could  in  my  largest  buii'alo  robe,  which  human hands  had  not  touched  since  last  March.  So,  com- 

fortably ensconced,  I  started  to  face  the  easterly 
wind  and  rain,  though  out  of  door  for  the  first  time 
Avithin  a  week.  I  soon  began  to  feel  better,  as  I 
always  do  after  having  been  shut  up  several  days 
in  the  house.  It  was  not  long,  however,  before  the 
sting— and  such  a  sting  as  none  but  sufferers  like 
myself  can  fully  understand — returned  to  the  spot 
"where  it  delights  to  dwell."  At  first  I  called 
myself  some  hard  names  for  daring  to  go  out  in 
such  weather  with  such  health ;  but  I  bore  the 
twinges  of  pain  witli  considerable  screwing  and 
grunti)ig,  till  I  arrived  at  the  place  of  my  destina- 

tion. I  then  "hastened  slowly"  out  of  my  car- 
riage, and  began  to  look  about  me  with  a  view  to 

estimate  the  amount  of  damage  resulting  from  the 
ras!i  exposure  of  my  health.  Some  unusual  sound 
suddenly  caused  me  to  look  toward  the  buffalo- 
robe  remaining  in  my  carriage,  from  which,  to  my 
astonishment,  I  saw  bumble-bees  flying  by  the dozen. 

"  '  It  appeared  that  they  had  selected  one  corner 
of  this  ro')o  for  their  winter-quarters,  in  a  fold  of 
Avhicli  Ih  y  \\  .d  built  their  nest,  and  had  stowed 
themsoh  ('s  iiic'ely  away  in  a  dormant  state.  The 
jarriii,'  v.  hicli  they  had  experienced,  together  with 
the  Av:;r;iith  of  my  feverish  foot,  li  id  put  new  life 

]  into  them,  and  they  were  Hying  briskly  about,  cv- 
idently  thinking  "  merry  >Iay"  iiad  tome  aguin. 
j  "  '  All  tliis  se<'n)f'd  plain  enough,  thought  I  ;  Imt 
'  could  tliis  reviving  of  the  bees  have  any  tiling  to 
do  witii  reviving  tin;  gouty  pains  in  my  foot  ?  On 
slijjping  off  the  loose  shoe  from  the  affected  foot,  I 
discovered  that  two  of  the  bees  had  crawled  in  Ix?- 
tween  that  and  my  stor  king,  and,  in  order  to  ex- 

press most  pointedly  their  joy  and  gratitude  lo  tlH-ir 
benefactor,  had  gone,  in  their  way,  to  M|||^g  his 
great-toe.  The  gouty  pains  did  not  (•ontiniic  long ; 
and  I  was  not  sure  but  this  puncturing  process  did 
good  homeopathieally,  so  far  as  "like  cures  like." 
That  part  of  the  treatment  to  which  I  most  object 
is  their  not  adhering  to  that  fundamental  principle 
of  homeopathy  which  requires  remedies  to  be  ad- 

ministered in  extremely  small  do.sc3.'  " 

The  following  I  have  often  seen  in  print,  but  I 
have  never  yet  seen  its  solution  ;  will  some  of  the 
readers  of  the  Drawer  give  it  ? 

ENIGMA. 
Sir  Hilary  charged  at  Agincourt, 

Sooth,  'twas  an  awful  day! 
And  though,  in  that  old  age  of  .-port, 
The  riifilcrs  of  the  camp  and  court 

Found  little  time  to  pray — 
'Tis  said  Sir  Hilary  muttcr'd  there 
Two  syllaldes  by  way  of  prayer. 
My  first,  to  all  the  brave  and  proud 
Who  see  to-morrow's  sun; My  next,  with  its  cold  and  quiet  cloud, 

To  tliose  who  find  their  dewy  shroud 
Before  the  day  is  done: 

And  botli  together  to  all  blue  eyes 
That  weep  wlien  a  Avan-ior  nobly  dies! 

This  story  from  a  Western  wag  is  a  genuine 
out-wester : 

"In  recently  making  the  trip  in  a  stage-coach 
over  the  rugged  range  of  hills  called  the  '  Baraboo 
Bluffs,'  between  the  towns  of  Lodi  and  Bara!)oo,  in 
Wisconsin,  the  coachful  of  squeezed  and  jolted  pas- 

sengers found  some  relief  from  the  tediousuess  of 
the  journey  in  the  original  remarks  which,  from 
time  to  time,  fell  from  the  lips  of  an  elderly  woman 
who  was  one  of  the  company. 

"  She  persisted  in  expressing  great  contempt  for 
the  other  sex,  and  for  married  life  generally,  and 
intimated  that  such  had  always  been  her  opinion  ; 
and  as  it  liad  prcvioush'  leaked  out  from  her  con- 

versation that  she  liad  been  married  and  had 
raised  a  large  family  of  children,  I  ventured  (oask 
her  how  it  liappened,  that,  Avith  the  feelings  of  con- 

tempt she  had  from  the  first  felt  for  the  men,  slic 
ever  could  have  married  one  of  then)  ? 

"  '  Wa'al,'  said  she,  ''young  man,  ril  tell  yon  jest 
how  'tAvas.  When  I  was  a  little  gnl  i  lived  in  a 
family  Avhcre  there  Avas  an  old  maid.  Avho,  in  going 
up  stairs  to  bed,  had  to  go  through  an  entry  way 
Avhere  there  Avas  a  jiile  of  potatoes  in  one  corner, 
and  she  used  to  make  me  go  and  cover  'em  up  Avith 
a  blanket  before  she  Avent  by  'cm,  for  fear  they'd 
see  her,  'cause  they  had  eyes.  Wa'al,  thinks  I,  if 
old  maids  is  like  that,  I  Avon't  be  one  nohoAV.  So 
you  see,  as  soon  as  I  got  old  enough,  like  a  fool,  I 

Avent  and  got  married.'  " 
In  these  times,  Avhen  the  commercial  standing  of 

the  best  of  men  is  liable  to  suspicion — Avhon  bank 
presidents  and  merchant  princes  are  suspected  of 
running  aAvay  if  they  leave  suddenly — it  is  not  cer- 

tain but  that  Thomp?:on,  of  Walton,  in  Georgia,  is 
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wise  in  advertising  his  intention  to  make  a  brief 
visit  in  another  county.  He  puts  the  following 
into  the  village  paper  : 

TO  ALL  PARTIES  CONCERNED. 
THE  SUBSCRIBER,  WISHING  TO  VISIT  THE 

new  County  of  Glascock,  and  not  being  willing  to  de- 
part without  taking  an  affectionate  leave  of  his  loving, 

kind,  luimane,  and  charitable  fellow-citizens,  thus  pub- 
licly gives  notice  that  he  will  start  for  the  above  destina- 

tion on  Monday,  the  29th  instant. 
CHARLES  A.  THOMPSON, 
^  Of  Walton. 

N.B. — He  expects  to  leave  in  broad  daylight,  and  will 
be  absent  ten  days  or  two  weeks. 

"  Dr.  Thompson,  '  mine  host'  of  the  Atlanta  Ho- 
tel, was  in  your  Drawer,"  says  a  Georgia  corre- 

spondent, "  as  Judge  Underwood's  '  Know-Nothing 
man.'  The  Doctor  is  a  jolly,  free-hearted  Georgia 
landlord  ;  but  his  wit  is  often  blunt-pointed,  and 
misses  lire.  He  had  furnished  a  hurried  breakfast 
for  some  Southern  passengers  by  the  cars — bustling 
about,  with  all  sorts  of  helter-skelter  sayings. 

"  '  Gentlemen,  here's  your  breakfast.  I've  seen 
better,  and  I've  seen  worse.' 

*'  '  I  never  did  see  much  worse,'  says  one  of  the 
passengers. 

"  The  Doctor  was  taken  down.  As  they  rose  to 
pass  out,  asking  what  was  to  pay, 

"  '  Fifty  cents  down,  or  a  dollar  when  we  charge 
it,'  said  the  Doctor. 

"'Well,  charge  it,  then,'  said  our  grumbling friend. 

"  '  I'm  sold  !'  said  the  Doctor.  '  Go  on,  gentle- 
men ;  I'll  charge  it.'  " 

Georgia,  by  an  old  friend,  writes  :  "  The  year 
1818  will  be  long  remembered  by  the  old  people  of 
(Georgia  as  the  dry  year,  in  which  corn  did  not  ma- 

ture at  all  in  large  portions  of  the  State. 
"  'I'vegot  the  corn  wliich  will  stand  the  drought,' 

said  Austin  Edwards,  the  landlord  of  Elberton  Ho- 
tel, to  Judge  Dooly,  then  Judge  of  the  Northern 

Circuit.  '  I  got  the  seed  from  a  Tennessee  hog- 
drover,  and  planted  a  square  in  my  garden  ;  every 
stalk  had  six  large  ears,  and  hanging  to  the  tassel 
was  a  nice  little  gourd  full  of  shell'd  corn.  It 
beats  all  natur',  Judge  !  Did  ̂ 'ou  ever  hear  the 

like  ?' "  The  Judge  listened  to  the  landlord  with  great 
gravity,  and  replied, 

"  '  Why,  Austin,  'tain't  a  circumstance  to  the 
corn  made  by  our  friend  Tom  Ilaj-nes,  of  Hancock 
County.  At  court  there,  last  Aveek,  I  staid  wutli 
Tom.  He  was  just  finishing  gathering  in  a  piece 
of  bottom  land  which  he  cleared  last  winter  and 
planted  in  June.  It  never  rained  upon  it  at  all. 
He  turned  his  hogs  in  to  eat  the  almost  dried-up 
small  stalks.  Going  to  look  after  his  hogs  the 
next  morning,  he  saw  an  old  one  in  great  glee  with 
a  large  car  of  corn  in  hef  mouth.  He  couldn't  im- 

agine where  she  had  got  it ;  but,  on  examining 
closely,  he  found  she  had  rooted  it  up  from  the  foot 
of  a  dricd-up  corn-stalk.  Astonished,  he  looked  at 
another,  and  another.  He  then  had  his  field  well 
dug  over,  and  found  from  one  to  ten  ears  at  the 
root  all  over  the  field.  He  said  he  made  an  excel- 

lent crop.' 
"  '  Well,  well,'  said  Austin,  '  that  beats  my  corn  ! 

I  must  have  some  of  that  seed.' 
"  It  was  thus  J udge  Dooly  handled  great  liars." 

"  A  young,  newly-admitted  attorney,  in  1819, 

named  John  Jacks,  was  spouting  furioush-  at  thi- 
hotel  in  Greensborough,  Georgia,  against  John  C. 
Calhoun,  the  great  statesman  of  South  Carolina. 
'  He  ought'n't  to  be  elected  constable  in  his  dis- 

trict. He  hasn't  either  talents  or  principles,'  said Jacks. 
"Judge  Dooly  heard  him  out,  and,  with  great 

gravit}',  replied, 
"  'Mr.  Jacks,  I  know  Mr.  Calhoun  well;  and 

I  am  certain  of  his  modesty  and  great  respect  for 
public  opinion  ;  and  if  ijou  will  write  to  him,  he 
will  take  down  his  name,  and  not  run  for  Congress 

at  all.' 
"  Jacks  was  sold  ;  he  never  got  over  it  during 

his  stay  in  Greensborough.  He  went  to  the  West, 
and  exploded  under  an  excessive  pressure  of  great- 

ness unappreciated." 

"A  FEW  years  ago,"  says  a  correspondent  of 
ours,  "in  the  northern  part  of  Wisconsin,  a  preach- 

er of  a  certain  persuasion  which  denounces  all  as- 
sociations outside  of  the  Church  as  utterly  unca- 

nonical,  took  for  his  text  that  sadly  unheeded  ad- 
vice of  Paul,  '  There  should  be  no  schisvis.'' 

"  'Here,  my  brethring,'  said  he,  ' w^e  have  the 
plain  word  of  Scripture  against  all  schemes!  It 
knocks  on  the  head  the  Missionary  scheme,  the  Bi- 

ble scheme,  the  Tract  scheme,  the  Sunday-school 
scheme,  and  the  Temperance  scheme,  and  all  sich 
like  devices  of  the  devil !'  " 

Many  a  glorious  speculation  has  failed  for  the 
same  good  reason  that  the  old  Texas  Ranger  gave 
when  he  was  asked  why  he  didn't  buy  land  when 
it  was  dog  cheap.   A  correspondent  tells  the  story  : 

"  '  Well,  I  did  come  nigh  onto  taking  eight  thou- 
sand acres  onest,'  said  old  Joe,  mournfully.  'You 

see,  two  of  the  boys  came  in  one  day  from  an  In- 
dian hunt,  without  any  shoes,  and  offered  me  their 

titles  to  the  two  leagues  just  below  here  for  a  pair 

of  boots.' "  '  For  a  pair  of  boots  !'  I  cried  out. 
"  '  Yes,  for  a  pair  of  boots  for  each  league.' 
"'But  why,  on  earth,  didn't  you  take  it.^ 

They'd  be  worth  a  hundred  thousand  dollars  to- 
day.   Why  didn't  you  give  them  the  boots  ?' "  'Jest  'cause  I  didn't  have  the  boots  to  give,' 

said  old  Joe,  as  he  took  another  chew  of  tobacco, 
quite  as  contented  as  if  he  owned  two  leagues  of 

land." 
"Here,"  writes  a  correspondent,  "is  a  speci- 

men of  Western  eloquence  which  I  have  never  seen 
in  print,  but  which  i  have  seen  in  the  handwriting 
of  a  celebrated  Doctor  of  Divinity,  Avho,  if  he 
should  happen  to  see  it  here,  wull  wonder  how  it  got 
into  the  Drawer : 

"  'Who  discovered  the  North  Pole  ? — Our  own 
illustrious  Jefferson.  Who  hung  the  star-span- 

gled banner  on  the  heaven-piercing  summit  of  the 
Andes  ? — Our  own  immortal  Franklin.  Who  dis- 

covered the  route  to  Cappadocia  by  the  way  of 
Cape  Cod  ? — That  fearless  Moorish  navigator,  Pag- 
anini.  Let  us,  then,  fellow-citizens,  with  the  hor- 

oscope in  the  one  hand,  and  the  Magna  Charta  in 
the  other,  plunge  boldly  on  the  raging  billows  of 
the  Mississippi,  and  leave  no  sea  untried  until  we 
shall  have  united  Tivoli  with  Tripoli,  and  Gretna 
Green  with  the  rock  of  Gibraltar.  Then,  and  then 
only,  shall  be  brought  to  light  Tarantula  —  that 
long  lost  isle  of  bliss  of  which  a  Pluto  reasoned  and 

a  Galen  sung.' " 
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Figure  1.— EguESTEiAS  Costume. 
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THE  Equestrian  Habit  which  we  engrave  for 
this  month  commends  itself  by  its  intrinsic 

beauty,  and  by  its  adaptability  as  well  for  the  light 
stuffs  which  suit  the  present  season  as  for  the 
darker  and  heavier  materials  appropriate  for  later 
autumn.  In  our  engraving  the  jacket  is  of  jaco- 

net, trimmed  with  a  narrow  pea-green  silk  cord 
set  on  in  double  lines,  with  buttons  and  pendents 
to  match,  the  centre  being  white  with  a  green 
border.  It  is  confined  by  a  cross-lacing  of  the 
same  cord,  forming  lozenges  over  the  vest.  The 
sleeves  are  of  moderate  fullness,  widening  below. 
At  the  back  of  the  arm  they  reach  midway  to  the 
■vvrist,  but  are  cut  away  in  front  with  a  sweep, 
opening  to  the  elbow,  where  they  are  ornamented 
with  buttons ;  they  are  bordered  with  cord  to  match. 
The  under-sleeve  is  of  tulle  houillonnee,  with  nar- 

row stripes  of  green  or  black  velvet.  The  vest  is 
of  white  iNIarseilles,  with  small  gold  buttons,  and 
edged  with  a  narrow  purling.  The  chemisette  is 
of  insertion,  with  a  narrow  purling  at  the  top.  The 
skirt  may  be  of  an}-  suitable  material.  "When  this dress  is  made  of  heavy  materials,  a  more  elaborate 
style  of  trimming  may  be  employed.  It  appears 
to  special  advantage  in  a  Polish  green  habit  cloth, 
when  the  straw  hat  may  be  replaced  by  the  jockey 
cap,  which,  with  the  riding-hat,  is  represented  be- 

low. The  cap  is  indeed  the  late?t  mode;  it  is 
made  of  velvet.    The  hat  is  of  straw,  trimmed 

Figure  2.— Riding  Hat,  Caps,  etc. 

Figure  3. — Hood  Cap. 

with  a  white  plume,  a  rich  straw  braid,  and  white 
ribbons  and  rosettes. 

The  Hood  Cap  is  designed  to  be  worn  with  a 
robe  de  chamhi-e.  It  is  made  of  a  deep  blonde,  turn- 

ing all  round.  The  front  row  is  tunied  back  upon 
the  other  to  form  a  barbe,  and  is  trimmed  about  the 
crown  with  a  small  ribbon  ivxche  which  comes  for- 

ward to  meet  the  ornaments  of  the  front.  On  the 
top  is  a  bunch  of  ribbons,  and  a  double  row  of  No. 
5  ribbon  joins  the  two  barbes  under  the  chin. 

Figure  4. — Muslin  Ukder-sleeve. 
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THE  UIRLOCUA. 

STRAIN'S  EIDE  OVER  THE  ANDES. 
[It  was  tho  design  of  Lieutenant  Strain  to  write  out 

the  (Ictiiils  of  an  expedition  to  explore  the  Paraguay,  and 
publish  it  consecutively  with  this.  The  two  were  then, 
v/ilh  tho  Darien  Expedition,  to  be  put  in  a  book  form. 
His  sudden  and  unexpected  death  having  prevented  the 
completion  of  this  plan,  liis  papers  were  placed  in  my 
hands  for  publication.  J.  T.  Headley.] 

LIEUTENANT  STRAIN  having  been  for  a 
long  time  on  duty  on  the  coast  of  Califor- 
nia, was  ordered  home  in  the  United  States 

store-ship  Lexington.  Having  doubled  Cape 
Horn  three  times  in  three  years  he  was  not 
anxious  to  make  a  fourth  trip,  and  so  asked 
and  obtained  permission  to  leave  the  vessel  at 
Valparaiso,  and  striking  across  the  continent 
to  Buenos  Ayres,  there  wait  her  arrival.  In 
the  middle  of  February  he,  with  two  compan- 

ions, set  out  from  Valparaiso  to  visit  Santiago, 
the  capital  of  Chili. 

Two  birlochas — vehicles  resembling  a  rudely- 
constructed,  old-fashioned  chaise,  capable  each 
of  carrying  two  persons — were  the  only  convey- 

ances.    These  birlochas  were  drawn  by  one  I 

horse  within  the  shafts  and  another  without, 
attached,  by  a  single  trace,  to  the  left  side. 
On  the  latter  the  driver  sat,  who,  with  power- 

ful bits,  controlled  both  animals.  On  ascend- 
ing hills  a  third  horse  Avas  often  attaclicd  to  the 

right  side  of  the  shafts.  Accompanying  them 
were  two  extra  peons,  each  leading  ei^lit  extra 
horses,  to  serve  instead  of  relays,  of  wliii  h  there 
were  none  on  the  road.  Emerging  from  the 

city  a  little  after  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
they  commenced  ascending  by  zigzags  the  range 
of  iiills  bcliind  it,  and  soon  stood  on  the  sum- 

mit and  looked  back  on  tlic  town,  the  harbor, 
and  the  broad  Pacific  sleei)ing  in  the  distance. 
As  Strain  saw  the  black  bull  of  the  Lexington 
resting  motionless  on  the  waters  of  the  bay, 
soon  to  start  on  her  race  around  the  Cape,  a 
feeling  of  regret  stole  over  him  that  he  had  left 
so  many  warm  and  genial  companions,  to  un- 

dertake the  long,  solitary,  and  dangerous  jour- 
ney across  the  Andes,  for  his  two  friends  were 

to  accompany  him  no  farther  than  Santiago. 
Waving  a  silent  adieu,  and  throwing  one  look 

Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1S58,  by  Harper  and  Brothers,  iu  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  Dis- trict Court  for  the  Southern  District  of  New  York. 
Vol.  XVII.— No.  101.— 0  o 
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upon  the  blue  ocean  which,  for  twelve  years, 
had  been  his  home,  he  turned  toward  the 
mountains  that,  far  away  on  the  eastern  horizon, 
lifted  their  glittering  summits,  peak  upon  peak, 
into  the  clear  heavens  above. 

He  soon  had  a  specimen  of  the  skillful  yet 
furious  driving  of  these  crazy  vehicles  for  which 
the  birlocheros  are  so  notorious.  Hitherto  it 
had  been  up-hill  work,  and  hence  slow.  But 
now  tliey  had  reached  the  summit,  and  the 
rolling  country  that  stretched  away  before  them 
gave  full  scope  to  the  drivers  to  show  their  Jehu 
propensities.  Without  stopping,  the  rider  of 
the  extra  horse,  which  had  been  fastened  to  the 
birlocha  to  assist  in  the  ascent,  unhooked  him, 
and  throwing  the  trace  over  the  dash-board, 
rushed  off  like  a  Bedouin  to  assist  in  driving 
the  spare  animals.  The  birlochas  also  dashed 
off  on  a  wild  gallop,  which  made  it  difficult  for 
the  occupants  to  retain  their  seats. 

Up  and  down  the  gentle  ascents,  and  away 
across  the  level  stretches,  they  swept  on  at  a 
rate  that  prevented  any  study  of  the  country. 
Arriving  at  Casa  Bianca  about  four  o'clock  they 
determined,  as  it  contained  a  good  hotel  kept 
by  an  Englishman,  to  spend  the  night  there. 
To  this  arrangement,  however,  the  drivers  would 
not  consent,  having  resolved  to  push  on  to  a 
village  farther  ahead.  After  arguing  the  mat- 

ter for  half  an  hour.  Strain  cut  it  short  by  threat- 
ening to  knock  the  capitaz  down.  The  chief 

driver  then  demanded  money  to  feed  his  horses. 
This  Strain  refused  to  give,  and  dismissed  the 
whole  with  what  the  sailors  call  a  left-handed 
blessing,  declaring  he  would  not  give  them  a 
single  cuartillo.  After  they  were  gone  the 
landlord  told  him  that  his  course  was  impolitic, 
for  if  the  rascally  drivers  find  they  are  to  receive 
nothing  as  a  present  to  themselves,  they  are 
very  apt,  in  some  awkward  place,  to  let  the 
birlochas  capsize,  much  to  the  detriment  of  the 
occupants.  So  he  called  back  the  drivers  and 
gave  to  them  what  he  had  refused  to  the  capi- 

taz, hinting  that  he  was  pleased  with  their  con- 
duct, and  offended  only  with  the  former.  Hav- 

ing thus  harmonized  matters,  all  Avent  to  sup- 

per. The  next  morning  they  were  early  en  route, 
and  as  the  birlochas  dashed  at  a  gallop  out  into 
the  open  country,  a  cold,  chilling  breeze,  ap- 

parently fresh  from  the  snow-peaks  beyond, 
made  the  travelers,  though  wrapped  in  heavy 
cloaks,  shrink  and  cower  into  the  corners  of 
their  vehicles.  A  long  ascent  was  before  them, 
but  the  temperature  was  low  and  the  horses 
fresh,  and  they  pushed  up  it  on  a  brisk  trot  un- 

til the  summit  was  reached,  when  they  again 
struck  into  a  sharp  gallop,  and  went  rattling 

.  down  the  slope.  The  road  was  cut  in  zigzags, 
and  in  making  the  sharp  turns  the  vehicles 
would  come  round  with  a  jerk  that  made  the 
inmates  often  start  with  anxiety.  It  was  dark, 
and  they  did  not  know  but  some  of  these  acute 
angles  were  made  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice. 

At  length  the  long-wished-for  dawn  broke 
over  the  cold  and  strange  landscape,  and  after 

a  gallop  of  a  few  miles  they  entered,  through  a 
long  avenue  of  Lombardy  poplars,  the  strag- 

gling village  of  Curucubi.  The  chickens  run- 
ning around  in  the  yard  of  the  hotel  were  soon  on 

the  table,  and  after  a  hasty  breakfast  they  again 
took  the  road,  and,  having  fresh  horses,  sped  on 
at  a  tearing  gallop  through  a  beautiful  valley 
on  which  the  morning  sunlight  lay  like  a  bless- 

ing. It  was  Sunday,  and  the  road  was  throng- 
ed with  neatly-dressed  peasants  going  to  make 

their  holiday  visits.  Most  of  them  were  on 
horseback,  and  both  men  and  women  being 
beautiful  riders  they  presented  a  gay  and  grace- 

ful appearance.  Many  of  the  peasant  girls  were 
exceedingly  pretty,  and  using  a  side-saddle  in- 

stead of  riding  astride,  as  they  do  in  Brazil, 
seemed  farther  advanced  in  civilization  than 
one  was  led  to  expect.  A  little  after  ten  they 
arrived  at  the  steep  ascent  of  the  Cuesta  del 
Prado,  the  summit  of  which  is  reached  by  some 
ninety  zigzags.  Up  this,  with  the  sun  nearly 
at  meridian,  they  slowly  toiled,  while  the  heat, 
predicted  by  the  driver,  together  with  the  suffo- 

cating dust,  made  the  journey  a  difficult  and 

painful  one. But  when  the  ascent  was  at  last  gained,  the 
view  from  it  amply  repaid  the  labor.  Rising 
two  thousand  three  hundred  and  ninety-four 
feet  in  the  heavens,  its  top  commanded  the  sur- 

rounding region  to  a  vast  extent.  Behind  them 
lay  the  beautiful  and  fertil<5  valley  they  had  just 
left,  studded  with  groves  and  neat  farm-houses, 
dropped,  apparently  at  random,  in  the  centre 
of  richly-cultivated  fields,  the  yellow  grain  of 
which  contrasted  pleasantly  with  the  bright 
green  of  the  poplars  that  lined  the  road  and  the 
avenues  to  the  dwellings  of  the  inhabitants. 
Before  them  was  spread  the  immense  basin  of 
the  valley  of  the  Santiago,  inclosed  on  all  sides 
but  one  with  higli  hills  rising  abruptly,  like  art- 

ificial elevations  from  the  plain,  or  islands  from 
the  sea.  Far  away  to  the  east  stretched  the 
colossal  range  of  the  Andes,  presenting  an  al- 

most impassable  barrier  to  the  adventurous  trav- 
eler. Grand,  mysterious,  and  awful,  its  white 

and  silent  peaks  rose  one  above  another  till  they 
pierced  twenty-three  thousand  feet  into  the  dim 
heavens.  Clothed  to  the  waist  in  perpetual 
snow,  their  immense  masses  and  almost  terrific 
outlines  overawe  the  beholder  and  fill  the  soul 
with  new  and  strange  sensations. 

The  valley  that  lay  between  them  and  the 
Andes,  with  its  green  groves  and  meadows  and 
yellow  grain,  and  laced  with  streams  sparkling 
in  the  sun,  furnished  a  strange  contrast  to  this 
majesty  and  grandeur. 

But  a  short  time,  however,  was  given  to  the 
enjoyment  of  this  magnificent  and  soul-stirring 
panorama  ;  for  the  shrill  cry  of  the  drivers  and 
strokes  of  their  whips  carried  them  to  the  de- 

scent, down  which  the  horses  that  drew  Strain's 
birlocha  plunged  with  a  recklessness  that  threat- 

ened the  lives  of  all.  They  turned  the  first 

zigzag  successfully  ;  but  the  shaft  horse  becom- ing fractious  he  soon  grew  unmanageable,  and 
at  the  second  angle  kept  straight  on  to  the 
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brink  of  the  precipice,  on  the  very  edge  of  which 
the  driver,  by  the  aid  of  a  powerful  bit,  suc- 

ceeded in  arresting  him.  Turning  the  horses 
back  into  the  middle  of  the  road  they  again 
started  off,  and  were  brought  up  at  the  next 
zigzag  in  the  same  perilous  position.  Again 
guided  back  into  the  road  they  started  off  anew, 
but  instead  of  making  the  angle  in  obedience 
to  the  bit  the  vicious  shaft-horse  kept  straight 
on  as  before,  and,  unable  to  stop  him,  tlie  driv- 

er succeeded  only  in  turning  him  aside,  leaving 
the  wheel  of  the  carriage  within  a  foot  of  the 
brink  of  the  precipice,  which  here  dropped  nine 
hundred  feet  into  the  chasm  below.  The  affair 
was  now  becoming  serious,  and  Strain  jumped 
out,  advising  his  friend  to  do  the  same.  The 
latter,  with  a  rueful  countenance,  looked  at  his 
patent-leather  boots,  with  which  he  was  to  walk 
the  capital  of  Santiago,  and  confessed  that,  al- 

though in  great  bodily  fear,  he  could  not  think 
of  soiling  them.  Strain  Avas  not  sorry  he  had 
acted  on  the  hint  of  the  landlord  at  Casa  Bian- 
ca  and  propitiated  the  drivers,  for  nothing  was 
easier  than  for  them  to  save  themselves  and  yet, 
at  the  same  time,  tip  the  occupants  of  the  bir- 
locha  to  Hades  below. 

Having  arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  the  re- 
maining distance  to  Santiago  was  o\^r  a  level 

road  and  through  a  highly-cultivated  cham- 
pagne country. 

One  of  the  most  striking  features  of  Santiago 
is  the  Alameda,  or  Canada,  which  signifies  a 
glen — a  name  not  inappropriately  given,  for  it 
has  all  the  quiet  shade  and  freshness  of  one. 
This  avenue  is  about  one  hundred  and  forty 
feet  wide,  and  stretches  for  more  than  a  mile 

directly  through  the  heart  of  the  city.  It  is 
thickly  lined  with  tall  poplars,  while,  on  either 
side,  run  two  other  avenues,  also  bordered  with 
poplars.  Outside  of  the  whole,  one  on  each 
side,  run  two  rapid  streams,  fresh  from  the  snow 

peaks  of  the  Andes.  "When  this  s]^lendid  prom- 
enade is  crowded  with  the  beauty  of  the  capi- 

tal, it  presents  a  most  picturesque  api)earance. 
From  the  centre  of  the  city  arises  a  rocky  emi- 

nence, surmounted  by  a  fort,  wliich  at  all  times 
can  command  the  place.  The  view  from  this 
height,  embracing  the  city  below,  the  distant 
and  liighly-cultivated  fields,  dotted  with  farm- 

houses and  sprinkled  with  lowing  herds,  the 
sparkling  streams,  and,  fifteen  miles  distant, 
the  majestic  Cordilleras,  is  one  of  surpa^^sing 
beauty  and  grandeur. 

The  commander  of  this  fortress  had  a  novel 
way  of  announcing  to  the  inhabitants  the  hour 
of  noon.  A  convex  lens  was  so  arranged  that, 
at  twelve  o'clock,  it  ignited  some  powder  con- 

nected with  the  fuse  of  a  gun,  and  thus  nrcd  it. 
The  sun  was  made  to  serve  the  double  purpose 
of  artillerist  and  town-clock.  If  the  climat<5 
was  like  that  of  England  noon  would  seldom 
be  announced.  Tlie  Yankee  clock  has  not  yet 

reached  Santiago.* This  city  has  long  been  regarded,  and  justly 
so,  as  the  most  beautiful  South  American  capital. 
This  is  owing  more  to  its  position  and  the  sur- 

rounding scenery  than  to  the  city  itself.  The 

•  As  a  branch  of  our  National  Obscrvatoiy  has  been 
recently  established  in  Santiago,  the  announcements  of 
the  gun  will  not  be  regarded  as  so  infallible,  and  the 
people  will  have  to  bother  their  heads  over  the  difference 
between  apparent  and  mean  time. 
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churches  are  well  enough,  with  a  great  deal  of 
wealth  lavished  on  the  interior.  The  cathedral 
is  built  of  porphvrj,  and  is  an  immense  and  im- 

posing edifice.  The  streets  are  well  laid  out 
and  commodious,  and  paved  with  mere  pebbles 
instead  of  large  round  stones.  The  houses, 
which  are  generally  of  adobe,  are  mostly  one 
story  in  height,  as  in  other  South  American 
cities,  on  account  of  the  frequency  of  earth- 

quakes. There  are  few  public  ornaments,  and 
few  public  buildings  that  possess  much  interest. 
The  inhabitants  have  a  bad  character  for  mo- 

rality, and  Sir  Francis  Head  said  (referring  to 
women  of  ill  repute),  "The  lower  rooms  of  the 
most  respectable  houses  are  let  to  them ;  and 
it  is  really  shocking  beyond  description  to  see 
them  sitting  at  their  doors,  with  a  candle  in  the 
back  part  of  the  room,  burning  before  sacred 
pictures  and  images."  This  is  overdrawn. 
Besides,  it  must  be  remembered  that  this  class 
of  women  are  far  more  respectable  in  Southern 
countries  than  with  us.  In  Italy,  for  instance, 
not  one  is  allowed  in  the  street  as  such,  nor 
permitted  to  remain  in  the  city,  unless  she  fol- 

lows some  other  vocation.  Thi:^  makes  them 
more  respectable,  and  keeps  them  from  those 
terrible  vices  and  excesses  which  hurry  the  frail 
women  of  our  own  land  to  such  a  fearful  doom. 
There  is  a  vast  want  of  good  judgment  and  com- 

mon sense  exhibited  both  in  England  and  the 
United  States  in  their  efforts  to  reform  this 
class  ;  and,  we  might  add,  a  vast  amount  of  hy- 

pocrisy. Many  who,  like  Sir  Francis  Head, 
would  be  shocked  to  have  one  of  these  frail  ones 
occupy  the  basement  of  a  respectable  house, 
would  prefer  to  occupy  a  hotel  at  which  a  no- 

torious prima  donna  was  stopping,  and  think  it 
an  honor  to  have  their  daughters  introduced  to 
Madame  Rachel,  who  openly  flaunted  in  the  face 
of  the  public  the  fruits  of  her  dissolute  life. 
From  the  notorious  Empress  Catharine  down 
through  the  highest  to  the  lowest  ranks,  the 
moral  community  are  horrified  and  disgusted 
just  in  proportion  to  the  position  of  the  one  sin- ning- 

Still  Santiago,  it  must  be  confessed,  is  a  very 
immoral  place  ;  and  when  one  is  told  it  is  full 
of  priests,  it  is  evident  it  can  not  be  otherwise. 
The  streets  are  crowded  with  these  bloated  and 
lazy  monks  and  priests  loitering  along,  and 
with  unblushing  effrontery  strolling  into  houses 
of  ill  repute,  where  they  can  be  seen  leaning 
over  the  backs  of  the  chairs  of  dissolute  women, 
and  in  intimate  conversation.  Still  the  people, 
from  ancient  custom,  touch  their  hats  respectful- 

ly to  them,  and  still  believe  in  their  teaching. 
There  is,  however,  very  little  real  respect  felt 

for  their  character  ;  for  almost  all  of  them  have 
families,  and  take  no  pains  to  conceal  their  dis- 

reputable conduct.  The  people  laugh  at  their 
immoralities,  and  send  their  wives  and  daugh- 

ters to  confess  to  them,  and  outwardly  exhibit 
all  the  forms  of  reverence. 

It  was  now  mid-summer,  and  the  fashionable 
portion  of  the  inhabitants  were  away  at  the  va- 

rious watering-places  or  on  the  sea-shore.  The 

fev/  who  could  not  afford  to  leave  shut  them- 
selves up  in  their  houses,  as  they  do  in  more 

cultivated  cities,  feigning  themselves  absent. 
An  excursion  into  the  suburbs  revealed  in  de- 

tail the  extreme  beauty  of  the  country,  which 
they  had  admired  in  the  panoramic  view  from 
the  fortress.  You  ride  along,  mile  after  mile, 
through  a  beautiful  avenue  of  poplars,  from 
which,  at  short  intervals,  smaller  avenues  strike 
off  to  the  dwellings  of  the  inhabitants,  that  are 
set  back  some  distance  from  the  main  road. 
These,  unlike  the  houses  of  the  town,  are  most- 

ly frame  buildings,  painted  white,,  and  so  com- 
pletely embedded  in  foliage  that  you  catch  only 

partial  glimpses  of  them  through  the  branches. 
There  was  a  quiet,  home-like  look  in  these  res- 

idences that  one  did  not  expect  to  see  in  South 
America. 

Santiago,  being  the  capital  of  Chili,  has  borne 
an  important  part  in  those  revolutions  that  have 
rocked  the  South  American  continent.  It  was 
here,  in  1814,  that  the  young  Carrera  made  the 
last  stand  for  the  patriots,  and,  when  Rancagua 
fell,  abandoned  all  hope,  and  the  passes  of  the 
Andes  became  crowded  with  the  rebel  chiefs  ana 
men  of  distinction.  Beyond  those  impenetra- 

ble barriers  the  scattered  forces  were  reunited, 
and,  three  years  after,  re-entered  this  city  with 
waving  banners  and  shouts  of  exultation.  The 
decisive  battle  had  been  fought  fifty  miles  off  on 
the  twelfth,  and  yet  the  victorious  troops  trod 
the  streets  of  the  capital  on  the  fourteenth. 

After  a  week's  pleasant  sojourn  in  Santiago, 
Strain  turned  his  thoughts  toward  the  Andes, 
while  his  comrades  prepared  to  return  to  the 
ship  Lexington.  Looking  around  for  some  good 
opportunity  for  continuing  his  journey,  he  met 
an  Englishman,  whose  son,  a  resident  of  Men- 
doza,  was  about  to  return  to  that  place,  and  the 
proposition  was  made  that  they  should  travel  in company. 

The  27th  was  fixed  upon  for  their  departure, 
as  also  that  of  the  return  of  his  friends  to  their 
vessel.  Mutual  regrets  at  parting  kept  them 
up  conversing  until  the  arrival  of  the  birlocha, 
which  was  to  return  to  Valparaiso.  With  af- 

fectionate adieus  and  mutual  good  wishes  for 
each  other's  welfare,  the  friends  parted.  Thus was  severed  the  last  link  that  bound  Strain  to 
the  Lexington^  and  he  sat  and  smoked  with  Cap- 

tain L — —  till  morning.  At  six  he  and  his 
companion  mounted  and  rode  out  of  the  city. 
A  bright  sun,  a  smiling  landscape,  the  cool, 
fresh  breeze  of  morning,  and  a  rapid  pace,  soon 
dispelled  the  sadness  caused  by  the  absence  of 
his  comrades  with  whom  he  had  been  so  long 
in  daily  and  pleasant  intercourse. 

The  company  consisted  of  Don  Frederico, 
who  was  mounted  on  a  mule  ;  his  peon,  Bertol- 
do,  who  rode  a  large  black,  raw-boned  horse,  his 
lank,  uncouth  form  set  off  by  flea-bitten  ears 
and  the  stump  of  a  tail  groivn  bald  with  age; 
and  a  small  Chilian  boy  niounted  on  a  mule, 
and  leading  a  vicious  colt  that  kicked  at  every 
object  that  came  within  reach.  This  Frederico, 
who  was  to  be  his  companion  in  the  long  and 

9 
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desolate  journey,  proved  to  be  a  plausible  scamp, 
who  had  inherited  from  his  father — originally  a 
horse-jockey — all  the  trickery  and  deception  by 
which  such  a  character  manages  to  sell  worth- 

less animals  at  a  high  price.  He  knew  just 
enough  English  to  swear  with  great  fluency, 
but  not  enough  for  any  other  purpose  under 
heaven.  Indeed,  in  the  vocabulary  of  profan- 

ity he  was  perfect ;  and  by  his  liberal  use  of  it, 
made  up  for  his  deficiency  in  farther  knowl- 

edge of  the  language.  Bertoldo  was  an  excel- 
lent horseman,  but  he  wore  a  six-story  hat  that 

made  his  head,  at  a  little  distance  oft,  appear 
to  be  precisely  in  the  centre  of  his  body.  To 
him  the  "whole  duty  of  man"  consisted  in  get- 

ting drunk  on  every  opportunity,  and  no  man 
ever  stuck  to  his  creed  closer,  or  obeyed  it  more 
faithfully.  The  Chilian  boy  was  evidently  an 
offspring  of  Somnus,  for  night  and  day,  stand- 

ing, sitting,  or  riding,  he  would  drop  asleep,  and 
thus  often  take  the  wrong  road  and  have  to 
retrace  his  footsteps.  As  for  Strain,  he  Avas 
mounted  on  a  miserable  mule  which  Frederico 
had  sold  to  him  for  about  double  his  value. 
But  though  his  companions  were  uninteresting, 
the  country  through  which  they  w^cre  now  trav- 

eling was  beautiful.  Wheat  fields  stretched 
away  on  either  side  of  the  road,  interspersed 
with  farm-houses  embedded  in  slirubbery  ;  rural 
churches,  surrounded  with  neat  cottages,  rose 
up  from  among  the  poplars,  under  the  branches 
of  which  gleamed  forth  smoothly-shaven  grass- 
plats,  while  far  away  rose,  stern  and  majestic, 
the  lofty  Cordilleras. 

The  road  soon  became  thronged  with  the 
peasantry — men,  women,  boys,  and  priests — all 

on  horseback,  and  all  on  a  gallop.  Here  a  fat 
priest  would  lumber  along,  followed  by  two 
laughing  girls  on  one  horse — these  in  turn,  per- 

haps, by  a  little  boy  with  an  old  woman  behind 
him.  Some  were  carrying  water-melons,  oth- 

ers milk,  chickens,  eggs,  and  fish,  but  every 
thing  on  a  canter. 

Some  of  the  peasant-girls  were  better  dressed 
than  others,  and  rode  beautifully.  As  they 
swept  by  on  a  free  gallop  they  would  greet  the 
travelers  with  a  nod  and  smile,  while  the  merry 
laugh  of  the  various  groups  rung  out  on  every side. 

The  peasantry,  whether  traveling  or  at  work, 
invariably  lifted  their  hats  to  the  strangers — a 
custom  peculiarly  grateful  to  a  traveler  in  a  dis- 

tant land.  At  half  past  nine  the  company  rode 
into  the  little  village  of  Colinas,  wlierc,  with  an 
appetite  whetted  by  a  ride  of  twenty-one  milcs 
in  the  morning  breeze,  they  partook  of  a  fru- 

gal breakfast.  Mounting  again,  tlicy  rode  on 
through  the  same  deliglitful  country.  It  was 
harvest-time,  and  tlie  fields  rung  with  the  shouts 
and  laughter  of  the  peasantry  treading  out  the 
grain  of  the  wealthier  proprietors  of  the  land. 
Their  own  little  farms  were  given  them  on  con- 

dition that  they  should  assist  in  han'cst-time. 
Instead  of  regarding  this  as  a  tax  or  a  burden, 
they  seemed  to  look  upon  it  as  a  pastime.  IMalcs 
and  females  joined  in  the  meiTiment,  and  such 
romping,  and  shouting,  and  tumbling,  and  fly- 

ing of  straw,  and  uproarious  laughter,  Straiji 
never  before  witnessed  in  any  country.  League 
after  league  they  passed  through  the  same  bois- 

terous mirth,  till  it  seemed  like  a  great  holiday ; 
while  in  the  distance,  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
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reach  over  the  open  plains,  could  be  seen  little 
white  clouds  suspended  here  and  there  in  the 
atmosphere,  showing  where  they  were  winnow- 

ing the  grain  under  the  steady  breeze  that  came 
down  from  the  heights  of  the  Cordilleras.  The 
road  was  in  excellent  condition,  the  air  clear 
and  bracing,  and  all  combined  made  the  morn- 

ing ride  charming  and  delightful.  At  half  past 
two  they  rode  into  the  posada  of  Chacabuco, 
having  accomplished  forty-two  miles  since  day- 
light. 

The  day  now  had  become  warm,  and  Strain 
resolved  to  halt  till  evening.  It  was  his  pur- 

pose to  start  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  but 
by  some  mistake  they  got  roused  at  midnight, 
and  by  one  were  on  the  road.  Having  retired 
at  nine,  he  had  but  three  hours'  rest,  and  not 
sleeping  any  the  night  before,  he  became  drow- 

sy, and  frequently  fell  asleep  in  his  saddle, 
which  several  times  nearly  pitched  him  into  the 
road.  Shortly  after  leaving  the  posada  they 
struck  from  the  main  road  into  the  original 
mule-path,  in  order  to  make  one  of  those 
"short  cuts"  which  travelers  amidst  mount- 

ains learn  to  avoid.  This  path  leading  up  the 
height  was  so  filled  with  stones  as  to  render 
it  almost  impassable,  while  running,  as  it  fre- 

quently did,  along  the  dizzy  edge  of  a  preci- 
pice, made  the  traveling  it  very  dangerous,  es- 

pecially at  night.  It  was  moonlight,  or  they 
could  not  have  passed  in  safety.  The  light 
was  not  strong  enough  to  enable  them  to  see 
clearly,  but  just  sufficient  to  reveal  the  dark 
spaces  over  which  they  hung.  On  the  summit 
of  the  Cuesta  of  Chacabuco  the  path  again  join- 

ed the  main  road,  and  they  found,  in  their  case 
at  least,  that  the  "longest  way  round  is"  not 
only  the  "  nearest"  but  the  safest  "  way  home." 
From  the  top  there  is  said  to  be  a  magnificent 
view ;  but  darkness  lay  on  mountain  and  val- 

ley, and  all  around  was  uncertain,  wild,  and 
mysterious.  Here  the  patriot,  San  Martin, 
after  having  led  his  army,  one  by  one,  through 
the  gorges  of  the  Andes,  met  the  Spanish  forces, 
and,  after  a  desperate  fight,  drove  them  down 
the  mountain.  From  the  foot  of  this  mount- 

ain to  San  Felipe,  a  distance  of  ten  miles,  the 
road  is  level,  leading  across  a  cultivated  plain, 
abounding  in  wheat,  hemp,  and  broom-corn. 
The  sides  are  bordered  with  cottages,  standing 
so  closely  together  that,  for  the  whole  ten 
miles,  it  is  like  passing  through  a  populous  vil- 

lage. As  they  approached  the  city  the  road 
lay  along  the  Aconcagua  River,  which,  wind- 

ing backward  and  forward  through  the  plain, 
compelled  them  to  cross  it  frequently.  There 
were  no  bridges  except  little  rustic  foot-bridges, 
which,  spanning  the  stream  frequently  from 
high,  abrupt  banks,  composed  pleasing  and 
tasteful  features  in  the  landscape.  The  water, 
fresh  from  the  Andes,  was  icy  cold,  and  its 
volume,  increased  by  a  turbulent  tributary  near 
the  city,  made  the  fording  of  it  difficult  and 
dangerous. 

Having  arrived  in  the  suburbs  of  the  town, 
Don  Frederico  sent  the  peons  and  baggage  to 

the  hotel,  designing  to  take  Strain  directly  to 
the  house  of  his  uncle  to  rest  till  evening.  But, 
to  Strain's  surprise,  his  mule  refused  to  stir. 
He  had  formed  a  strong  attachment  to  the  thin, 
raw-boned,  flea-bitten,  stub-tailed  black  horse. 
This  affection  had  been  coming  on  gradually, 
but  heretofore  had  not  interfered  with  their 
movements.  Now,  however,  it  had  reached 
that  point  of  intensity  that  could  not  endure 
separation.  Seeing  the  black  horse  passing 
down  the  street,  he  planted  his  fore-feet  firmly 
on  the  ground  and  refused  to  stir  in  the  oppo- 

site direction.  It  was  not  till  after  repeated  and 
heavy  strokes  of  the  spur  that  he  was  induced 
to  move,  and  when  he  did,  he  gave  vent  to  his 
wounded  feelings  in  such  an  extraordinary  bray 
that  it  brought  all  the  inhabitants  in  the  neigh- 

borhood to  the  door.  As  he  moved  lugubrious- 
ly along  he,  at  short  intervals,  gave  other  equal- 
ly extraordinary  specimens  of  his  vocal  powers. 

At  length  he  came  to  the  public  square,  where 
were  the  barracks,  in  which  a  military  band 
was  practicing.  The  music  seemed  to  deepen 
the  grief  of  the  love-sick  creature,  and  stopping 
abruptly,  and  flinging  his  nose  pathetically  into 
the  air,  he  lifted  up  his  voice  in  a  still  more  as- 

tounding manner.  The  band  stopped  instant- 
er,  and  the  players,  flinging  down  their  instru- 

ments, with  the  soldiers,  rushed  to  the  doors, 
while  all  the  residents  near  flocked  out  of  their 
houses,  till  a  crowd  stood  in  the  street.  When 
they  saw  what  was  the  matter  a  burst  of  laugh- 

ter greeted  the  poor  traveler.  Between  the  ex- 
hibition Strain  made  jerking  the  reins  and  strik- 

ing with  his  heels,  and  the  poor  mule  giving 
forth  those  lamentable  sounds,  the  scene  was 
inconceivably  ludicrous,  and  the  crowd  enjoyed 
it  keenly.  Every  fresh  explosion  was  followed 

by  a  peal  of  laughter,  and  "  Suoni  la  tromba!" 
"  Suoni  la  tromba!"  {^^  Sound  the  trumpet!'"') was  shouted  on  every  side.  The  disconsolate 
beast  at  last  consented  to  move  on,  but  when  it 
reached  the  house  where  they  were  to  stop,  it 
gave  forth  one  more  parting  wail.  Don  Fred- 
erico's  uncle  being  absent,  tliey  were  received 
by  two  cousins  of  his,  a  male  and  female.  The 
latter  was  married,  though  extremely  young. 
She  had  been  pretty,  but  was  now  pale  and 
thin,  and  evidently  in  the  last  stages  of  con- 

sumption. There  was  an  air  of  resigned  mel- 
ancholy about  her  that  made  her  deeply  inter- 

esting, while  her  look  and  conversation  appeared 
as  if  her  thoughts  were  not  in  this  world,  but 
far  away  in  that  spirit-land  to  which  she  was 
fast  hastening.  It  evidently  wearied  her  to 
talk,  not  merely  from  physical  weakness,  but 
she  took  no  interest  in  the  common  topics  they 
were  discussing,  and  after  a  short  time  left  for 
her  own  apartment.  Strain,  drowsy  and  fa- 

tigued, soon  fell  asleep  in  his  chair,  and  was 
finally  awakened  at  hearing  his  name  pro- 

nounced by  Frederico.  As  he  slowly  opened 
his  eyes  he  saw  standing  before  him  a  creature 
of  rare  and  wondrous  beauty.  She  was  anoth- 

er of  Frederico's  cousins,  whom  he  had  brought 
in  to  introduce.    Thoroughly  aroused  by  this 



STRAIN'S  nun:  ovkk  thk  andks. 

lovely  apparition,  Strain  sprung  to  his  feet  to 
make  liis  salutations,  when  his  spur  caught  in 
his  poncho,  and  he  fell  back  in  his  seat,  while 
Senorita  Delfina  smiled  at  his  awkward  predica- 

ment. In  the  next  attempt  he  was  more  suc- 
cessful, and  a  kindly  shake  of  the  hand  and  a 

frank,  cordial  welcome  quickly  drove  away  his 
embarrassment.  He  had  been  warned  of  her 
channs  at  Santiago,  but  had  no  conception  that 
he  should  behold  such  an  extraordinary  woman. 

She  was  young,  but  had  an  air  of  self-pos- 
session, almost  of  hauteur,  that  would  have  be- 

come -a  queen.  Having  understood  tliat  Sti'ain 
was  an  Englishman,  she  inquired  if  this  was 
his  first  visit  to  Chili.  Being  set  right  on  this 
point,  she  congratulated  him  on  the  valuable 
acquisitions  his  countrymen  had  made  on  the 
Pacific  coast  in  the  possession  of  California. 
The  conversation  becoming  general,  she  exhib- 

ited an  astonishing  knowledge  of  history  and 
geography,  such  as  is  seldom  witnessed  in  the 
most  select  and  cultivated  society ;  and  a  knowl- 

edge, too,  of  all  the  important  political  events 
that  had  transpired  in  Europe,  which  took  him 
completely  by  surprise.  She  put  question  after 
question,  with  an  expression  of  deep  interest ; 
and  Avhen  she  came  to  more  recent  events,  he 
was  compelled  to  confess  that  she  was  better  in- 

formed respecting  them  than  himself,  as  he  had 
been  for  the  last  year  on  the  coasts  of  Mexico 
and  California,  and  hence  out  of  the  way  of  pe- 

riodicals. Turning  to  a  table,  he  found  a  collec- 
tion of  books  he  did  not  expect  to  see  at  that 

remote  point  of  civilization.  Volumes  lay  scat- 
tered around  nowadays  seldom  found  on  a  lady's 

table.    There  was  Corinne,  the  French  Ency- 

clopedists in  the  original,  and  other  works, 
which  showed  that,  while  she  took  a  deep  in- 

terest in  passing  political  events,  her  mind  wa^ 
also  enriched  with  the  stores  of  literature.  IIo 
asked,  with  some  surprise,  if  she  read  tlic  en- 

cyclopedists. Her  half-negative,  and  the  blush 
which  mantled  her  cheek,  left  no  doubt  as  to 
the  truth,  while  she  could  not  converse  on  any 
topic  without  showing  that  her  mind  had  tak- 

en a  wide  range.  Their  interesting  conversa- 
tion was  interrupted  by  tlie  announcement  that 

breakfast  was  ready.  Over  this  rc])ast  she  j)re- 
sided  with  an  ease  and  elegance  that  made  her 
as  charming  there  as  she  had  been  in  couA'crsa- 
tion.  Up  to  this  time  Strain  had  been  j)crfect- 
ly  contented  with  liis  traveling  apparel,  and  liis 
personal  appearance  generally ;  but  sucli  is  the 
influence  of  female  beauty  on  the  manners  of 
gentlemen,  that  no  sooner  was  breakfast  over 
than  he  stole  away  to  tlie  barber's,  where,  after 
being  shaved  and  having  his  hair  dressed,  he 
returned  as  tidy  and  captivating  as  the  ground- 

work upon  which  lie  operated,  and  his  own  limit- 
ed wardrol)e,  would  permit.  At  mid-day  Sefio- 

ritii  Delfina,  acting  the  part  of  hostess,  invited 
him  to  take  a  siesta,  wliich  lie  declined,  on  the 
ground  that  he  was  not  sleepy — hoping,  in- 

stead, to  enjoy  her  presence  and  conversa- 
tion. But  she  remembered  the  nap  in  the 

chair  in  the  morning,  and  insisted  on  his  going 
to  bed.  lie  was  put  into  a  room  with  a  bed 
whose  snow-white  linen  he  could  not  consent 
to  soil  with  his  dusty  clothing;  so,  using  it 
only  for  a  pillow,  he  lay  down  on  the  tiled  floor, 
and  was  soon  in  profound  slumber,  from  which 
he  did  not  awaken  till  four  o'clock,  when  he 
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was  called  to  dinner.  This  was  elegantly  got 
up ;  and  a  pleasant  journey  across  the  mount- 

ains and  his  future  happiness  was  drunk  m 
Champagne — a  wine  unusual  in  any  part  of  this 
country.  During  dinner  she  spoke  of  Lago 
Encantada  and  the  Fuente  del  Inca,  the  two 
most  interesting  objects  he  would  find  on  his 
journey,  and  gave  him  excellent  advice  as  to 
his  traveling  arrangements.  After  dinner,  and 
when  alone  with  Strain,  she  informed  him  that 
her  father  was  a  refugee  from  Mendoza,  in  the 
Argentine  Republic,  whence  he  had  been  driven 
for  his  political  opinions.  She  was  thoroughly 
conversant  with  all  the  political  history  and 
events  that  had  transpired  in  those  distracted 
provinces  on  the  Atlantic  coast,  and  gave  him 
more  insight  into  the  various  movements  than 
he  ever  before  had.  She  expressed  her  opin- 

ions fearlessly ;  and,  when  she  came  to  de- 
nounce the  petty  tyrants  who  ruled  her  native 

country,  that  hitherto  dreamy  eye  flashed  fire, 
and  the  delicate  mouth  became  rigid  as  iron. 
The  transformation  was  complete  ;  and  as  she 
dilated  on  the  wrongs  of  her  country,  and  point- 

ed out  the  course  that  ought  to  be  pursued, 
Strain  gazed  at  her  in  undisguised  admiration. 
There  was  an  independence  of  thought  in  what 
she  said,  and  a  high,  noble  courage,  which  spoke 
in  every  lineament  of  her  glorious  face,  that 
made  her  entrancing.  With  all  her  mildness 
and  refinement  of  manner,  there  was  in  her  the 
same  spirit  which  burned  in  Joan  of  Arc  and 
the  Maid  of  Saragossa;  and  it  needed  only  to 
change  her  sex  to  make  a  hero  of  her.  Strain 
asked  her  why  she  did  not  raise  a  regiment 
herself ;  he,  for  one,  would  be  glad  to  fight 
under  her  banner.  She  would  by  no  means 
be  a  contemptible  opponent.  She  is  a  daring, 
skillful  rider,  and  four  times  has  crossed  the 
Andes  to  Mendoza.  In  those  fearful  passes, 
along  the  beetling  precipices,  on  paths  so  nar- 

row that  the  skirts  of  her  robe  floated  out  over 
abysses  nearly  a  thousand  feet  deep,  she  would 
ride  with  the  same  ease  and  fearlessness  as 
when  she  was  sweeping  in  a  wild  gallop  along 
the  plain.  She  would  sit  a  mere  speck  on  the 
face  of  the  cliff,  and  look  calmly  down  on 
chasms  that  made  the  nerves  of  the  strongest 
man  quiver.  Twice  she  had  made  the  entire 
journey,  two  hundred  miles,  in  four  days — or, 
fifty  miles  a  day — a  distance  which  took  Strain 
over  six  days  to  accomplish.  It  seems  almost 
incredible  that  this  could  have  been  done  ;  and 
nothing  but  the  most  urgent  necessity  could 
justify  it.  It  can  not  be  performed  in  this  time 
merely  by  making  greater  speed  on  those  por- 

tions of  the  route  where  a  mule  can  go  faster 
than  on  a  walk,  for  they  are  too  few  and  lim- 

ited, but  by  traveling  night  and  day.  This, 
however,  requires  a  power  of  endurance,  and  a 
hardihood  of  daring,  rarely  found  in  men.  As 
he  looked  upon  that  beautiful  form,  and  those 
delicate  hands  and  feet,  he  could  hardly  believe 
that  she  had,  night  after  night,  camped  among 
the  rocks  in  those  liigh,  cold  regions,  or  skirted 
those  fearful  precipices  and  plunged  into  those 

gloomy,  frightful  abysses  at  midnight.  But 
there  was  that  about  her  that  convinced  one 
that  she  was  equal  to  any  emergency ;  and,  at 
the  head  of  a  column  of  cavalry,  would,  with  a 
curling  lip  and  a  flashing  eye,  charge  full  on  a 
blazing  battery,  and  not  a  pulse  beat  quicker 
except  in  the  joy  of  the  excitement  and  daring. 
The  mere  fact  that,  born  and  brought  up  as  she 
was  at  the  foot  of  the  Andes  (she  was  born  at 
Mendoza),  on  the  outskirts  of  civilization,  with 
no  apparent  inducement  to  obtain  those  ex- 

tensive acquirements  she  possessed,  and  no  ap- 
parent use  for  them  when  obtained,  would  alone 

point  her  out  as  a  most  remarkable  woman.  It 
was  plain  that  her  spirit  chafed,  and  her  whole  be- 

ing rebelled  against  the  limited  and  inappropri- 
ate sphere  in  which  she  found  herself  placed.  It 

needed  no  confession  on  her  part  to  prove  this; 
for  when  Strain  referred  to  it,  the  sudden  gleam 
that  shot  from  her  eye,  and  the  almost  fierce 
look  that  followed,  showed  how  deeply  she  felt 
it.  It  was  really  painful  to  see  this  magnificent 
creature,  both  in  person  and  mind,  shut  up  here 
for  life.  In  figure,  she  was  full  without  being 
stout,  and  her  whole  forai  rounded  with  ex- 

quisite grace.  Her  hair  was  black  as  the  ra- 
ven's wdng,  and  folded  back  from  a  brow  shaded 

with  thought.  Her  eyes  were  large,  dark,  and 
dreamy  when  in  repose,  but  capable  of  great 
and  varied  expression.  When  they  kindled 
with  excitement  the  rich  blood  under  her  brown 
cheek  always  responded.  Her  mouth,  in  reg- 

ularity and  beauty,  matched  the  other  almost 
faultless  lineaments  of  her  face  ;  but  it  was  not 
its  beauty  that  arrested  one — it  was  its  ex- 

traordinary flexibility  and  power  of  expression. 
It  seemed  as  if  every  ripple  of  thought  or  wave 
of  feeling,  as  it  floated  over  her  lips,  shaped 
them  to  its  own  character  and  meaning.  Her 
voice,  in  common  conversation,  was  soft  and 
musical ;  but  when  she  grew  excited  over  the 
wrongs  of  her  country,  it  increased  both  in  vol- 

ume and  tone,  yet  it  became  neither  shrill  nor 
piercing,  but  sounded  like  a  distant  bugle-note. 

So  youthful,  and  yet  so  mature — so  exceed- 
ingly beautiful,  and  yet  thinking  more  of  the 

intellect  that  is  unprized  and  practically  inact- 
ive than  of  her  beauty — she  can  arrive  at  but 

one  goal — disappointment.  She  will  either  take 
some  rash  and  desperate  measure,  and  get  out 
into  that  world  for  which  she  is  fitted,  or  at 
last,  in  mere  weariness,  marry  one  of  the  half- 
civilized  beings  around  her,  only  to  feel  herself, 
like  Pegasus,  chained  to  a  dray. 

A  little  before  six  Frederico  came  to  the 
door  with  the  mules,  announcing  that  every 
thing  was  ready  for  departure.  Strain  begged 
that  he  would  stay  overnight,  but  he  refused. 
Lingering  till  the  last  moment,  he  at  length 
bade  her  adieu,  though  with  the  expectation  of 
seeing  her  again,  for  she  informed  him  that 
within  a  week  she  expected  to  be  in  Mendoza. 
The  sudden  illness  of  her  invalid  sister,  who 
was  attacked  with  violent  hemorrhage  of  the 
lungs,  which  was  doubtless  followed  soon  after 
by  death,  prevented  the  journey. 
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Strain  left  San  Felipe  with  profound  regret. 
He  had  become  deeply  interested  in  Sefiorita 
Deltina,  and  sympatliized  sincerely  with  her  in 
her  complete  isolation  from  that  society  which 
could  appreciate  her,  and  which  she  seemed 
made  to  adorn. 

The  chief  beauty  of  San  Felipe  is  its  public 
promenades,  which  inclose  the  town  on  two 
sides,  and  furnish  a  cool  retreat  for  the  inhabit- 

ants of  a  summer  evening. 
It  was  sunset  when  the  company  rode  out 

of  the  place  and  commenced  their  journey  to 
Santa  Rosa,  fifteen  miles  distant — the  last  vil- 

lage east  of  the  Andes,  and  from  which  the  as- 
cent proper  of  the  mountains  commences.  The 

brother  of  Senorita  Delfina  accompanied  Strain 
out  of  the  city — a  com.pliment  frequently  paid 
to  strangers  in  various  parts  of  South  America. 
For  a  mile  after  they  had  forded  the  river  the 
country  was  rough  and  rocky,  when  they  struck 
a  rich  and  fertile  valley.  The  road  was  good, 
while  its  sides  were  so  thickly  studded  with 
houses  that,  for  more  than  thirteen  miles,  it 
seemed  like  passing  through  a  straggling  vil- 

lage. Cottages  and  gardens  and  rural  church- 
es, with  the  cheerful  peasants  sitting  in  front 

of  their  neat  dwellings,  enjoying  the  evening 
and  chatting  with  their  neighbors,  filled  up 
the  whole  distance.  With  the  roads  good,  the 
evening  cool,  the  animals  fresh,  and  such  pleas- 

ing objects  to  beguile  the  way,  time  passed 
swiftly,  and,  very  much  to  his  surprise.  Strain 
suddenly  found  himself  in  the  little  village  of 
Santa  Rosa  of  the  Andes.  There  being  no 
hotel,  it  was  some  time  before  they  could  find 
a  place  to  pass  the  night  in.  They  at  length 
found  a  vacant  apartment,  and  taking  a  drink 
of  brandy  and  water  in  place  of  supper,  of  which 
none  was  to  be  had,  with  their  saddles  for 
pillows,  lay  down  on  the  damp  earthen  floor 
to  sleep  ;  the  last  act  of  Strain  being  an  an- 

gry growl  at  Frederico  for  bringing  him  to 
such  a  place  as  this  instead  of  remaining  in 
San  Felipe,  where  were  comfortable  beds,  and 
where  he  could  have  enjoyed  for  a  few  more 
hours  the  pleasant  society  of  Sefiorita  Delfina. 

The  next  morning  Avas  the  first  day  of 
March.  The  travelers  rose  early  and  managed 
to  obtain  a  very  slim  breakfast.  Strain  then 
called  on  the  governor  of  the  department  to 
obtain  some  local  information  ;  but  this  import- 

ant functionary  refused  bluntly  to  communicate 
any,  evidently  suspecting  liis  motives.  From 
an  intelligent  merchant,  however,  he  learned 
that  the  department  of  Santa  Rosa  was  one  of 
the  richest  and  most  productive  of  the  republic, 
abounding  in  wheat  and  other  agricultural  prod- 

ucts, as  well  as  containing  silver  and  copper 
mines.  The  country  is  healthy,  subject  to  no 
endemic  or  epidemic  diseases.  There  are  a 
few  cases  of  goitre,  and  this  disease  seems  to  be 
slightly  on  the  increase.  It  is  stated  by  those 
most  worthy  of  confidence,  that  the  goitre  was 
unknown  in  Chili  till  about  twenty  years  ago, 
v/hen  it  made  its  appearance  simultaneously  with 
the  introduction  of  poplars  from  Mendoza.  This  I 
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being  a  frontier  town,  duties  are  collected  on 
all  goods  coming  over  the  mountains  from  the 
Argentine  provinces,  and  here  Frederico  ex- 

hibited his  Jewish  propensities.  Indeed  Strain 
had  a  touch  of  it  the  day  before  at  San  Felipe. 
On  going  to  take  out  his  passport  for  leaving 
the  country,  Frederico  suggested  that  he  should 
pass  for  his  clerk,  and  thus  he  could  save  three 
dollars  and  a  half,  as  in  that  case  the  charge 
would  be  but  four  reals.  A  few  weeks  before, 
when  he  came  from  Mendo/.a,  he  brought  with 
him  several  horses  and  mules,  which  he  asserted 
at  the  custom-house  in  Santa  Rosa  he  designed 
to  take  back  with  him,  and  so,  instead  of  j)aying 
duties  on  them,  he  gave  security  that  they  should 
be  paid  in  the  event  that  he  sold  them  in  Chili. 
Two  of  these  Strain  had  bought,  and  two  had 
been  exchanged  for  the  two  miserable  worn- 
out  hacks  upon  which  Bertoldo  and  the  boy 
were  mounted.  The  colt  had  taken  the  place 
of  another.  To  avoid  paying  duties,  lie  had 
Strain's  mules  recorded  as  his  own,  which  he 
averred  he  had  loaned  him  for  the  journey.  He 
was  a  shrewd  financier,  and  evinced  his  sharp- 

ness still  farther  by  borrowing  of  Strain  the 
same  day  twenty-five  dollars,  which  the  latter 
could  not  well  refuse,  and  Avhich  he  knew  he 
would  never  see  again.  Here  they  encountered 
a  young  man  by  the  name  of  Astorga,  who  was 
also  on  his  way  to  Mendoza,  and  who  proposed 
to  join  company,  which  was  readily  agreed  to. 
He  gave  the  house  where  he  was  stopping,  and 
said  he  would  be  ready  at  any  hour  they  would 
call  for  him. 

Finding  that  Frederico  did  not  intend  to 
start  till  toward  evening.  Strain  strolled  around 
the  town  to  pass  away  the  time  as  he  best  could. 
It  did  not  put  him  in  the  plcasantcst  humor  to 
think  how  much  more  agreeably  he  could  have 
passed  these  twenty  hours  with  Senorita  Del- 

fina in  San  Felipe. 

The  town  proper  contains  about  4000  inhab- 
itants, and  is  laid  out  with  great  regularity,  with 

a  large  square  in  the  centre.  The  streets  are 
well  paved,  while  through  nearly  every  one 
runs  a  small  mountain  stream,  pure  as  crv'stal 
and  cold  as  iced  water.  These  streams  come 
from  the  snow-capped  Andes,  and,  si)arkling  and 
rippling  as  they  do  through  the  various  streets, 
impart  a  refreshing  coolness  in  tlie  summer,  and 
present  a  novel  and  pretty  aspect.  A  beautiful 
and  shaded  promenade  encircles  the  entire 
town,  while  over  all,  and  above  all,  towers,  in 
awful  majesty,  the  snow-capped  summits  of  the 
Andes.  Altogether,  it  is  one  of  the  prettiest 
towns  in  the  region,  though  seldom  visited  by 
the  traveler.  Far  away  from  the  noise  of  travel 
and  bustle  of  commerce,  it  nestles  down  at  the 
feet  of  the  Cordilleras — its  inliabitants  knowing 
or  caring  little  of  what  is  going  on  in  the  great 
world  about  them.  Simple  and  contented,  they 
are  seldom  troubled  except  when  the  rumblings 
of  an  earthquake  are  heard  in  the  distance. 

Toward  evening  they  set  out  for  the  mount- 
ains, and  Strain  observing  that  Frederico  was 

leavingwithout  calling  for  Astorga,  as  he  prom- 
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ised,  reminded  him  of  it.  The  latter  replied, 
perhaps  he  had  already  gone ;  or  if  not,  and  they 
chanced  to  meet  him,  they  could  say  that  they 
went  for  him  but  could  not  find  him.  Strain  saw 
at  once  that  there  was  a  motive  in  his  con- 

duct— that  he  wanted  none  but  those  who  would 
do  his  bidding  in  the  party.  This  made  him 
still  more  anxious  for  another  traveling  com- 

panion through  the  mountains,  where  he  would 
be  completely  at  the  mercy  of  this  man,  who 
had  already  shown  himself  to  be  thoroughly 
unscrupulous.  There  was,  however,  no  help 
for  it,  and,  leaving  the  town  behind  them,  they 
entered  the  winding,  fertile  valley  that  led  to 
the  base  of  the  Cordilleras.  Passing  near  a 
mill  by  the  roadside,  they  met  a  party  of  trav- 

elers, one  of  whom  was  from  Mendoza  and 
an  acquaintance  of  Frederico.  Learning  that 
Strain  was  an  American,  he  accosted  him  in 
English,  and  informed  him  that  he  had  been 
educated  in  Philadelphia,  and  at  parting,  de- 

sired him  to  inform  Mr.  Somebody  there,  whose 
name  Strain  forgot,  that  he  was  well,  and  had 
just  been  married.  His  bride,  to  whom  he  had 
been  married  by  proxy,  resided  in  Valparaiso, 
whither  he  was  now  going  to  reclaim  her. 

The  road  now  commenced  to  ascend  grad- 
ually, leading  over  a  substantial  stone  bridge  to 

the  pass,  or  guard,  where  their  passports  were 
examined.  The  solitary  old  fellow  stationed 
here  was  jolly  and  sociable.  Though  cut  off 
from  society  he  had  not  lost  his  interest  in  it ; 
and  he  would  not  take  No  for  an  answer,  but 
insisted  that  they  should  sit  down  and  smoke 
a  cigar  and  have  a  little  chat  with  him.  They 
humored  him,  and  sat  and  talked  till  nearly 

dark,  when  they  pushed  on.  Strain's  saddle, being  intended  for  a  horse,  Avas  too  large  for 
the  mule,  and  having  lost  the  sweat-cloth  from 
under  it,  and  the  crupper  never  being  used  in 
this  country,  the  first  steep  j^itch  he  descended 
he  came  very  near  going  over  the  animal's  head. 
Added  to  this,  the  boy  who  had  the  led-horse, 
and  was  put  in  charge  of  his  cloak,  fell  asleep 
and  lost  both.  This  caused  a  long  delay  ;  for 
Bertoldo  had  to  return  some  distance  before 

he  found  them,  and  it  was  nine  o'clock  when 
they  caught  tlie  glimmer  of  the  light  in  a  mis- 

erable hut  Avhere  they  intended  to  pass  the 
night.  Having  reached  this  forlorn  hovel,  they 
dismounted  and  unsaddled  for  the  night.  In 
a  short  time  Strain  found  himself  seated  before 
a  fire  kindled  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  over 
which  two  quite  pretty  girls  were  cooking  a 
supper  of  eggs,  soup,  and  jerked  beef.  The 
prettier  of  the  two  was  a  black-eyed,  coquettish 
girl  eighteen  years  of  age,  whose  intercourse 
with  travelers  had  banished  all  original  bash- 
fulness,  if  she  possessed  any,  and  she  and  Strain 
became  at  once  capital  friends.  Her  sister  had 
coquetted  some  six  years  longer  with  passing 
travelers,  and  hence  was  less  sprightly  and  at- 

tractive. The  entire  supper  was  put  into  one 
earthen  bowl,  and  each,  furnished  with  a  spoon, 
helped  himself.  They  had  just  commenced 
when  another  traveler  was  announced,  who 

I  proved  to  be  Astorga.  Having  ascertained  that 
the  party  had  started  without  him,  he  pushed 
on  in  pursuit.  His  peon,  Jacinto,  was  a  fine- 
looking,  intelligent  Guacho,  who  displayed  his 
pride  of  country  by  wearing,  even  in  Chili,  a 
pair  of  fanciful,  loose,  white  drawers,  and  a 
piece  of  red  flannel  singularly  secured  about  the 
loins  and  thighs.  He  inquired  why  they  had 
come  off  without  him.  Frederico,  with  his 
ready  coined  lie,  replied  that  they  were  unable 
to  find  him.  He  did  not  refer  to  Strain,  who, 
feeling  more  independent  with  Astorga  in  com- 

pany, was  half-inclined  to  volunteer  a  denial, 
but  finally  concluded  to  let  it  pass,  in  order  to 
have  peace  over  the  mountains.  The  supper, 
though  fit  only  for  an  ostrich,  they  speedily  dis- 

patched, and  the  three  companions  lay  down 
in  the  open  air  in  front  of  the  cottage  and  soon 
fell  into  a  sound  sleep. 

Soon  after  daylight  they  were  in  the  saddle, 
and,  without  waiting  for  breakfast,  started  off. 
The  ascent  had  now  commenced,  the  road  fol- 

lowing the  side  of  the  mountain,  whose  summits 
were  lost  in  the  clouds.  Occasionally  they 
would  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  peaks  of  the  prin- 

cipal range  standing  far  away  against  the  cold, 
blue  sky.  As  they  pursued  their  devious,  toil- 

some way  toward  these,  the  snow  and  ice  that 
gleamed  in  the  first  sunlight  reminded  them 
that  before  night  they  would  be  in  a  vastly  dif- 

ferent temperature.  The  road  was  a  mere 
shelf  along  the  mountain,  hanging  over  a  mad 
torrent  that  rushed  and  roared  far  below. 
Compressed  between  two  mountains,  it  tore 
along  with  such  power  as  to  carry  with  it  not 

only  heavy  di'bris  but  huge  rocks  which  it  had loosened  from  the  cliffs.  At  one  place  the 
rocky  mountains  approach  to  within  fifteen  or 
twenty  feet  of  each  other,  giving  a  terrific  as- 

pect to  the  maddened  Avaters.  This  is  called 
the  Soldier's  Leap,  from  a  tradition  which  as- 

serts that  once  a  soldier,  hotly  pursued  by  his 
foes,  cleared  the  frightful  chasm  at  a  bound  and 
escaped. 

Toiling  slowly  onward  and  upward  they 
reached,  at  ten  o'clock,  Guardia  Vieja,  or  Old 
Guard,  a  ruined  hut  which  is  occupied  only  in 
summer.  They  breakfasted  here  on  some  beef, 
roasted  on  a  stick.  AYhile  it  was  getting  ready 
Strain  washed  him.self  in  the  cold  mountain 

torrent,  notwithstanding  the  earnest  expostula- 
tions of  his  companions,  who  declared  that  to 

wash  on  a  journey  inevitably  brought  ill-luck. 
They  neither  washed  their  hands  nor  faces  dur- 

ing the  whole  route.  This  superstition  is  gen- 
eral throughout  South  America,  though  no  one 

seems  acquainted  with  its  origin  or  can  assign 
any  reason  for  the  belief  in  it.  Here  San  Martin, 
who  overturned  the  Royalists  in  Chili,  fought 
his  first  battle  with  them.  The  Spanish  gen- 

eral met  him  here  as  he  emerged  from  the 
gorges  of  the  Andes,  and  a  fierce  conflict  took 
place.  The  patriots  were  weary  with  their  long 
and  fatiguing  march,  while  the  Royalists  were 
fresh,  and  had  chosen  their  position  ;  but  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  patriots  bore  down  all  oppo- 
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sition  ;  and  the  Si)aniur(ls,  driven  luick  over  the 
narrow  way,  were  hurled  into  tlic  chasms  and 
torrents  below. 

As  they  advanced  the  ascent  became  more 
precii)itous  and  laborious.  At  mid-day  they 
came  to  a  lar^e  rivulet,  whose  water  was  clear 
as  the  atmosplicre,  and  as  it  rippled  over  tlie 
white  smooth  stones  it  looked  in  the  sunlight 
like  a  chain  of  brilliants.  They  were  now  on 
the  verge  of  perpetual  snow,  and  in  the  very 
heart  of  the  mountains,  that  rose  in  a  confused 
mass  of  savage  peaks  all  around.  On  the  banks 
of  this  beautiful  stream  stands  a  casucha,  a 
strong  structure  built  for  the  protection  of  trav- 

elers in  spring  and  autumn.  OTIiggins,  the 
Irish  dictator  of  Chili,  had  several  of  these 
erected,  and  placed  in  them  charcoal  and  pro- 

visions, intrusting  the  keys  of  the  stores  to  the 
couriers  who  conducted  travelers  over  the  mount- 

ains. This  was  very  important,  for  the  transit 
between  Chili  and  the  Argentine  provinces  was 
constant.  Since  then,  however,  they  have  been 
neglected,  and  now  contain  neither  stores  nor 
fuel.  Without  any  chimney  or  door,  they  are 
damp  and  cheerless  ;  still  they  are  a  great  pro- 

tection to  the  traveler  against  the  piercing  winds, 
and  have  preserved  many  lives.  Strain's  cou- 

rier over  the  pampas  had  once  been  shut  up  in 
one  of  these  eighteen  days  in  a  snow-storm. 
Soma  merchants  finding  it  a  matter  of  vital  im- 

portance, very  late  in  autumn,  to  send  a  message 
to  Buenos  Ayres,  offered  him  twenty  ounces  of 
gold  to  carry  it  across  the  mountains.  Tempted 
by  the  large  bribe  he  set  out,  but  here,  in  the 
heart  of  the  mountains,  he  was  overtaken  by  one 
of  those  snow-storms — teinporales  as  they  are 
called — the  terror  and  strength  of  which  the 
dweller  on  the  plains  has  no  conception  of. 
Groping  his  way  to  the  casucha,  he  entered  it 
and  lay  down.  As  he  looked  out  from  the 
door,  chasm  and  cliflf  were  obliterated — naught 
could  be  seen  but  the  driving  snow,  as,  whirled 
by  the  tortured  and  imprisoned  winds,  it  drove 
through  the  gorges  or  leaped  madly  upward  into 
the  murky  heavens.  The  muffled  sound  of 
torrents  in  the  abysses  below  could  be  heard 
only  in  the  pause  of  the  storm.  The  uproar 
was  deafening,  and  the  reflections  of  the  soli- 

tary man,  as  he  listened  to  it,  locked  up  there 
in  those  savage  solitudes,  were  heart-sickening. 
Day  after  day,  and  night  after  night,  the  storm 
howled  on,  mocking  the  hopes  of  the  shivering 
wretch  as  he  looked  out  in  vain  for  some  sighs 
of  change.  At  length  his  provisions  began  to 
fail,  and  he  eked  them  out  to  the  farthest  limit. 
He  would  sit  and  gaze  on  his  scanty  stores, 
beating  back  the  pangs  of  hunger,  and  with  a 
strong  will  dole  out  to  himself  his  miserable 
rations.  This  slow  and  steady  approach  to 
starvation  was  infniitely  worse  than  death.  At 
length  the  last  morsel  was  consumed,  and  still 
the  blinding  snow-storm  swept  on.  Knowing 
it  was  certain  death  to  remain  where  he  was, 
without  the  possibility  of  obtaining  food,  he 
crept  out  and  started  on  his  journey.  Unable 
to  see  but  a  few  feet  in  advance,  sometimes 

conipelled  to  lay  his  face  against  the  clifT,  and 
hold  on  with  botli  hands,  to  keep  fron>  bcinp 
swept  by  the  blast  into  al)ysses  below,  he  slowlv 
felt  his  way  forward.  In  lulls  of  the  storm  he 
would  l)e  startled  by  the  muflled  roar  of  a  tor- 

rent right  beneath  his  feet,  and  rising,  apparent- 
ly, from  unfathomable  depths.  Sometimes  8lij<- 

ping  on  the  very  brink  of  the  precipice — once 
saving  himself  only  by  catching  on  the  cdg<' 
with  his  hands  and  with  great  difhculty  crawl- 

ing back,  now  floundering  through  heavy  snow- 
drifts, and  now  picking  his  way  over  conceale*! 

toiTents,  hungry,  cold,  benumbed,  weary,  and 
afltrightcd,  the  ])oor  man,  after  numberless  nar- 

row escapes,  at  length  emerged  into  the  valley 
beyond.  His  account  of  this  horrible  journey, 
related  in  all  its  details  in  his  simple  language, 
was  thrillingly  interesting.  Though  a  brave 
man,  and  not  given  to  devotion,  he  never  alluded 
to  this  passage  in  his  adventurous  life  without 
raising  his  hat  and  crossing  himself,  while  a 
perceptible  shudder  shook  his  frame. 

Passing  up  they  soon  came  to  another  casucha 
standing  at  the  foot  of  a  steep  hill,  on  the  top 
of  which  was  perched  a  third.  The  path,  thus 
far,  had  been  up  a  sharp  ascent,  but  it  v.as  no- 

thing compared  to  the  one  before  them.  The 
hill  appeared  to  stand  almost  perpendicular,  uj> 
which  the  path  led  in  dizzy  zigzags,  looking  as 
if  one  had  been  cutting  a  countless  number  of 
letter  Z's  on  its  breast.  At  the  foot  of  it,  and 
at  the  head  of  a  gorge,  there  burst  forth  an  im- 

mense spring,  issuing  from  the  mouth  of  a 
cavern.  Strain  at  once  suspected  this  was  the 
outlet  to  the  "Lago  Encantada" — the  enchanted 
lake — so  long  a  mystery  to  the  natives,  and  also 
to  scientific  travelers,  who  had  heard  in  Chili 
of  its  existence.  He  was  th-erefore  not  disaj)- 
pointed  Avhen,  on  surmounting  the  hill,  he  saw 
spread  out  before  him  a  beautiful  mountain  lake, 
about  a  mile  wide  and  three  miles  long.  The 
great  mystery  to  the  natives  was  what  became 
of  the  water  that  from  numberless  torrents,  born 
amidst  the  snow-peaks,  was  constantly  poured 
into  it,  and  how,  in  spring  and  summer,  it  re- 

tained the  same  level.  The  outlet  being  a  mile 
from  the  lake  itself,  it  never  occurred  to  them 
that  this  was  one  end  of  a  subterranean  i)assage, 
but  had  always  regarded  it  as  a  mountain  spring. 

The  gorge  through  which  its  stn-i)lus  waters 
originally  passed  has  evidently,  at  some  remote 
period,  been  closed  up  by  a  convulsion  of  nature, 
which  threw  an  immense  hill  into  its  bed.  The 
pressure  of  the  water,  as  it  rose  to  surmouni 
this  new  barrier,  forced  a  passage  beneath. 
The  mystery  was  thus  easily  solved  ;  but  it  was 
natural  that  the  ignorant  and  superstitious  na- 

tives, awed  by  the  grandeur  and  sublimity  of 
this  uninhabitable  region,  should  seek  for  an 
explanation  in  the  ])ower  of  enchantment.  Still 
continuing  to  ascend,  the  cold  suddenly  became 
so  intense  that  Astorga's  peon  said  it  must  be 
snowing  on  the  mountain,  which  they  afterward 
found  to  be  true. 

Proceeding  slowly  upward,  absorbed  in  the 
emotions  awakened  by  the  sublimity  with  which 
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he  was  invested,  Strain  was  aroused  by  the  voice 
of  Frederico,  who  said,  in  the  most  business-like 
way,  ' '  Come,  let  us  take  a  drink  of  brandy  and 
tighten  our  girths,  for  we  have  now  got  to  climb 
the  mountain."  "Climb  the  mountain!"  ex- 

claimed Strain,  "  what  else  have  we  been  doing 
all  day,  and  a  steep  one  at  that?"  Frederico 
pointed  to  a  lofty  and  regularly  formed  mount- 

ain in  the  distance,  presenting  an  imposing  ap- 
pearance as  it  stood  out  in  a  gorge  against  the 

sky.  Regarding  it  a  second  time,  Strain  ob- 
served a  zigzag  line  running  up  the  face  of  it, 

as  if  drawn  by  a  pencil.  Indeed  it  looked  more 
like  a  streak  of  forked  lightning,  pinned  to  the 
breast  of  the  mountain,  than  a  path  for  a  living 
thing  to  tread  in.  Although  it  weaves  back- 

ward and  forward  in  incessant  curves,  yet  even 
the  inclined  plane  of  the  path  lies  at  an  angle 
of  nearly  forty-five  degrees.  Here  the  mules 
began  to  labor,  and  every  few  minutes  would 
stop  and  take  breath,  and  then  of  their  own  ac- 

cord start  on.  It  is  in  such  cases  as  this  that 
man  comes  to  admire  the  patience  and  sagacity 
of  this  stubborn  animal.  There  was  no  whip- 

ping, or  spurring,  or  abusive  words ;  man  and 
mule  had  both  changed  natures — one  had  become 
docile  and  reliable,  and  the  other  kind.  The 
natives  are  exceedingly  cruel  to  their  animals, 
and  although  the  Chilians  are  the  best  riders  in 
the  world,  they  have  no  affection  for  the  horse 
like  the  Arab.  Strain  therefore  turned  with 
surprise  to  Frederico,  as  if  he  expected  a  trans- 

formation in  his  physical  appearance.  He  was 
unfeeling  toward  his  animals,  and  used  only 
coarse  and  abusive  language  to  them ;  but  now 
his  voice  was  kind  and  encouraging,  and  he 
coaxed  and  praised  by  turns.  The  poor  creat- 

ures strained  faithfully  up  the  steep  acclivity ; 
but  the  rarity  of  the  atmosphere,  the  biting 
wind,  which  was  now  high,  and  the  fatigue 
combined,  told  heavily  upon  them,  and  it  was 
painful  to  witness  their  sufferings.  Their  breath 
came  quick  and  fast,  and  was  ejected  from  their 
nostrils  with  a  loud  sound,  showing  with  what 
force  it  was  expelled  from  the  lungs.  But  ap- 

parently conscious  that  they  had  a  definite  task 
to  perform,  they  needed  neither  whip  nor  spur, 
but,  after  stopping  to  breathe  a  few  minutes, 
would  patiently  recommence  their  painful  task. 
The  scenery  now  grew  Avilder  and  more  sublime. 
As  they  approached  the  summit  the  sea  of 
peaks,  which  before  had  been  shut  out  by  the 
nearer  mountains,  began  to  unroll  itself,  and 
reveal  to  the  startled  traveler  the  terrific  place 
into  which  he  had  pushed  himself.  At  length 
they  stood  on  the  top,  more  than  two  miles 
high,  and  lo !  there  spread  out  a  scene  around, 
below,  and  beyond  them,  that  language  has  no 
words  to  describe  or  to  express  the  emotions  it 
awakens.  Standing  in  the  centre  of  this  vast 
assemblage  of  mountains,  extending  a  hundred 
and  twenty  miles  in  width,  and  lost  north  and 
south  in  the  distance,  one  seems  to  have  been 
transported  to  a  hitherto  undiscovered  world.  It 
is  a  wilderness  of  snow-capped  mountain  masses. 
The  sky  was  clear,  and  the  sun,  in  all  his  evening 

glory,  hung  just  above  the  snowy  peaks  in  the 
west,  flooding  them  with  a  strange  splendor. 
Between  lay  the  deep,  dark  valley,  from  which 
the  eye  turned  with  a  shudder;  while  before 
them  rose  the  enormous  white  column  of  Tu- 
pungati  twenty  thousand  feet  into  the  heavens, 
its  everlasting  robe  of  white  dazzling  the  eye  as 
it  stood  bathed  in  the  full  glories  of  the  setting 
sun.  How  still,  how  serene,  slept  that  ocean 
of  glittering  peaks !  how  still,  how  mysterious, 
spread  the  darkness  through  those  unfathom- 

able abysses!  Not  a  sound  broke  the  impress- 
ive silence  there,  save  the  low  wail  of  the  wind. 

Not  an  animate  object  relieved  the  utter  deso- 
lation, save  the  black  form  of  a  solitary  condor 

wheeling  slowly  round  a  savage  peak,  as  if  by 
contrast  to  deepen  the  loneliness  of  the  scene. 
Every  thing  is  on  a  vast  scale,  as  if  God  had 
exulted  in  the  exertion  of  power  when  he  had 
heaved  these  mighty  masses  together,  and  the 
soul  is  stunned  and  stupefied,  and  stands  and 
trembles  and  staggers  under  the  majesty  and 
power  it  can  not  comprehend.  The  tremendous 
chasms  and  precipices,  or  frightful  abysses, 
which  are  peculiar  to  the  Andes,  inspire  feelings 
of  terror  as  well  as  sublimity.  Strain,  who  is 
peculiarly  unimpressible  to  natural  scenery,  de- 

clared that  this  one  view  amply  repaid  him  for 
all  the  discomforts  and  fatigues  of  the  whole 

journey.  In  his  diary  he  says:  "Had  I  been 
hlasc,  I  should  decidedly  have  received  an  im- 

pression. I  have  heard  and  read  much  of  natu- 
ral scenery  whose  grandeur  and  sublimity  had 

produced  in  obseiwers  a  feeling  of  awe,  and  yet 
afterward  viewed  it  myself  without  surprise,  al- 

most with  indifference.  The  storm  at  sea,  in 
all  imaginable  phases,  I  have  witnessed  without 
a  profound  impression.  Neither  have  I  been 
much  impressed  by  the  thunder-storm  in  the 
mountains,  or  by  cataracts,  or  by  the  many  natu- 

ral objects  on  which  so  many  highly-Avrought 
pages  have  been  lavished.  Two  views  only,  of 
which  I  have  heard  and  read  much,  did  not  fail 
to  realize  my  expectations.  The  first  was  the 
Andes,  as  seen  from  Valparaiso  in  winter ;  and 
the  next,  the  view  from  the  summit  of  the 

mountain  pass  of  Uspallata."* 
The  slope  by  which  they  descended  lay  at  an 

angle  of  about  forty-five  degrees,  and  was  in- 
closed by  lofty  mountains,  whose  dazzling  white 

and  sun-tipped  summits  contrasted  strongly  with 
the  dark  depths  into  which  they  were  plunging, 
and  made  one  think  of  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow 
of  Death.  The  wind  was  piercing,  and  they  be- 

came so  thoroughly  chilled  that  they  were  com- 
pelled to  dismount  and  walk  to  keep  from  be- 

ing benumbed.  Rattling  down  the  narrow  way, 
often  in  danger  of  tripping  and  rolling  over, 
they  at  length,  at  half  past  eight,  reached  the 

*  There  is  a  good  anecdote  told  of  Sir  Francis  Head 
when  he  stood  on  this  summit.  His  remark  was  not 
quite  so  bad  as  the  Englishman's,  -who  exclaimed  on  be- 

holding Niagara,  "How  nice!"  but  approximated  it 
Surveying  the  wondrous  spectacle,  he  exclaimed,  "What 
can  be  more  beautiful  I "  to  which  his  attendant,  a  Cornish 
miner,  replied,  "  Them  things.  Sir,  that  do  wear  caps  and 
aprons."    There  is  not  much  to  choose  between  them. 
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valley,  and,  mounting,  pushed  on  to  find  a  rest- 
ing-place for  the  night.  After  about  an  hour's ride  they  halted,  and  began  to  look  out  for  a 

spot  to  pitch  their  camp.  They  finally  select- 
ed a  huge  porphyritic  rock,  because  Astorga's peon  had  concealed  under  it  two  sticks  of  wood 

on  his  way  over.  It  was  a  bleak  and  cheerless 
place  ;  all  around  was  black  volcanic  rock— not 
a  sign  of  vegetation— nothing  to  relieve  the  eye 

^ut  the  snowy  summits  that  stood,  I  and  'deadnesI'arorndriherwUir  the'r  spark- 

"Like  Earth's  pgantic  sentinels, 
Discoursing  in  tlie  sky," 

far,  far  above  them.  It  was  a  relief  to  turn 
from  the  darkness  that  lay  in  vast,  dense  mass- 

es in  the  gorges  and  cliasms  to  the  stars  that 
gleamed  in  unnatural  brightness  in  the  clear 
atmosphere  of  those  high  regions.  Contrasted 
with  the  great  motionless  forms  that  lifted  thcra- 
SfilvPS  on  nvnrv  eidn    an  A  fV./%   i  -:i  
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ling,  flashing  beams,  seemed  like  living,  sen- 
tient beings  moving  in  a  joyous  world  by  them- 

selves. 
The  travelers,  who  seemed  mere  insects 

amidst  these  gigantic  forms,  sat  around  their 
little  fire  smoking  cigars  until  ten  o'clock,  M^hen 
they  prepared  to  turn  in.  On  examining  the 
stock  of  blankets,  cloaks,  ponchos,  etc.,  on 
hand,  it  was  found  that  Strain  and  Astorga 
alone  were  provided  with  any.  An  unlined 
poncho,  which  could  furnish  no  protection 
against  the  bleak  mountain  wind,  was  all  that 
Frederico  had.  The  selfishness  and  cupidity 
of  this  fellow  had  displayed  themselves  more 
and  more  ever  since  they  started.  In  the  first 
place.  Strain  had  given  him  a  third  more  for 
the  two  mules  than  they  were  worth ;  in  the 
second  place,  he  had  paid  all  the  expenses  of 
the  journey,  when  he  ought  to  have  paid  but 
half,  besides  lending  him  money  he  was  sure 
never  to  see  again.  He  had  also  bought  a 
large  supply  of  horse  feed,  of  which  his  mules 
never  got  a  taste,  although  Frederico  used  one 
of  them  in  place  of  his  old  black  horse,  which 
had  broken  down.  The  colt  got  the  whole, 
which  put  him  in  fine  condition  for  sale  when 
they  should  reach  Mendoza.  But  his  coolness 
and  impudence  reached  their  din? ax  this  night, 
when  he  deliberately  placed  himself  between 
Astorga  and  Strain,  thus  getting  the  three- 

fold benefit  of  the  blankets,  of  being  protected 
from  the  wind,  and  having  the  warmth  of  two 
bodies  around  his  own.  Strain  had  the  wind- 

ward side,  and  tried  to  get  a  little  sleep.  The 
covering,  however,  was  too  narrow,  and,  lifting 
with  every  flaw  of  wind,  kept  one  side  shiver- 

ing all  night.  When  the  cold  became  insuffer- 
able he  would  turn  on  the  other  side,  and  so 

kept  shifting  from  side  to  side  till  morning. 
To  compose  him  still  more,  Frederico  lay  snor- 

ing in  a  happy  state  of  unconsciousness,  show- 
ing how  comfortable  and  pleasant  he  found  his 

quarters.  Strain's  only  consolation  was  in  vow- 
ing a  terrible  revenge  at  some  future  time. 

Fortune  helped  him  in  this ;  for  the  colt  that 
devoured  all  his  feed  became  so  frisky  that, 
when  Frederico  mounted  him  in  the  streets  of 
Mendoza,  the  vicious  beast  threw  him  over  his 
head.  He  dared  not  again  mount  his  pet  horse ; 
so  his  mortification  was  greater  than  if  he  had 
lost  a  dozen  animals.  To  be  an  inhabitant  of 
Mendoza  and  not  be  able  to  moimt  any  horse, 
is  not  to  be  a  gentleman.  In  fact,  not  to  be 
able  to  ride  is  the  next  door  to  crime. 

They  rose  at  daylight,  and  the  poor  mules, 
which  had  passed  the  night  without  any  food, 
were  glad  to  leave  so  inhospitable  a  region. 
The  temperature  may  be  judged  from  the  fact 
that  the  entire  margin  of  the  mountain  torrent 
whose  course  they  followed  was  firmly  frozen. 

As  they  were  slowly  passing  down  this  val- 
ley, bounded  on  either  side  by  enormous  masses 

of  porphyritic  rock  and  mountains.  Strain  was 
taught  a  lesson  of  prudence  which  came  well- 
nigh  being  his  last.  The  descent  having  be- 

come more  gradual,  he  relaxed  his  vigilance 

over  his  large  English  saddle,  which  had  hith- 

erto, by  shoving  forward  on  the  mule's  neck, caused  him  no  little  inconvenience  and  anxie- 
ty. He  was  gazing  up  and  around  on  the  sav- 

age scenery,  and  did  not  notice  that  they  had 
come  to  a  sharp  hill.  Going  down  this  the 
saddle  slipped  forward,  when  the  mule  gave 
two  violent  kicks  in  the  air,  which  threw  Strain, 
in  a  complete  somersault,  flat  on  his  back  on  a 
rock  twenty  feet  below.  Not  satisfied  with  this 
performance,  the  mule  rushed  forward  and  at- 

tempted to  plant  his  fore-feet  on  Strain's  breast. 
Thougli  stunned  by  his  fall,  he  had  sufiicient 
presence  of  mind  to  detect  the  object  of  the 
brute,  and  avoid  the  blow,  by  suddenly  rolling 
down  the  hill.  The  mule  concluded  not  to  fol- 

low, and  dashed  off  in  another  direction  till  he 
became  entangled  by  the  saddle,  which  had  turn- 

ed, and  was  brought  back  by  the  peons.  About 
ten  they  stopped  and  lunched  on  tough  beef  at 
the  camp  of  an  old  muleteer,  and  then  proceed- 

ed on  to  the  Puenta  del  Inca,  one  of  the  objects 
of  interest  in  this  pass.  It  is  a  natural  bridge, 
formed  of  conglomerate,  about  one  hundred 
and  twenty  feet  long  and  ninety  wide. 

This  bridge  is  an  object  of  greater  curiosity 
to  the  scientific  man  than  to  the  traveler.  Here 
is  a  valley,  a  mile  wide  and  of  great  depth, 
which  has  been  scooped  out,  for  miles  above  and 
below,  by  the  terrific  torrents  that  are  formed 
by  the  melting  of  the  snows  on  the  surrounding 
mountains.  There  is  no  other  outlet  for  the 
vast  accumulation  of  water  on  their  sides  and 
summits.  Now  this  bridge  is  not  a  boulder,  or 
section  of  a  mountain,  which  has  been  heaved 
by  some  convulsion  of  nature  from  its  bed,  and 
hurled  into  the  ravine,  damming  up  the  stream, 
but  is  a  part  of  the  mountain  itself.  It  seems 
impossible,  hoAvever,  that  the  torrent  should 
have  scooped  out  this  tremendous  gorge  for  so 
many  miles,  and  here  alone  bored  a  tunnel 
through  a  rock  only  ninety  feet  thick,  leaving  a 
comparatively  fragile  structure  standing  amidst 
the  monuments  and  traces  of  its  power  and 
fury.  In  contemplating  it,  the  mind  goes  back 
for  an  explanation  to  that  period  in  the  history 
of  the  world  when  the  climate  was  mild,  and 
there  was  no  snow  on  these  mountains,  and  but 
a  rivulet  flowed  here,  or  so  cold  that  the  snow 
never  melted.  As  the  climate  changed,  and 
the  snow  began  to  accumulate  and  to  melt  on 
these  mountains,  the  stream  formed  and  gradu- 

ally increased  in  size,  and  in  the  progress  of 
ages  bored  this  tunnel,  which  widened  and 
deepened  with  the  steady  increase  of  water,  till 
now  under  its  arch  flows  a  frightful  torrent. 

Within  a  few  yards  of  the  bridge  there  is  a 
spring  of  hot  water ;  and  directly  under,  in  a 
shelf  of  the  rock,  and  only  a  few  inches  distant, 
are  two  other  copious  springs  of  an  entirely  dif- 

ferent temperature. 

About  one  o'clock  they  reached  scanty  vege- 
tation, where  they  unsaddled,  and  turning  their 

half-starved  animals  out  to  graze,  took  a  siesta. 
Awaking  about  four  in  the  afternoon.  Strain 
saw,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  valley,  a  series 
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of  zigzags  on  an  almost  perpendicular  mount- 
ain, fifteen  hundred  feet  high.  They  looked 

like  mere  lines  drawn  backward  and  forward 
on  the  steep  slope.  From  their  regularity  he 
thought  they  must  be  made  by  animals,  though 
he  could  hardly  conceive  of  the  boldness  that 
would  induce  them  to  venture  on  such  a  fear- 

ful elevation  with  so  narrow  a  foothold.  But 
while  he  lay  wondering  six  guanacos  marched, 
in  a  stately  and  dignified  manner,  over  the  crest 
of  the  mountain.  As  they  came  on  in  single 
file,  each  form  was  distinctly  drawn  against  the 
clear  blue  sky,  far  up  in  the  heavens.  With- 

out the  least  hesitation,  and  apparently  as  easy 
and  confident  as  they  would  walk  tiie  valley  be- 

neath, they  began  their  perilous  descent. 
Saddling  up,  they  forded  the  deep  and  rocky 

torrent  along  v\-hose  margin  they  had  been  trav- 
eling ;  and,  a  little  after  dark,  reached  a  cave 

by  the  side  of  the  path,  in  which  they  found 
eight  or  ten  muleteers  encamped,  who  were 
on  their  way  to  Valparaiso  after  merchandise. 
Around  the  mouth  were  heaped,  in  confusion, 
pack-saddles,  cargas,  and  so  on  ;  while  in  the 
centre  burned  a  fire,  throwing  a  red  glare  on 
the  otherwise  smoky,  black  walls  of  the  cavern. 
Around  it  were  grouped  the  peons,  in  various 
attitudes  and  fantastic  costumes,  their  features 
assuming  a  strange  wildness  in  the  light  of  the 
fire — the  whole  resembling  a  bandit  encamp- 

ment in  the  fastnesses  of  the  mountains.  These 
were,  however,  harmless  men,  who  greeted  the 
strangers  as  they  entered  hospitably,  the  own- 

er of  the  troupe  rising  from  the  seat  of  honor 
always  assigned  to  him,  and  conducting  Mr. 
Strain  to  it,  who,  as  a  foreigner,  was  peculiar- 

ly his  guest.  He  then  invited  them  to  partake 
of  the  supper,  which  was  nearly  ready.  They 
declining,  he  produced  cigars,  and  Strain,  in 
thanking  him,  incidentally  remarked  that  they 
were  peculiarly  acceptable  to  him,  as  his  had 
given  out  the  day  before.  The  good  host  im- 

mediately begged  Mr.  Strain  to  do  him  the  hon- 
or to  accept  a  bundle  for  the  rest  of  his  journey, 

assuring  him  that  he  had  an  ample  supply,  and 
even  if  he  had  not,  he  could  resort  to  cigaret- 

tes, to  Avhich  gentlemen  from  foreign  parts  were 
not  accustomed.  Courtesy  forbade  a  refusal ; 
and  Strain  thought  that — although  the  day  be- 

fore his  wrath  was  kindled  at  the  whole  race  of 
Mendozans  by  the  conduct  of  Frederico — there 
might  be  some  true  gentlemen  among  them  after 
all.  And  so  it  is  ;  a  man  may  be  made  to  sleep 
at  night  exposed  to  a  chilling  wind,  by  the  self- 

ishness of  one  man,  and  yet  be  repaid  the  next 
day  by  the  courtesy  and  kindness  of  another. 

In  a  sliort  time  the  cheerful  cries  of  their 
peons,  sounding  nearly  overhead  as  they  en- 

couraged their  mules  up  the  steep  ascent,  hast- 
ened their  departure,  and  our  travelers,  after 

expressing  many  thanks,  mounted  and  pushed 
on  to  the  Penon  Rajada,  or  River  Stone,  where 
they  had  determined  to  pass  the  night.  This 
rock  had  been  at  some  remote  period  dislodged 
from  the  mountain  mass  above,  and  rolled  down 
to  the  roadside,  where  it  stopped,  with  its  sum- 

mit so  far  overhanging  its  bajic  that  it  furnished 
comfortable  sliclter  for  three  persons.  It  looked 
for  all  the  world  like  a  huge  man-trap,  balanced 
there  on  purpose  to  fall  upon  and  crush  the 
too  trusting  traveler.  Astorga,  Frederico,  and 
Strain  stretched  themselves  under  this,  Fred- 

erico, of  course,  in  the  middle,  leaving  a  rough 
stone  for  Strain  to  find  the  soft  side  of.  His 
two  companions,  enjcning  the  mildness  of  the 
niglit  as  compared  with  the  preceding  one,  lay 
and  sang  national  songs  till  a  late  hour,  making 
the  rocks  around  ring  with  their  music.  Coiled 
up  under  a  beetling  rock,  buried,  as  it  were,  in 
the  heart  of  the  mountains,  their  merry  songs 
seemed  strangely  out  of  place.  One  of  these, 
designed  to  ridicule  the  priesthood — called  the 
Franciscan  Friar  ("Fadre  Francisco")  —  was 
full  of  wit  and  humor.  The  people  have  no 
reverence  for  the  priesthood,  who  are  generally 
jolly,  rotund,  good-natured  fellows — with  large 
capacity  for  liquor  and  very  liberal  to  strangers. 

Roused  up  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning 
they  pushed  on,  and  after  traveling  about  three 
miles,  came  upon  a  large  troop  of  mules  biv- 

ouacked. Among  tlie  travelers  were  several 
women,  who  were  just  rising  from  their  mat- 

tresses, which  were  spread  upon  the  ground, 
and  making  their  toilet  preparatory  to  setting 
out.  Some  had  children  too  young  to  trust  on 
the  back  of  a  mule,  and  these  were  placed  in 
baskets  and  slung  across  the  animal.  When- 

ever a  pair  could  not  be  had  to  adjust  the  bal- 
ance, a  stone,  or  some  weight,  v/as  put  in  the 

other  basket,  and  thus  they  were  carried  over 
these  dangerous  passes.  Those  in  the  camp  kind- 

ly invited  them  to  take  coffee,  and  when  they 
were  about  to  proceed  the  women  presented  them 
with  a  pound  cake.  It  is  strange  how  these 
little  kindnesses  in  a  desolate,  dreary  country 
take  hold  of  one's  heart,  and  make  him  think 
better  of  his  kind.  With  a  "God  bless  the 
ladies!"  our  travelers  pressed  forward  for  the 
first  of  the  three  "  /aderas,'*  as  these  three 
fearful  passes  of  the  Andes  are  called.  A  la- 
•  dera  is  a  narrow  path  cut  along  the  side  of  the 
mountain,  Avhich  is  perpendicular  on  one  side, 
and  nearly  so  on  the  other.  In  making  the 
one  hundred  and  thirty  miles,  the  width  of  the 
Andes  here,  the  traveler  surmounts  the  obsta- 

cles in  various  ways.  Sometimes  the  bed  of  a 
torrent  furnishes  them  comparatively  easy  trav- 

eling ;  again  the  gorge  turns  off  in  the  wrong 
direction  among  the  mountains,  and  they  come 
abruptly  upon  a  steep  mountain,  up  whica  they 
are  compelled  to  toil  in  laborious  zigzags,  and 
descend  in  the  same  way  to  another  valley,  which 
stretches  toward  tlic  point  they  desire  to  reach. 
At  another  time  the  mountain  comes  down  in 
a  sheer  precii)ice  to  the  torrent  along  whose 
bed  they  wish  to  journey.  A  rocky  margin  has 
hitherto  furnished  them  foothold  ;  but  it  now 
presents  nothing  but  a  fearful  abyss,  through 
which  the  foaming  waters  go  with  a  loud  and 
angry  roar.  The  mountain  is  too  steep  and 
high  to  go  over  the  top  in  zigzags,  and  so  the 
path  is  cut  along  the  face  of  the  precipice,  di- 
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rectly  above  the  stream.  In  some  places  it  is 
not  more  than  three  feet  wide,  and  cumbered 
with  loose  stones.  The  mountain  side  between 
the  path  and  the  torrent  below,  in  some  places, 
lies  at  a  slight  angle,  in  others  it  is  a  perpen- 

dicular cliff,  so  that  a  man  on  a  mule  can  reach 
out  his  arm  and  drop  a  stone  nearly  a  thousand 
feet  into  the  shuddering  abyss  below.  Neither 
is  this  narrow  shelf  level,  but  you  ascend  and 
descend  the  path,  necessarily  keeping  just  above 
the  point  where  the  sheer  face  of  the  precipice 
begins,  for  it  would  be  next  to  impossible  to 
cut  a  way  along  the  smooth  face  of  the  cliff. 
In  making  the  first  descent  Strain  said,  "I  can 
compare  my  own  feelings,  as  my  mule  smelled 
his  way  along  the  narrow  descent  with  his  nose 
almost  between  his  legs,  while  his  short  neck 
and  the  path  were  entirely  invisible,  only  to 
those  of  a  man  sliding  slowly  down  a  very 
steep  roof,  in  a  disagreeable  state  of  uncer- 

tainty as  to  whether  the  gutter  or  trough  at  the 
eaves  will  sustain  his  weight  when  he  reaches 
there."  It  seems  impossible  that  men  should 
ever  get  accustomed  to  this  perilous  mode  of 
traveling ;  yet  the  women  of  this  region  will 
sit  composedly  on  their  mules,  and  look  down 
hundreds  of  feet,  and  see  naught  but  a  dark 
abyss  through  which  the  torrent  is  raving.  A 
single  false  step,  a  slight  stroke  of  the  load 
against  tlie  rock,  the  least  start,  and  animal 
and  rider  would  disappear  like  a  flitting  shad- 

ow into  the  gulf  beneath.  The  last,  the  Ladera 
de  las  Vacas,  is  the  worst  of  all.  The  mount- 

ain here  comes  to  a  point,  presenting  nothing 
but  a  sharp  profile.  Around  this  profile,  or  edge 
of  the  mountain,  the  path  bends  in  an  acute  an- 

gle. In  approaching  this  point,  and  doubling 
it,  the  narrow  track  passes  directly  along  the 
edge  of  a  precipice  that  descends  in  a  straight 
line  to  the  gorge  below.  Neither  does  the  path 
pass  along  on  a  level  to  this  dangerous  point, 
but  ascends  sharply  to  it,  at  an  angle  of  nearly 
forty-five  degrees,  and  descends  abruptly  the 
other  side.  At  this  point  it  is  solid  rock,  which 
has  been  perforated  by  the  feet  of  mules,  each 
succeeding  year  wearing  them  deeper.  Into 
these  holes  the  cautious,  sagacious  animals  now 
trod  with  great  care  and  precision.  The  slight- 

est mistake  here  would  prove  fatal,  and  our  trav- 
elers held  their  breath  as  they  crawled  along 

toward  the  dangerous  point.  Even  the  mule- 
teers who  cross  the  Andes  the  most  frequently 

never  get  so  accustomed  to  its  danger  as  to 
pass  it  without  great  anxiety.  Pricking  his 
ears,  his  nose  to  the  rock  as  if  smelling  the 
track,  the  leading  mule  slowly  felt  his  way  along 
the  narrow  shelf.  In  approaching  the  edge  of 
the  mountain  where  the  path  turns  it  seems 
to  the  eye  to  end  entirely,  the  narrow  gash  it 
makes  showing  clear  and  distinct  like  a  hu- 

man feature  against  the  sky  beyond.  Above 
was  the  almost  perpendicular  and  savage  mount- 

ain ;  below,  the  dizzy  precipice  and  the  wild 
abyss  ;  beyond,  mountains  interlocking  mount- 

ains. Had  they  met  other  travelers  here,  one 
or  the  other  party  must  have  perished.  In- 

deed, in  many  places  along  this  pass,  it  would 
have  been  impossible  for  a  mule  to  have  turned 
round,  and  frequently  the  path  was  so  narrow 
that  a  man  could  not  dismount  to  save  himself, 
and  must  have  gone  over  the  clitf  with  his  ani- 

mal. One  can  well  imagine  that  to  such  dan- 
gers the  traveler  can  never  become  indifferent, 

and  one  unaccustomed  to  dizzy  heights  and 
dangerous  paths  must  never  trust  his  eyes  over 
the  precipice,  or  look  upon  the  savage  scenery 
around  him.  At  length  they  reached  the  point 
where  the  path  bent  around  the  edge  of  the 
cliff,  and  then  all  the  sagacity  of  the  mules 
were  put  in  requisition.  The  angle  is  so  acute 
that  the  animal  has  to  bend  its  body  almost 
double  to  get  around,  and  each  foot  is  lifted 
and  planted  with  a  care  that  shows*  he  is  aware 
of  his  danger.  Every  one  felt  relieved  when 
this  last  and  most  dangerous  of  the  laderas  was 

passed. Sir  Francis  Head  has  the  following  fine  piece 
of  description  on  his  passage  of  this  pass.  It 
is  well  that  the  accident  mentioned  occurred  at 
the  commencement  of  the  pass,  and  not  in  its 
more  elevated  and  more  dangerous  portions  : 

"As  soon  as  the  leading  mule  came  to  the 
commencement  of  the  pass,  he  stopped,  evi- 

dently unwilling  to  proceed,  and,  of  course,  all 
the  rest  stopped  also. 

"  He  was  the  finest  mule  we  had,  and  on  that 
account  had  twice  as  much  to  carry  as  any  of 
the  others  ;  his  load  had  never  been  relieved, 
and  it  consisted  of  four  portmanteaus,  two  of 
which  belonged  to  me,  and  contained  not  only 
a  very  heavy  bag  of  dollars,  but  also  papers, 
which  were  of  such  consequence  that  I  could 
hardly  have  continued  my  journey  without 
them.  The  peons  now  redoubled  their  cries, 
and  leaning  over  the  sides  of  their  mules,  and 
picking  up  stones,  they  threw  them  at  the  lead- 

ing mule,  who  now  commenced  his  journey 
over  the  path.  With  his  nose  to  the  ground, 
literally  smelling  his  way,  he  walked  gently 
on,  often  changing  the  position  of  his  feet,  if 
he  found  the  ground  would  not  bear,  until  he 
came  to  the  bad  part  of  the  pass,  when  he  again 
stopped  ;  and  I  then  certainly  began  to  look 
with  great  anxiety  at  my  portmanteaus  ;  but 
the  peons  again  threw  stones  at  him,  and  he 
continued  his  path,  and  reached  me  in  safety  : 
several  others  followed.  At  last  a  young  mule 
carrying  a  portmanteau,  wlta  two  large  sacks 
of  provisions,  and  many  other  things,  in  pass- 

ing the  bad  point  struck  his  load  against  the 
rock,  which  knocked  his  two  hind  legs  over  the 
precipice,  and  the  loose  stones  immediately  be- 

gan to  roll  away  from  under  them  ;  however, 
his  fore-legs  were  still  upon  the  narrow  path ; 
he  had  no  room  to  put  his  head  there,  but  he 
placed  his  nose  on  the  path  on  his  left,  and 
appeared  to  hold  on  by  his  mouth.  His  per- 

ilous fate  was  soon  decided  by  a  loose  mule 
who  came  up,  and  in  walking  along  after  him, 
knocked  his  comrade's  nose  off  the  path,  de- 

stroyed his  balance,  and  nead  over  heels  the 
poor  creature  instantly  commenced  a  fall  which 
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was  really  quite  terrific.  With  all  his  baggage 
firmly  lashed  to  him,  he  rolled  down  the  steep 
slope  until  he  came  to  the  part  which  was  per- 

pendicular, and  there  he  seemed  to  bound  off, 
and  turning  round  in  the  air  fell  into  a  deej> 
torrent  on  his  back  and  upon  his  baggage,  and 
instantly  disappeared.  I  thought,  of  course, 
that  he  was  killed  ;  but  up  he  rose,  looking 
wild  and  scared,  and  immediately  endeavored 
to  stem  the  torrent  which  was  foaming  about 
him.  It  was  a  noble  effort,  and  for  a  moment 
he  seemed  to  succeed,  but  the  eddy  suddenly 
caught  the  great  load  which  was  upon  his  back, 
and  turned  him  completely  over ;  down  went 
his  head  Avith  all  the  baggage,  and  as  he  was 
carried  down  the  stream,  all  I  saw  were  his 
hind-quarters,  and  his  long,  thin,  wet  tail  lash- 

ing the  water.  As  suddenly,  however,  up  his 
head  came  again  ;  but  he  was  now  weak,  and 
went  down  the  stream,  turned  round  and  round 
by  the  eddy,  until  passing  the  corner  of  the 
rock  I  lost  sight  of  him.  I  saw,  however,  the 
peons  with  lassos  in  their  hands,  run  down  the 
side  of  the  torrent  for  some  little  distance  ;  but 
they  soon  stopped,  and  after  looking  toward 
the  poor  mule  for  some  seconds,  their  earn- 

est attitude  gradually  relaxed,  and  when  they 
v/alked  toward  me  I  concluded  that  all  was 
over.  I  walked  up  to  the  peons,  and  was  just 
going  to  speak  to  them  when  I  saw  at  a  dis- 

tance a  solitary  mule  Avalking  toward  us. 
"  We  instantly  perceived  that  he  was  the 

Phaeton  whose  fall  we  had  just  witnessed,  and 
in  a  few  moments  he  came  up  to  us  to  join  his 
comrades.  He  was,  of  course,  dripping  wet ; 
his  eye  looked  dull,  and  his  whole  countenance 
was  dejected  ;  however,  none  of  his  bones  were 
broken,  he  was  very  little  cut,  and  the  bulletin 
of  his  health  was  altogether  incredible. 

"With  that  surprising  anxiety  which  the 
mules  all  have  to  join  the  troop,  or  rather  the 
leading  mule  which  carries  the  bell,  he  contin- 

ued his  course,  and  actually  walked  over  the 
pass  without  compulsion,  though  certainly  with 
great  caution." 

The  great  danger  and  difficulties  of  the 
journey  were  now  over,  and  they  trotted  gayly 
down  the  valley,  the  slope  of  which  every  mo- 

ment grew  more  gradual.  About  noon  they 
halted  on  the  margin  of  a  stream,  where  they 
breakfasted  on  the  cakes  given  them  by  the 
warm-hearted  ]^  adozinos.  Soon  after  leav- 

ing the  turbid  stream  along  which  they  had 
been  traveling  they  struck  across  a  shingly, 
barren  plain,  and  at  twelve  o'clock  burst  into 
the  beautiful  and  fertile  valley  of  the  Uspalla- 
ta,  whose  green  fields,  luxuriant  foliage,  and 
limpid  stream  was  a  pleasant  relief  after  three 
days'  journeying  amidst  the  terrific  scenery, 
barren  rocks,  snow-peaks,  and  mad  torrents  of 
the  Andes.  The  valley  is  six  miles  long  and 
two  miles  wide,  and  contains  but  one  settle- 

ment, composed  of  a  few  small  houses.  This 
is  the  custom-house  station  of  Mendoza,  and 
the  captain  of  the  guard,  witli  his  buxom  wife, 
received  the  travelers  very  kindly.  A  hut  was 
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assigned  them,  and  Strain,  in  the  evening,  hav- 
ing notliing  else  to  do,  counted  the  dogs  in  the 

court-yard.  In  one  group  there  were  twenty, 
looking  gaunt  and  ferocious  as  half- starved 
wolves.  It  needed  not  the  caution  of  the  liost- 
ess  not  to  venture  out,  for  he  must  be  a  bol.l 
man  indeed  who  would  exj>osc  himself  to  such 
an  array  of  beasts.  The  Guach  o  of  the  j'lain 
delights  to  surround  himself  with  formidalde 
dogs,  and  is  seldom  seen  away  from  his  habita- 

tion without  a  pack  of  six  or  seven  at  his  heels. 
Bertoldo,  the  })eon,  having  an  idle  afternoon 

on  his  hands,  celebrated  his  safe  i)assage  of  the 
Cordilleras  by  getting  "gloriously  drunk." 
Like  most  men  in  this  condition  he  became 
exceedingly  affectionate,  and  after  expressing 
his  attachment  to  Strain  in  the  strongest  terms, 
at  last  approached  him  with  a  would-be  grave 
and  serious  but  in  reality  a  maudlin  look,  and 
told  him  that,  on  one  subject,  his  mind  was  fully 
made  up — that  he  never  would  leave  him  until 
he  had  seen  him  safely  in  Buenos  Ayres.  Kum 
is  a  sad  leveler,  a  thorough  Red  Kcjjublican, 
and  produces  the  same  effects  the  world  over. 

The  beds  were  made  on  the  floor,  and  just 
as  Strain  and  Astorga  had  begun  to  undruss  for 
the  niglit  the  Captain  and  his  wife  came  in  to 
have  a  quiet  game  of  cards  with  Don  Frcdcrico. 
Finding  the  lady  did  not  stand  on  ceremony 
with  him,  Strain  thought  he  v.'ould  return  tlie 
compliment,  and  having  finished  his  prepara- 

tions for  the  niglit  turned  in,  and,  lighting  a  ci- 
gar, soon  smoked  himself  to  sleep — not  before, 

however,  he  had  seen  the  money  he  had  given 
Fredcrico  to  pay  expenses  transferred  to  the 
Captain  and  his  wife. 

The  next  day  they  proceeded  down  tlie  val- 
ley, and  after  riding  a  few  miles  stopped  at 

a  spring,  when  Frederico  attempted,  without 
breaking  the  seal,  to  read  the  letter  of  tlie  Cap- 

tain of  the  Guard  to  the  authorities  of  i\Iendo- 
za.  Being  remonstrated  with  by  Strain  he  de- 

fended his  conduct,  and,  to  Strain's  astonish- 
ment, Astorga,  to  whom  he  appealed,  said  he 

could  see  no  objection  to  it,  as  the  letter  related 
entirely  to  them  and  their  baggage.  At  noon 
they  arrived  at  an  elevated  table -land,  from 
whence  they  had  a  distant  view  of  the  pampas, 
which  lost  itself  in  the  eastern  horizon  like  a 
sleeping  ocean.  Nature  seems  to  have  formed 
the  Andes  as  a  sort  of  compensation  for  the 
vast  and  almost  interminable  plains  that  stretch 
westward  from  the  Atlantic.  Strain  thought 
they  had  now  done  with  mountain  travel ;  but 
in  leaving  the  table-land  they  descended  a  deep 
ravine  for  ten  miles,  which,  for  picturesque 
beaut}^,  exceeded  any  thing  he  had  seen  on  the 
route.  After  a  farther  tedious  ride  of  forty-five 
miles  they  arrived  at  Villa  Vicencio,  where 
they  passed  the  night.  Their  landlady  gave 
them  their  tea  by  candle-light,  and  then  all  be- 

gan to  prepare  for  the  night.  This  was  done 
by  each  one — the  man,  his  wife,  daughters,  and 
children  —  making  their  beds  in  front  of  the 
house,  and  without  paying  the  slightest  atten- 

tion to  the  strangers  at  their  side,  undressing  and 
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creeping  into  bed.  Strain  did  the  same,  and  soon 
fell  asleep.  AAvaking,  however,  in  the  night, 
he  found  he  had  a  bed-fellow,  which,  on  exam- 

ination, proved  to  be  a  guanaco  he  had  seen 
around  the  house.  The  animal,  attracted  by 
the  warmth  of  the  bed,  had  crawled  in  and 
nestled  down  by  his  side.  Pleased  with  his 
confidence,  lie  let  him  remain.  Frederico  being 
now  near  home,  and  anxious  to  see  the  mis- 

guided, unfortunate  little  woman  who  had  a  few 
weeks  before  consented  to  be  his  wife,  roused 
them  at  midnight,  and  they  started  off  down 
the  ravine,  Avhich  they  soon  cleared,  and  emerged 
on  the  sterile  plain  that  reaches  to  Mendoza. 
Over  this,  for  upward  of  thirty  miles,  they  trav- 

eled as  fast  as  the  mules  could  carry  them.  At 
the  suburbs  of  the  city  they  stopped  and  re- 

freshed themselves  with  water-melons,  which 
here  attain  great  perfection.  The  whole  fam- 

ily that  supplied  them,  with  the  exception  of 
the  children,  were  afflicted  with  that  disgusting 
disease  the  (goitre.  Indeed  it  prevailed  in  ev- 

ery class  of  society  in  Mendoza  to  an  alarming 
extent.  There  being  no  fonda,  or  public  house, 
in  Mendoza,  Strain  and  Astorga,  from  necessity, 
though  much  against  their  Avill,  accepted  Don 
Frederico's  invitation,  and  put  up  at  his  house. 
His  mother  w^as  rendered  hideous  by  the  goitre, 
while  the  swelling  neck  of  his  pretty  young 
wife  showed  that  the  disease  had  fastened  on 
her  also. 

ISLANDS  AND  SHORES  OF  GREECE. 

IT  was  one  of  those  starry  nights  of  which  we 
sometimes  dream,  but  which  with  these  dim 

eyes  of  ours  we  seldom  see.  Sometimes  I  have 
thought  there  was  no  part  of  the  world  where 
stars  came  down  so  low  as  over  the  Levant.  I 

remember  one  night  at  Sinai — but  that's  not  to the  point  now. 
The  Lotus  lay  at  her  anchor  in  the  little  har- 

bor at  Rhodes,  and  a  soft  breeze  stealing  in 
from  the  northeast  promised  the  weather  we 
had  been  waiting  for.  The  Lottis  is  a  schooner- 
rigged  yacht  which  belongs  to  my  friend  S  . 
She  was  built  in  England,  after  an  American 
model,  carried  out  to  Constantinople  by  her 
owner,  a  wealthy  scion  of  an  old  house,  who 
furnished  and  stocked  her  in  royal  style,  and, 
by  dint  of  the  most  desperate  exertions  to  clear 
out  her  larder,  ate  and  drank  himself  into  a 
fever,  died  while  his  boat  lav  in  the  Sea  of 

Marmora,  and  was  buried  at  Constantinople. 
When  we  were  there  she  was  offered  for  sale  as 
she  stood,  with  her  provisions  and  her  crew,  for 
they  demanded  to  be  sold  with  her,  and  sold 
they  were.  S  bought  her  for  a  cheap  fig- 

ure, three  thousand  pounds — she  was  worth  all 
of  double  that — and  we  accepted  his  invitation 
to  make  a  cruise  in  the  Archipelago.  All  told, 
there  were  five  of  us  in  the  cabin.  One  was  a 
Frenchman,  our  old  friend  Laroche,  who  crossed 
the  desert  with  us,  and  another  was  of  that  same 
party,  Stephen  Strong ;  the  fourth  was  an  En- 

glishman of  the  rarest  kind,  a  jolly  good  En- 
glishman, as  one  of  his  own  countrymen  would 

have  called  him,  and  a  rare  good  fellow,  as  we 
emphatically  voted  him  the  first  day  out. 

I  can  not  now  pause  to  tell  how  we  came  to 
be  at  Rhodes.  We  had  wandered  along  the 
Troad,  passed  a  week  on  the  plain  and  among 
the  hills  behind  it  while  the  Lotvs  lay  at  an- 

chor in  the  strait  between  Tenedos  and  the 
main  land,  then  we  had  called  at  Lemnos  and 
looked  off  at  Mount  Athos  across  the  sea,  and 
thence  we  ran  down  before  a  glorious  north 
wind  to  the  shores  of  Lesbos,  coasting  along 
which  Ave  found  ourseh'es,  before  we  knew  it,  in 
the  Gulf  of  Smyrna.  We  lingered  a  fortnight 
in  and  around  the  old  city,  whose  profane  glory 
was  that  it  claimed  to  be  the  birth-place  of 
Homer,  and  whose  sacred  character  arose  from 
its  being  the  spot  where  one  of  the  Seven 
Churches  grew  in  "tribulation  and  jioverty  ;" 
but  which  is  now  better  known  as  the  home  of 
the  i^lague  and  of  all  manner  of  Oriental  abom- inations. 

And  so,  by  way  of  Chios,  and  Samos,  and 
Cos,  and  Telos,  and  a  score  of  other  isles  of  old 
fame,  we  came  to  Rhodes,  where  once  was,  l)ut 
now  is  not,  the  Colossus,  and,  dropping  anchor 
close  by  the  old  ruined  tower  of  crusading  times, 
we  left  tlie  Lotus  at  her  anchor  while  we  took 
up  our  quarters  on  shore  and  looked  here  and 
there  at  the  ruins  of  the  city.  For  Rhodes  is  a 
mass  of  ruin.  When  I  was  there  some  years 
ago  it  Avas  one  of  the  finest  cities  of  the  Levant, 
and  the  old  street  of  the  knights  Avas  Avorth 
one's  crossing  an  ocean  but  once  to  Avalk  through. 
NoAV,  alas,  how  changed!  The  earthquake  and 
the  gunpoAvder  explosion  of  last  year  haA-e 
scattered  the  old  splendors  of  Rhodes.  The 
stately  church  of  St.  John,  the  cathedral  on 
Avhose  pavement  wq  read  the  names  of  Grand 
Masters  and  Knights  of  the  Cross,  is  noAv  utter- 

ly gone.  There  AA-as  a  fine  Greek  column  that 
used  to  form  the  stepping-stone  by  AA'hich  one 
Avent  up  from  the  body  of  the  church  into  Avliat 
Avas  once  the  chancel  or  the  high  altar,  but  of 
late  has  been  a  Moslem  praying  place.  That 
column  Avas  covered  with  a  Greek  inscription, 
in  small  but  finely  cut  letters.  It  was  a  relic 
of  ancient  Rhodes.  I  Avished  then  to  preserve 
it.  I  Avould  if  possible  haA-e  carried  it  aAA^ay, 
but  the  foolish  and  ftinatic  Turks  refused  per- 

mission. That  stone  Avas  doubtless  bloAvn  to 
very  dust  by  the  terrible  force  of  the  explosion, 
Avhich  rent  to  pieces  all  the  old  Avails  of  the  city. 
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JIAKi;OR  AT  KU0T>E8. 

The  old  church  seems  to  have  ranished.  It 
was  the  monument  of  a  brave  and  noble  order ; 
it  is  like  the  Knights  of  St.  John,  a  memory 
now. 

We  often  wonder  how  it  is  that  nations  van- 
ish and  their  temples  fall  into  ruin.  Lo  here 

in  our  own  day  an  instance  of  it !  The  splen- 
did order  that  retired  from  Holy  Land  to  this 

island,  and  possessed  it  and  had  a  name  that 
will  live  in  history  forever,  stout  knights,  kings, 
and  priests,  are  gone,  and  in  our  own  day  we 
behold  their  stately  temple  shattered  and  scat- 

tered hither  and  thither,  so  that  a  thousand 
years  hence  men  shall  wonder  over  Rhodes  as 
we  now  wonder  over  Athens  and  Karnak. 

We  were  three  days  at  Rhodes  looking  around 
and  through  the  city,  and  on  the  third  evening 
this  article  commences,  if  the  reader  will  now 
permit  me  to  go  back  and  begin  again. 

It  was  a  starry  night,  I  said,  and  the  breeze 
was  from  the  northward.  Jackson  had  gone 
on  shore  for  a  final  package  of  provisions,  and 
had  taken  with  him  Iskander,  a  boy  of  twelve, 

son  of  a  Greek  woman  in  Smyrna,  who  had' 
shipped  him  as  cabin-boy,  to  be  delivered  to 
his  father  in  Syra,  should  we  be  able  to  stop 
there. 

We  sat  in  the  cabin  over  the  second  magnum 
of  Brousa  wine,  and  the  soft  air  stole  in.  at  the 
open  hatchway.  A  low  plash  of  oars  from  the 
neighborhood  of  the  round  tower  was  audible 
in  the  profound  stillness,  and  a  few  minutes 
later  the  boat  grated  alongside,  and  then  a  shriek 
and  a  plash  in  the  water  startled  us.  We  sprang 
to  the  deck.  Iskander  was  gone.  He  had 
sprung  like  a  monkey  to  the  deck,  but,  missing 

his  hold,  fell  back,  and  went  down  between  the 
yacht  and  the  boat.  Three  of  us  were  over  in 
a  moment.  Laroche  alone  could  not  swim,  and 
made  himself  useless  with  a  boat-hook,  plung- 

ing it  here  and  there  in  the  Avater  in  a  manner 
that  would  inevitably  have  proved  fatal  to  the 
boy  had  he  found  him.     Fortunately  he  did 
not,  but  John  S  ■  did,  and  we  had  him  on 
deck  in  a  moment,  howling  so  furiously  that 
tlicre  remained  no  reasonable  doubt  of  the 
healthy  state  of  his  lungs.  Jackson  tossed  the 
packages  on  board ;  and  we  got  up  the  anclior, 
made  sail,  and  moved  slowly  out  to  the  north- 

ward, leaving  Rhodes  in  a  celestial  starlight 
which  I  shall  never  fail  to  associate  with  my 
last  view  of  the  old  city  of  the  knights. 

The  morning  dawned  with  a  cloudy  sky  and 
an  ugly  horizon.  We  were  sorry  we  had  sailed. 
Low  muttering  gusts  of  wind  came  out  of  the 
north,  and  by  eight  o'clock  the  wind  was  out  in 
his  wrath,  and  the  sea  was  rolling  witli  a  plung- 

ing swell  that  characterizes  the  Archipelago. 
We  made  fair  way  to  tlie  westward,  liowever. 
until  toward  evening,  when  the  tempest  Lad  in- 

creased four-fold,  and  now  headed  us  from  the 
westward  and  northward,  so  that  nothing  re- 

mained for  us  but  to  run  for  a  lea. 
As  the  day  was  going  we  had  made  the  hills 

of  Carpathos  on  the  lea  beam,  and  thinking  to 
run  around  the  southwestern  side  of  the  island 
and  gain  its  protection,  or  that  of  Casos,  its  near 
neiglibor,  we  kept  away  a  little  until  finally,  be- 

fore midnight,  we  were  running  due  south,  and 
going  with  the  speed  of  the  wind  that  carried 
us. 

It  was  a  fearful  night.    I  have  seen  few  so 
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bad,  none  worse.  Long  before  day  it  was  evi- 
dent that  unless  the  gale  broke  we  must  either 

lay  her  to  the  wind  and  weather  it  so,  or  else 
let  her  go  before  it.  It  was  evident  we  could 
not  round  the  point  of  Casos  as  easily  as  we 
could  make  the  lea  of  Crete.  So  we  held  a 
council  on  the  after-deck,  and  determined  to 
seek  Paul's  refuge  at  Fair  Havens,  and  away we  went  before  it. 

Wild,  fierce,  and  inhospitable  were  the  coasts 
of  Crete  in  that  tempestuous  morning,  as  we 
drove  past  the  Samonian  promontory.  The 
waves  rolled  over  the  rocky  point,  and  sent  their 
spray  high  into  the  thick  atmosphere,  thick  with 
blinding,  furious  rain.  On  went  the  Lotus,  like 
a  dead  leaf  on  the  winter  wind.  We  stood  to- 

gether at  the  tiller.  The  crew  were  all  on  the 
look-out  forward. 

"Steady!"  shouted  the  mate,  as  he  bent 
forward  in  the  misty  rain  and  stared  at  some- 

thing in  the  water  ahead. 
"Steady  it  is!"  and  so  she  went  thirty  sec- onds or  less. 

"  Port — port — hard  down  !"  and  down  went 
the  tiller  with  all  of  us  on  it.  She  came  up  I 
into  the  eyes  of  the  gale  with  a  sweep  and  a 
plunge  ;  and  then  "Keep  her  away  !"  and  she 
fell  off  slowly ;  then,  gathering  speed,  dashed 
again  before  the  tempest,  close  by  a  huge  black 
rock,  which  looked  out  of  the  water  as  it  had 
looked  in  ancient  times  at  Paul's  galley  and 
Grecian  and  Roman  fleets.    Strange,  hideous, 

the  head  of  a  sea-monster,  with  tresses  of  sea- 
weed, wet  and  tangled  and  curled,  dashing  and 

swinging  around  the  black  and  seamed  brow. 
An  hour  later  we  were  under  the  shores  of 

Crete,  in  a  comparatively  smooth  sea,  and  in 
the  course  of  the  forenoon  the  gale  broke,  and 
then  came  a  steady  wind  from  the  southward. 

We  changed  our  minds  and  our  course  very 
suddenly,  and  resolved  now  to  make  all  the 
northing  we  could  Avhile  this  breeze  held.  So 
we  ran  back  to  the  east  point  of  tlie  island,  and 
lost  the  breeze  as  the  evening  came  down  on  us, 
with  Casos  well  off  on  the  starboard  boAv.  Then 
for  a  fortnight  we  beat  about  the  lower  part  of 
the  Archipelago.  We  coasted  the  north  shore 
of  Crete,  went  into  the  old  port  of  Canea,  the 
chief  port  of  the  island,  and  whistled  for  a  breeze 
every  where  in  vain. 

At  length  we  ran  into  the  Port  of  Stancho, 
ancient  Cos,  birth-place  of  Apelles,  where  he 
painted  his  celebrated  Venus  rising  from  the 
Sea.  But  the  days  of  Apelles  are  gone,  and  no 
artists  are  now  in  Cos.  A  Yankee  skipper  Avent 
in  ahead  of  us  and  showed  us  the  way;  we  over- 

hauled him  rapidly,  and  let  go  an  anchor  close 
alongside  of  him.  He  came  on  board  half  an 
hour  later  and  gave  us  New  York  papers  of  only 
thirty  days  back,  wherewith  we  enjoyed  our- 

selves, reading  the  very  medicine  advertise- 
ments with  infinite  interest. 

In  point  of  ftict  we  did  little  else  but  read 
these  papers  till  we  made  Patmos  on  the  star- 

A  BTOn.M  IN  TIIR  /EGEAN 
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board  bow  one  pleasant  evening,  and  with  a 
freshening  breeze  ran  gallantly  up  to  the  anch- 
orage. 

It  was  Saturday  night.  We  were  not  un- 
willing to  pass  the  Lord's  day  at  Patmos,  and 

never  did  a  Sabbath  morning  rise  more  glori- 
ously than  that.  I  was  on  shore  early,  alone  ; 

for  none  of  my  companions  cared  to  be  stirring 
before  breakfast. 

The  little  town  is  built  on  the  rocks  near  the 
shore,  and  the  climb  is  difficult  even  to  it.  But 
I  found  a  Greek  who  led  me  by  the  best  way, 
and  then  gave  me  some  bread  and  oil,  which  I 
needed  much.  These,  with  a  glass  of  sour  wine, 
constituted  my  breakfast,  and  I  was  certainly  in 
a  good  condition,  if  fasting  could  aid  me,  to  re- 

ceive spiritual  instruction  from  the  brothers  of  • 
San  Giovanni  de  Patimo,  whose  convent  I  pro- 

posed to  visit.  For  Patmos,  like  all  other  sa- 
cred localities  in  the  East,  is  in  the  hands  of 

the  monks,  and  the  supposed  residence  of  John, 
where  he  wrote  the  Apocalyptic  vision,  is  in- 

closed in  the  huge  and  massive  buildings  of  a 
religious  house  which  dates  its  foundation  from 
the  early  Greek  emperors. 

The  convent  is  on  an  eminence  commanding 
the  little  town  and  harbor — a  vast  pile  of  stone, 
containing  church,  chapel,  grotto,  and  cells.  I 
had  a  dozen  guides  to  choose  from,  but  adhered 
to  my  host  who  had  first  discovered  me  on  the 
shore  in  the  morning,  and  as  we  mounted  the 
hill  he  chatted  in  broken  language,  half  Greek 
and  half  Lingua  Franca,  while  I  breathed  hard 
and  was  silent. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  convent  a  monk  re- 
ceived me — Greek,  as  I  recognized  at  a  glance ; 

for  a  Greek  priest  can  not  be  mistaken — noble- 
looking  men  some  of  them  are.  lie  led  mc 

direct  to  the  grotto  of  John.  "Here,"  said  the 
caloyer,  with  all  the  volubility  of  a  practiced 
cicerone,  "here  he  lived;  there  he  wrote; 
through  those  cracks  (fissures  in  the  rock-roof 
of  the  grotto)  he  heard  the  thunder  of  the 
Lord's  voice  ;  yonder  his  head  rested  against 
the  wall.  He  was  not  rich;  John  was  a  great 
saint ;  his  followers  are  poor  also  ;  a  small  pres- 

ent for  the  convent  will  be  acceptable  if  yon 
choose  to  give  it ;"  and  so  my  seeing  was  ended, 
and  I  paid  my  fee  and  went  out,  and  sat  down 
in  the  morning  sunshine  that  blessed  the  rock  of 
Patmos  as  of  old. 

Mount  Elijah,  the  highest  peak,  stood  up  in 
calm  splendor  in  that  morning  light,  and  looked 
off  over  the  sea  in  all  directions.  Far  below 
mc  tlie  little  Lotus  lay  at  her  anchor  in  tlie  bay, 
and  I  could  see  the  quarter-boat  pusliing  off  to 
the  shore  with  my  friends — a  stillness  which 
befitted  the  place  and  the  memories  which  lial- 
lowed  it  rested  on  land  and  sea.  No  murmur 
came  up  to  my  seat  from  the  busy  modern  town 
on  tlie  sea-side.  I  could  in  that  serene  day,  "so 
cool,  so  calm,  so  bright,"  realize  that  I  was  in the  Patmos  of  the  beloved  disci})lc,  and,  looking 
out  on  the  rolling  sea,  I  seemed  in  some  meas- 

ure to  appreciate  the  sublimity  and  the  pathos 
of  that  last  prayer  of  the  old,  weary,  and  perse- 

cuted disciple  wlio  remembered  the  days  when 
he  had  rested  on  the  breast  of  his  Saviour  and 
Master,  and  now  looked  across  the  sea  and 
likened  it  to  the  vast  ocean  on  which  he  was 
going  forth  to  seek  the  same  old  and  beloved 
repose,  and  exclaimed  as  he  would  to  a  friend 
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who  had  gone  to  Greece  or  Italy  with  the  same 
assurance  that  he  would  return,  "Come,  Lord 
Jesus!" Sublime  indeed  was  that  faith  of  John 
Christ  had  loved  him  best  of  all  the  twelve,  yet 
all  had  been  called  home  except  himself.  He 
remembered  that  promise  of  mansions  which 
his  Master  and  Elder  Brother  had  gone  to  pre- 

pare, yet  he  lingered,  a  lonesome  exile  on  a 
rock  in  mid-sea ;  but  he  knew  that  the  house 
was  ready,  and  the  Lord  would  come  and  take 
him  to  it. 

See  how  I  weary  you  with  these  thoughts ! 
But  I  will  let  them  stand  to  show  you  of  what 
I  thought  at  Fatmos.  The  others  came  up 
soon  after,  and  we  went  through  the  convent 
once  more,  and  returned  to  the  sea-shore  in 

time  for  dinner.  There  was  nothing  else  to  see 
at  Patmos,  and  the  next  day  we  were  off  with  a 
stiff  southeaster  for  the  coasts  of  Greece. 

We  ran  to  the  southward  of  Icaria,  making 
a  straight  wake  over  the  spot  wliere  the  son  of 
DoBdalus  fell  into  the  water  (  Vide  the  story  in 
all  sorts  of  old  books),  and  then  had  a  quiet  run 
along  the  coast  of  Euboea,  which,  if  you  Avill  look 
at  your  map,  you  will  see  trends  away  to  the 
northwest.  Without  a  pilot,  and  wholly  unin- 

formed as  to  the  old  passage  between  the  island 
and  the  main  land  of  Greece,  we  did  not  dare 
attempt  the  run  up  the  channel,  lest  arriving  at 
the  old  bridge  which  once  commanded  all  the 
commerce  of  the  coast  we  should  be  obliged  to 
turn  back. 

We  rounded  the  Artemisian  promontory  and 
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ran  down  the  Gulf  of  Zeituu  with  a  whole-sail 
breeze,  and  at  sunset  we  let  go  an  anchor  in  a 
still  and  glassy  sea  whose  blue  waters  once 
floated  the  Persian  and  the  Grecian  fleets.  Calm 
as  they  now  were,  we  of  course  remembered  that 
they  could  be  roused  to  fury  even  as  when  they 
dashed  the  Persian  galleys  on  the  rocky  barriers 
of  the  Pagasajan  Gulf. 

The  shores  near  which  we  now  lay  were  fa- 
mous in  history  and  song.  Imagine  us  on  the 

deck  of  the  Lotus,  as  the  evening  gloom  came 
on,  looking  shoreward,  if  perchance  Leonidas 
and  his  three  hundred  "  walked  o'  nights."  For 
here  was  Thermopylae. 

TlIERMOl'VL-i:. 

All  night  the  wind  moaned  and  muttered 
over  the  deck,  as  if  indignant  at  our  invasion  of 
the  waters  which  are  sacred  to  them  and  to  old 
memories. 

In  the  morning  we  were  early  on  shore,  and 
for  three  days  we  wandered  around  tlie  country'. 
In  these  sketches  I  can  not  give  you  either  tlie 
details  of  personal  adventure  or  the  full  descrip- 

tions of  scenery  Avhich  a  book  might  ])ermit. 
You  know,  of  course,  that  tlie  Pass  of  Ther- 

mopyla3  ("  tlie  Gates  of  tlie  Warm  Springs")  was 
a  narrow  road,  along  the  foot  of  the  mountains, 
between  them  and  a  morass  AvLich  reached  to 
the  sea.  An  army  could  only  pass  by  the  road  : 

^  on  their  right  were  the  pre- 
cii)itous  and  imjiassable 
liills,  on  their  left  the  deep 
swamj)  and  the  sea. 

Here,  therefore,  Leoni- 
das, with  his  band,  sat 

down  ;  and  here  they  were 
equal  to  the  Persian  hosts. 

Perhaps  a  brief  sketch 
of  the  ground,  as  it  noAv 
lies,  may  make  the  story  of 
that  battle  more  interest- 

ing to  those  who  read  this. 
The  pass  is  narrower  at 

the  northern  or  western, 
and  the  southern  or  east- 

ern end,  than  in  the  mid- dle. At  the  narrowest 
part  the  old  Phocian  wall 
was  rebuilt  by  Leonidas. 
Its  remains  are  still  visi- 
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ble.  The  intermediate 
and  wider  part  of  the 
pass  contains  the  warm 
springs,  from  which  tlic 
name  is  derived.  The 
water  flows  freely  now 
as  then  —  a  sulphurous 
flow  of  clear,  shininj; 
water,  heated  to  about 
one  hundred  and  ten  de- 

grees (Fahrenheit). 
Approaching  the  pass 

from  the  south,  Ave  are 
at  first  struck  with  the 
mound,  Avhich  is  the  ev- 

erlasting monument  of 
the  Spartan  band.  On 
its  summit  are  visible 
some  stones  that  seem 
to  be  part  of  an  ancient  column  or  building 
which  crowned  the  tumulus.  Its  very  sim- 

plicity is  its  grandeur  now.  Where  on  earth 
will  you  show  me  hill  or  nionumental  struc- 

ture that  shall  so  impress  the  traveler  as  this 
old  mound  of  the  brave  who  fell  at  Ther- 
mopylie  ? 

A  little  farther  on  are  the  remains  of  the  Pho- 
cian  wall,  and  then  we  enter  the  morass.  The 
springs  flow  from  the  foot  of  the  hill.  The  road 
is  built  on  a  causev/ay,  till  we  emerge  at  the 
northern  end  Avhere  Xerxes  stood  baffled. 

The  only  incident  worthy  a  pause  to  relate 
occurred  on  the  second  day  of  our  stay.  Pierre 
Laroche  was  a  skeptic  on  most  historical  points, 
lie  has  some  doubts  Avhether  he  ever  had  a  mo- 

ther, never  having  seen  that  parent.  He  denies 
absolutely  the  story  of  the  Pass  of  Thermopylte 
— considers  it  all  nonsense  of  the  poets.  Pierre 
rode  a  horse  down  from  Zeitun,  and  to  prove 
that  the  morass  Avas  not  such  a  barrier  to  the 
Persians  as  story  hath  it,  he  plunged  in,  voav- 
ing  he  would  ride  through  it,  and  "show  Xerx- 

es how."  He  came  near  going  to  haA^e  a  per- 
sonal intendew  with  that  distinguished  mon- 

arch ;  for  at  the  first  leap  his  horse  Avent  in, 
and  Pierre  Avent  over  his  head  into  the  depths. 
We  rescued  him  Avith  difficulty — muddy,  slimy, 
and,  like  a  Frenchman,  more  skeptical  than 
ever. 

HoAV  delicious  Avere  those  days  of  idle  drift- 
ing doAvn  the  Eubaean  shore  !  We  had  little 

or  no  Avind  at  all  until  aa'o  reached  the  south- 
eastern point  of  the  island ;   and  then  only 

PLAIN  OF  MARATHON. 

RELICS  FROM  MARATHON. 

enough  to  take  us,  Avith  all  sail  set,  into  the 
bay  of  Marathon. 

The  night  was  serene  and  calm  and  quiet 
Avhen  we  ran  along  the  battle-shore,  and,  letting 
go  the  sails,  waited  for  the  boat  to  lose  her  head- 
Avay  entirely  before  we  let  the  anchor  go. 

"  Hold  on  there,  forward  !  Peter,  how  still 
it  is  !  Did  you  ever  hear  such  silence  ?  There's 
not  a  ripple  on  the  sea,  not  a  voice  on  the  shore. 
I  could  not  have  been  better  satisfied  than  I  am 

with  this  approach  to  Marathon." 
The  mighty  dead  Avere  calm,  and  rested  in 

their  tumuli  along  the  plain.  No  ghost  Avalk- 
ed  out  to  disturb  the  starlight.  It  A\-as  so  calm and  beautiful  tliat  no  sooner  had  the  anchor 
touched  bottom  than  we  sprang  into  the  small 
boat  and  pushed  shoreward. 

The  plain  of  Marathon  and  its  stoiy  ought  to 
be,  if  they  are  not,  impressed  on  the  mind  of 
every  intelligent  reader : 

"  The  mountains  look  on  Marathon, 
And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea." 

No  simpler  or  better  description  can  be  given. 
The  hills  retire  from  the  coast,  leaving  the  plain 
where  Miltiades  fought,  and  where  the  dust  of 
his  valiant  men  remains. 

OA^er  this  plain,  in  a  moony  night,  Ave  stroll- 
ed, like  ghosts  of  the  ancient  dead,  silent  most- 
ly, and  A'ery  thoughtful.  Once  in  a  while  we 

plunged  into  bog-holes — for  such  is  the  penalty 
of  moonlight  excursions  at  Marathon  as  Avell  as 
in  America  ;  but  aa'c  cared  little  for  the  bogs,  and 
at  last  Ave  reached  the  mound  which,  doubtless, 
covers  the  valiant  who  fell  at  the  great  battle. 

Seated  on  its  top,  we  looked  over 
the  plain  and  the  sparkling  sea. 
We  recalled  the  scene  on  the  mem- 

orable night  which  preceded  the  en- 
gagement. The  Persian  host  formed 

along  the  shore  ;  their  fleet  in  the 
rear,  Avhere  noAV  the  Lotus  lay  soli- 

tary on  the  glassy  sea.  The  Athe- 
nian host,  on  the  decliA'ity  of  the 

mountains,  Avith  trembling  but  brave 
hearts,  voAA^ed  before  their  Gods  to 
break  on  the  morrow  the  hitherto  re- 

sistless advance  of  the  Medes. 
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"  I  say,  rierrc,  whicli  do  you  think  was  the 
greater  j^eneral,  roli.ssicr  or  Miltiadcs?" 

"  Marechal  Tclissicr  may  go  to — " 
"Russia — eh,  Pierre?  Tiiey  talk  of  send- 

ing him  to  Russia,  don't  they?  What  will  you 
miserable  Republicans  do,  Pierre  Laroche,  now 
that  Cavaignac  is  gone  ?" 

"  If  you  had  said  Cavaignac  or  Miltiades — " 
"You  would  have  pronounced  for  the  French- 

man, I  suppose  ?  Well,  well ;  Miltiades  didn't 
know  what  he  was  coming  to  when  he  was  here 
that  afternoon,  when  the  sun  fought  for  him. 
Think  of  fighting  at  Marathon  for  such  glory 
as  this,  to  have  Pierre  Laroche  there  dare  to 
compare  him  with  the  beggarly  candidate  of  the 
Faubourg  San  Antoine !" 

''I  didn't  compare  them  at  all.  You  did  it 
yourself,  and  I — " 

"Don't  dispute  me,  Laroche.  I  say  you 
did.    Didn't  he,  Peter?" 

And  so  John  made  the  night  ridiculous  with 
nonsense,  as  we  strolled  back  to  the  shore. 

"Will  you  swim  off,  boys ?" 
"Yea,  all  but  Pierre." 
And  so  we  dashed  the  water  right  and  left, 

as  we  plunged  in,  and  made  our  way  off  to  the 
Lotus. 

We  lay  at  Marathon  over  the  next  day,  and 
got  away  in  the  night  with  a  stiff  breeze  blowing 
fair  to  take  vis  to  Athens. 

All  that  night  we  were  running  along  a  rough 
line  of  coast,  with  high  bluffs  of  rock  rising  a 
thousand  feet  in  the  air,  and  the  waves  dashing 
on  them  and  flying  off  in  sheets  of  foam.  Tlie 
sullen  roar  of  the  sea  on  those  rocks  appeared 
to  be  more  deep  and  fvill  of  nieaning  even  than 
the  solemn  voice  of  the  sea  usually  is. 

I  lay  all  night  on  deck  listening  to  their 
sound  with  my  eyes  fixed  shoreward  where, 
once  in  a  while,  there  was  a  white,  ghostlike 
flash  of  the  surf  that  seemed  to  be  of  a  verity 
a  nymph  rising  white  and  cold  from  her  old 
slumber,  and  falling  again  into  the  deep,  when 
she  saw  that  Greece  was  still  sleeping  the  sullen, 
torpid  sleep  of  these  later  ages. 

Morning  dawned  and  we  awoke.  It  was  a 
clear  day  and  the  wind  still  blew  fresh.  The 

FKONT  ELEVATION  OP  THE  PAKTIIENON' 

sea  ran  high.  Tho  I^tus  went  along  with  that 
graceful  swing  that  seemed  to  be  just  what  she 
was  built  f(jr. 

I  rose  at  daybreak  and  looked  at  the  shore. 
We  were  three  miles  off  fnjm  the  land,  but 
now  we  were  opening  the  bay  of  Egina,  and  the 
grand  hill  of  Sunium  stood  before  me,  majes- 

tic in  the  sea,  which  thundered  at  its  base.  I 
gazed  steadfastly  at  the  lofty  summit,  and,  as 
the  light  increased,  I  began  to  sec  more  plainly 
the  remains  which  crown  it  until,  at  length, 
every  white  column  of  the  Temple  of  Minerva 
stood  out  in  the  liglit  of  the  rising  sun. 

I  know  no  more  grand  and  majestic  view 
than  that — the  lonely  Tiunple  of  Pallas,  in  ruins, 
on  the  promontory  of  Sunium,  and  the  hoarse 
sea  forever  dashing  with  loud  murmurs  at  its 
base. 

As  we  ran  up  the  Gulf  on  the  right  we  saw 
li^'mettus,  and  soon  Pentelicus,  rising  from  tlie interior.  The  latter  hill  looks  down  on  Uie 

plain  of  Athens. 
Before  reaching  the  Pirajus  we  ran  along  a 

low  line  of  coast  which  stretches  inland  for 
some  miles.  This  shore,  grassy  and  sedgy,  Ls 
raised  but  a  few  feet  above  the  sea ;  and  this  is 
the  level  of  the  chief  part  of  the  city  of  Athens, 
which  lay  on  the  plain  from  five  to  seven  miles distant. 

Over  this  plain  we  saw  tlie  white  summit  of 
the  Acropolis  ;  distant  indeed,  but,  with  a  glass, 
we  could  count  the  columns  of  the  Parthenon. 
"John — that  is  the  Parthenon."  "  Ay,  Peter, 
I  know  it  when  I  see  it,  as  a  boy  knows  the 
house  in  which  he  was  born.  Why,  Peter, 
there  isn't  a  stone  of  it  that  Morris  Whaley, 
the  old  teacher  of  the  Academy,  hasn't  beaten 
into  me  by  dint  of  scolding  and  drubbing  till  I 
should  know  the  Parthenon,  if  one  of  the  Genii 
in  the  Arabian  Nights  had  taken  me  up  in  New- 
York  and  set  me  down  on  the  Acropolis." 

"Pleasant  recollections  and  associations!" 
"Yes,  pleasant,  though  you  laugh  at  them. 

There  is  Pierre  Laroche  now,  miserable  Gaul 
that  he  is  (John  dodged  a  bucket  which  Laroche 
shied  at  him)— Pierre,  I  say,  has  no  idea  of  the 
pleasant  associations  which  an  American  boy 

has  with  his  school-days. 
Morris  Whaley  kept 
school  in  a  log-house  long 
before  the  Academy  was 
built,  and  there  Avas  a trout  stream  running  by 
the  very  door,  and  the 
shadiest  grove  in  all  the 
world  on  the  other  side 
of  the  brook,  and  there 
was  a  room  for  the  girls 
and  a  room  for  the  boys, 
and  all  the  day  long  therc 
was  fun  and  study,  and 
study  and  fun,  going  on 
in  that  little  log  school- 
house.  For  Morris  was 

]  a  good  soul,  with  none 
of  the  pedantry  of  some 
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teachers,  and  none  of  the  stupidity  of  others. 
He  had  seen  the  Acropolis  by  dint  of  economy 
and  third-class  passages. 

"You  need  not  laugh  at  my  recollections  of 
Morris  Whaley.  Sit  down,  Peter  ;  stretch  your 
bones  along  the  top  of  the  hatchway,  if  you're 
too  proud  to  lie  on  the  deck  as  I  do,  and  I'll  tell 
you  about  Morris's  death  while  the  ship  is  mak- 

ing the  PiriEus." So  I  sat  doTNTi,  and  the  others  gathered 
around,  and,  as  the  boat  cleaved  herway  through 
the  classic  waters,  we  listened  to  the  story. 

"  Morris  AVhaley  Avas  growing  old.  He  was, 
perhaps,  sixty-five  or  seventy  years  old.  No 
one  knew  exactly  his  age,  and  the  old  man  was 
always  quiet  about  it  himself.  He  boarded 
with  the  minister,  and  the  two  used  to  make  the 
evenings  slip  by  pleasantly  with  talk  and  pipes. 

"There  was  one  little  girl  that  went  to  the 
Academy  whose  blue  eyes  had  won  special  ad- 

miration from  the  old  master.  Many  a  day  I 
have  seen  him,  when  he  seemed  to  be  listening 
to  the  lesson  she  recited,  in  fact  looking  over 
the  top  of  his  book  into  those  twin  eyes  of  hers, 
and  looking  with  a  gaze  that  I  could  not  inter- 

pret or  understand.  It  was  not  as  if  he  loved 
her,  and  yet  there  was  a  depth  of  tenderness  in 
the  gaze. 

"  But  finally  came  the  day  when  old  Morris 
w^as  to  go  out  into  the  infinite  mysteries  of 
which  he  loved  sometimes  to  talk.  While  he 
was  sic  k  we  all  watched  around  his  bed,  for  all 
the  boys  loved  him.  One  day,  when  I  was 
alone  with  him,  he  said  to  me,  in  his  broad, 

Irish  accent,  'John,  d'ye  ever  see  Nellie  Bliss 
nowadays  ?' 

"  'Yes,  Mr.  Whaley,  she  was  here  a  little 
while  ago,  to  ask  about  you.' 

"  'Was  she  though?  The  Lord  bless  her! 
I  wish  I  had  seen  her.  Do  ye  think,  John, 
she'd  be  thinking  it  too  much  if  you  just  asked 
her  to  step  in  a  bit  and  see  the  ould  man  ?' 

"  She  was  there  that  afternoon,  and  when  I 
asked  her  she  came  in. 

"'Ah!  Miss  Nellie,  yc're  a  blessed  child, 
to  think  o'  poor  Morris  Whaley.  He  gathers 
strength  from  seeing  your  face.' 

"  'I  wish  it  might  make  you  strong  enough 
to  be  well  again,  Mr.  Whaley.' 

"  'Na,  na!  I  doun't  mane  strength  for  this 
wurld.  It's  strength  for  the  lang  journey — 
strength  for  the  distances  no  man  hath  meas- 

ured or  counted.  I'm  goin'  a  far  journey,  Nel- 
lie— a  far  journey — and  at  the  ither  end  I'll  see 

some  one  who  had  eyes  just  like  yours — just 
like  yours;  the  same  brown  eyes.'  And  the old  man  sobbed. 

"Nellie  had  taken  his  hand  while  he  spoke, 
and  now  she  said,  softly,  '  Who  was  she,  Mr. 
Whaley?' 

"  '  She  was  my  oun  oun  wife  in  the  long  ago 

years.' "'Were  you  ever  married,  Sir?  I  didn't 
know  that.' 

'"Ye  didn't  ?  who  did  ?  She  that  was  mine 
died,  it's  forty  years  since,  and  lies  all  that  day 

in  the  church-yard  in  Gahvay.  Ah!  Mary, 
Mary  Bray,  how  the  ould  heart  remembers  ye!' 

"  '  That  was  my  mother's  name,  Mr.  Whaley.' 
"  '  For  God's  sake,  child  !  who  was  your  mo- 

ther?' aud  he  nearly  sprang  from  his  bed  to  seize 
her  hands  and  look  in  her  face.  Well,  it  all  came 
out  that  Nellie  was  his  own  grandchild,  daugh- 

ter of  his  runaway  child  that  he  hadn't  seen  for 
thirty  odd  years.  But  the  shock  was  too  much 
for  the  old  man,  and  three  days  after  he  died. 
All  the  afternoon  his  mind  wandered,  and  in 
the  twilight  he  was  quite  beside  himself.  Verj- 
gentle,  though,  he  was;  and  at  one  time  he  was 
saying,  as  if  to  his  class,  '  tvttto,  Tvfo),  rhvcpa :' 
and  then  he  would  commence  '  Odi  profanum 
vulgus,'  or  the  sonorous  Arma  virmnque,''  or some  other  familiar  school  passages  ;  and  then, 
when  the  night  was  changing  into  dawn,  and 
the  uncertain  light  stole  in  at  the  window, 
through  the  branches  of  the  pear-tree,  the  old 
man  turned  in  his  bed,  and  spoke  in  a  low 

voice,  '  John — '  " "  Ease  oft' the  main-sheet!" 
"Well,  he  didn't  say  that  exactly.  You 

might  be  a  little  more  polite,  Mr.  Thompson, 
than  to  interrupt  me  in  that  way.  He  said, 
'John  ;'  and  I  said,  '  What  is  it,  Mr.  Whaley?' 
and  he  said,  '  Is  Nellie  sleeping  ?'  and  I  said 
she  was ;  and  so  he — yes,  Mr.  Thompson's  in- 

terruption was  not  so  mal-apropos  either — he 
eased  off  the  main-sheet,  put  up  his  helm,  and 
slipped  away  before  a  soft  south  wind — away — 
away — ah !  Peter,  where  away  ?  Shall  you 
and  I  ever  see  old  Morris  again  ? — ever  sail  our 

boat  in  seas  that  he  is  navigating?'' 
Mr.  Thompson  (the  sailing-master)  had  wait- 

ed the  conclusion  of  John's  story,  and  now thundered  his  orders. 

"Ready  there,  forward?" 

"Ay,  ay,  Sir!" "Hard  down!" 
And  so  she  came  around  with  the  breeze, 

which  had  been  nearly  abaft,  now  on  the  star- 
board beam ;  and  we  entered  the  narroAV  pas- 

sage into  the  harbor  of  the  Piraeus,  and  let  go 

an  anchor  under  the  side  of  the  Austrian  Lloyd's 
steamer,  which  was  just  getting  up  steam  to 
leave  on  the  voyage  to  Syra, 

In  ten  minutes  we  were  all  ashore.  Never 

were  men  more  delighted  to  set  foot  on  pave- 
ment. It  was  not  that  we  had  been  long  at  sea, 

for  we  had  been  on  land  at  a  dozen  places 
within  three  weeks  ;  but  we  were  anxious  to 
see  a  civilized  hotel,  a  comfortable  room,  and  a 

good  dinner.  All  these  we  found  at  Dcmetri's 
Hotel  des  Etrangers,  in  the  great  City  of  Ath- 

ens, whither  we  were  conveyed  from  the  Pira2- 
vis  in  a  New  York  barouche,  drawn  by  tu  o  white 
horses  that  seemed  to  have  been  imported  from 
a  New  York  omnibus  line,  and  over  a  road  that 
certainly  surpasses  any  thing  American. 

As  we  drove  into  Athens  the  sombre  light 
of  a  cloudy  evening  scarcely  sufficed  to  show  us 
the  white  houses  of  the  city,  much  less  the  dark 
Acropolis,  crowned  with  the  ruins  of  the  tem- 

ples of  the  Gods.  Yet  Ave  caught  their  dim  out- 
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lines  as  wc  dashed  aloni^ 
the  lighted  streets,  by 
shops  of  all  modern 
goods  and  wares,  nntil 
we  turned  a  corner  in 
front  of  the  palace  of 
KingOtho;  and,  driving 
a  little  Avay  to  the  west- 

ward, were  deposited  at 
the  door  of  Demetri's house. 

Fear  not  that  I  shall 
repeat  to  you  the  hun- 

dred times  repeated  sto- 
ry of  Athens,  or  weary 

you  with  descriptions  of 
the  modern  city  or  its 
ancient    ruins.  Three 
weeks  the  Lotus  lay  at 
her  anchor  in  the  Pira;us 
harbor,  and  we  were  at 
anchor  in  the  city  of 
Minerva.   Day  after  day 
we  climbed  the  Acropo- 

lis, and  dreamed  in  the 
Parthenon,  the  Erecthe- 
um,  the  Temple  of  Vic- 

tory which  never  flew  from  the  hill.    Day  by 
day  we  walked  along  the  bank  of  the  Ilissns, 
and  saw  the  ruins  of  the  groat  Temple  of  Jupiter 
Olympus;  or,  driving  down  the  banks  of  the 
Cephissus,  Ave  strolled  in  the  olive  groves  where 
was  once  the  Academy.    Now  Ave  Avere  in  tlie 

THE  PNYX,  TUE  ORATOKS' 

museum  at  the  Temple  of  Theseus ;  noAv  in  a  j 
miserable  hole  Avhere  arc  preserved  some  plas-  I 
ter  casts  of  the  spoils  Avhich  British  Vandals  j 
carried  away  from  the  Acropolis,  and  called,  j 
with  British  taste,  "the  Elgin  Marbles."  Wlicre 
were  the  Gods  of  Athens  Avhen  the  barbarians  : 
thus  rebaptized  the 
work  of  Phidias  ?  r 

In  no  part  of  the 
Old  World  which 
traA^elers  visit  does 
the  degeneracy  of  the 
modern  times  con- 

trast so  forcibly  Avith 
the  relics  of  the  an- 

cient day  as  in  Ath- 
ens. The  magnifi- 

cent remains  of  the 
Temple  of  Jupiter 
Olympus  are  sur- 
roimded  by  modern 
Greeks,  eating  cakes 

TEMPLE  OF  JUriTEll  AT  ATHENS. 

and  sipping  sour  Avine  or  lemonade.    The  Clock 

of  Andronicus,  or  the  ToAver  of  the  "Winds,  is surrounded  by  the  dirtiest  houses  in  the  city. 
All  that  is  old  is  miserably  contrasted  Avith  the 
modern,  and  the  Parthenon  alone  stands  in  sol- 
enm  majesty  far  above  the  city,  gloomy  and 

mournful  in  its  sublime 
beauty.    You  have  to 

"      '      -~  ,   get  a  ticket  of  admis- sion to  sec  it !  Think 
of  climbing  the  Acrop- 

olis, and  presenting 
yourself  at  a  shabby 
Avooden  door,  to  a  sol- 

dier Avith  a  Avooden  leg 
L>.  and  a  A\'Ooden  head, 

AA'ho  takes  your  ticket 
of  admission,  and  hobbles  after  you  around  the 
summit  of  that  Avorld-renowned  hill,  Avatching 
lest  you  steal  a  statue  by  Phidias,  or  carry  off 
one  of  the  Caryatides  of  the  Erectheum. 

They  have  become  amazingly  careful  of  their 
ruins  since  the  English  stole  the  frieze  of  the 

FROM  TUE  FRIEZE  OF  THE  PARTHENON. 
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Parthenon ;  and  well  they  may  be.  If 
they  let  the  British  Museum  people 
alone,  they  would  take  the  Acropolis ; 
for  with  all  our  celebrity  as  a  nation  for 
thinking  much  of  ourselves,  we  are  far 
from  equaling  Mr.  Bull  in  the  matter  of 
egotism.  A  genuine  Englishman,  thor- 

oughly imbued  with  the  "  spirit  of  Brit- 
ish institutions,"  has  a  firm  conviction 

that  art  flourishes  only  on  his  little  isl- 
and, and  that  all  discoveries  and  recov- 

eries of  ancient  art  are  solely  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Museum  in  London. 

Some  specimens  of  poor  modern  taste 
are  here  visible  ;  the  attempted  restor- 

ation of  portions  of  the  Erectheum,  and 
of  the  Temple  of  Nike  Arteros.  The 
effect  is  bad.  The  restorations  are  suf- 

ficiently well  done ;  but  the  traveler, 
thinking  to  sit  down  and  look  at  the 
remains  of  old  glory,  finds  old  glory  patched  up 
with  modern  care,  so  that  he  is  at  a  loss  to  know 
what  he  is  looking  at — whether  the  work  of  Ic- 
tinus  and  Call:crates,  or  of  Messrs.  Jones  and 
Smith  ;  whether  the  stone  was  carved  in  the 
days  of  Pericles  or  of  Otho. 

But  one  may  be  content  with  what  there  is 
of  old  Athens  ;  and  if  he  like  not  the  city,  he 
may  mount  his  horse  and  ride  out  to  Pentelicus, 
and  climb  its  rugged  side.  There,  sitting  down, 
he  may  sweep  with  his  vision  the  land  and  the 
sea  where  the  bravest  men  have  lived,  the  bravest 
deeds  have  been  done  ;  where  valor,  and  honor, 
and  glory  have  been  more  faithfully  worshiped 
than  on  any  other  part  of  earth. 

"  The  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now; 
Tlie  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more  !" 

"  Peter,  that  was  a  pretty  girl  that  we  met  in 
the  street  this  morning — wasn't  she  ?" 

"Very." 

She  was  a  young  peasant  from 

THE  ERECTHEUM  EESTOEED. 

TEMPLE  OF  WINGLESS  VICTOKY. 

"  You  are  short  in  your  assent  ?" 
"  Because  I  have  my  suspicions  about  the 

girl." 

"  Nonsense  ! 

Hymettus." 
"  A  bee  with  a  sting,  oh  wise  Yankee  !  Be- 

ware of  her !" 
"We  had  seen  this  same  girl  twice.  She  was 

certainly  remarkably  beautiful.  Her  complex- 
ion was  milk  and  roses  admirably  mingled. 

Her  eye  was  liquid,  black,  but  fiery.  She  had 
a  little  round  arm  of  her  own  that  she  showed 
coquettishly,  as  if  she  knew  that  it  was  pretty ; 
and  a  foot  of  the  daintiest  for  a  Greek  girl,  when 
she  let  the  slipper  fall  off,  as  she  did  just  before 
we  met  her  the  second  time.  Nevertheless  I 
had  not  liked  her  looks  overmuch ;  very  beau- 

tiful she  was,  but  very  dangerous,  I  thought. 
Four  or  five  days  in  succession  we  met  her, 

and  John  had  established  a  sort  of  acquaintance 
with  her,  which 
had  not  yet  pro- 

ceeded so  far  as 
to  words.  But 

he  at  length  at- 
tempted a  Greek 

good  -  morning, 

and  she  answer- 
ed in  quite  re- 

spectable French. 
John  retorted  — 
she  replied — and so  on. 

I  can  not  pause 
to  relate  the  pro- 

gress of  the  ac- 
quaintance, but 

John  now  be- 
came convinced 

that  I  was  right ; 
and  with  that 

peculiar  love  of adventure  which 
characterizes  so 

many  of  our countrymen,  he 
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determined  to  see  the  adventure  out.  Wc  had 

heard  of  tlie  bandits  who  infest  King  Otho's  do- 
minions, and  had  no  doubt  tliat  tlie  girl  was  a 

lure  from  some  of  them. 
Possibly  you  may  think  sucli  an  adventure 

not  worth  the  relating.  I  am  not  quite  certain 
that  it  does  amount  to  much  when  one  remem- 

bers how  often  the  same  sort  of  decoy-ducks  are 
used  in  New  York  to  draw  men  into  the  hands 
of  ruffians.  But  a  fight  with  Greek  bandits  on 
the  plain  of  Athens  is  a  little  classical,  and  not 
altogether  like  a  Five  Point  row  in  New  York. 

We  arranged  our  plans  with  due  care.  La- 
roche  took  the  idea  with  delight,  and  Hall,  the 
Englishman,  joined  us  willingly.  Our  arms 
were  abundant;  but  we  relied  chiefly  on  leaded 
gloves,  which  were  prepared  by  an  ingenious 
Frenchman  at  the  Piraeus,  under  John's  direc- 

tion. When  all  was  ready,  John  accepted  an 
invitation  from  the  little  siren  (the  sirens  were 
Greeks,  weren't  they?),  and  agreed  to  meet  her 
at  a  place  we  had  fixed  on  outside  the  city,  and 
not  very  far  in  the  rear  of  King  Otho's  palace. 

Which  muse  shall  I  call  on  to  help  me  in  the 
'     song  of  our  victory  ? 

John  met  the  lady,  and  the  lady  chatted  and 
walked  on,  and  John  walked  on,  and  we  walk- 

ed on — but  out  of  sight,  by  reason  of  sundry 
olive  groves,  and  gardens,  and  the  like,  which 
we  judiciously  kept  between  us  and  the  enemy. 

Three  lounging,  lazy-looking  Greeks  follow- 
ed them  slowly,  until  three  more  met  them ; 

and  then — and  then — 
John  struck  a  blow  that  sent  one  of  them  to 

Charon,  begging  a  passage  in  haste.  He  nev- 
er moved  after  he  fell.  The  blow  was  fierce 

and  crushing,  on  the  very  forehead,  where  Aces- 
tes  struck  the  bull ;  and  he  fell  even  so.  At 
the  same  instant  we  three  leaped  into  the  road, 
and  the  five  were  at  bay.  The  victory  was  com- 

plete in  thirty  seconds.  John,  by-the-way,  kept 
his  eye  on  the  girl,  whom  he  considered  his  law- 

ful prize.  He  knocked  down  a  second  of  the 
robbers ;  and  then,  seeing  the  rest  of  them  safe 
in  our  hands,  he  sprang  after  the  escaping  de- 

coy, and  stopped  her  with  a  trip  of  her  little 
feet  that  sent  her  flying  most  ungracefully  into 
the  grass  on  the  road-side. 

We  had  then  three  living  and  one  dead  man 
and  the  girl.    The  others  escaped. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  all  this  was  done 
without  an  attempt  on  the  part  of  the  robbers 

0'  to  use  their  weapons.  They  drew  enormous 
knives  at  the  first ;  and  Pierre  Laroche  quieted 
the  ardor  of  his  opponent  with  a  pistol-ball 
through  his  right  shoulder.  I  floored  my  ad- 

versary with  the  knuckles,  and  he  lost  his  knife 
as  he  fell.  When  he  got  up  he  dashed  after  it, 
and  I  tripped  him.  That  was  the  last  of  him  ; 
for  he  went  into  a  mud-hole  that  cooled  him 

oflr",  and  while  I  was  disposing  of  another  he 
ran.  It  was,  on  the  whole,  a  pretty  fight.  I 
wish  I  could  describe  it  more  artistically. 

We  afterward  learned  what  a  risk  we  had 
run.  The  scoundrels  usually  attack  in  bands 
of  twenty  at  the  least.    But  we  were  fortunate 

in  our  experience,  and  for  a  while  wc  were  the 
talk  of  the  town.  It  is  something,  at  all  events, 
to  be  talked  of  in  Athens. 

Alas,  that  Greek  bravery  and  i)afriotism  is 
descended  to  this!  A  miserable  }»cople,  with  a 
hireling  for  a  king  and  a  mockery  of  nationality, 
it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  there  remains 
no  drop  of  such  blood  as  was  poured  out  at 
Marathon  and  Thenno|)ylic. 

While  we  remained  at  Athens  a  party  arrived 
from  Italy  and  took  rooms  at  the  Hotel  dcs 
Etrangers.  They  wore  two  gentlemen  and  four 
ladies — one  of  the  ladies  and  her  husband  En- 

glish, the  other,  an  American  family,  father, 
mother,  and  two  daughters.  They  were  a 
pleasant  addition  to  our  party  in  the  hotel,  and 
we  soon  made  some  pleasant  excursions  togeth- 

er around  the  city.  At  last  we  proposed  to 
them  to  make  a  voyage  along  the  coast  with  us 
in  the  Lotus,  and,  to  our  delight,  they  accepted 
the  invitation.  It  Avas  not  difficult  to  arrange 
the  cabins  for  their  use,  and  our  room  was 
ample,  if  we  chose  to  crowd  ourselves  a  little. 

What  a  glorious  day  was  that  when  we  dashed 
up  the  straits  of  Salamis  and  stood  on  deck,  all 
together,  to  discuss  the  locality  of  the  greatest 
of  sea  battles  !  We  had  left  Laroche  in  the  city, 
and  he  was  to  drive  across  by  the  Pass  of  Daph- 

ne, and  join  us  in  the  bay,  Avhere  we  would 
pick  him  up.  We  beat  slowly  up  the  strait, 
now  standing  over  to  the  island  of  Salamis,  now 
to  the  main,  where  Xerxes  sat  and  saw  his  armies 
scattered  to  the  wind.  The  wind  liauled  at  noon 
so  as  to  give  us  a  fuller  sail,  and  we  went  up 
into  the  bay  of  Eleusis,  where  we  coasted  along 
the  eastern  shore  until  we  saw  Laroche  waving 
his  hat  demonstratively. 
We  sent  the  small  boat  for  him.  He  wns 

under  charge  of  the  police.  It  a]~»pears  that  the 
defile  of  Daphne  is  considered  dangerous,  and 
the  armed  police  attend  travelers  who  pass 
through  it.  "They  let  him  off  without  hinder- 
ance,  and  avc  then  kept  away  for  Eleusis,  which 
lies  on  the  northwest  side  of  the  bay.  The 
King  has  made  a  splendid  road  from  Athens  to 
the  city  of  ancient  mysteries,  where  corn  was 
first  sown  and  Ceres  held  sway ;  but  Eleusis  is 
a  ruin  now.  Only  the  pieces  of  an  aqueduct, 
and  the  remains  of  temples  and  theatres,  attest 
its  old  grandeur. 

The  next  day  we  went  out,  as  we  came  into 
the  bay,  by  the  straits  of  Salamis,  and  rattled 
across  the  Saronic  Gulf  to  Cnlamachi  on  the 
eastern  shore  of  the  Corinthian  Isthmns.  We 
were  four  hours  from  Salamis  to  our  anchorage, 
which  we  considered  ]>retty  fair  time.  It  was 
nearly  dark  when  wc  arrived,  but  wc  had  time 
to  look  up  some  horses  and  an  omnibus  to  cam- 
us  over  to  Corinth,  and  then  we  had  a  merry 
evening  on  deck  and  slept  to  the  music  of  the 
Grecian  sea. 

What  shall  I  say  to  you  of  Corinth  ?  The 
voice  of  the  Apostle  rings  in  the  moonlight  nights 
along  the  lonesome  sides  of  the  Acropolis  ;  so 
that  the  wanderer  can  hear  it,  and,  hearing,  can 
remember  that  this  was  once  the  greatest  city 
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of  Greece — once  the  home  of  art,  the  seat  of 
the  Isthmian  games,  the  residence  of  luxury 
and  splendor,  which  is  now,  alas!  the  most 
desolate  and  mournful  of  Grecian  cities. 

The  Acropolis  looked  to  the  Acropolis  at 
Athens.  The  worshiper  of  Minerva  at  Corinth 
had  but  to  climb  the  hill  and  kneol  with  face 
to  the  north  and  east,  and  he  could  see  the 
sunlight  on  the  white  columns  of  the  Parthe- 
non. 

The  Acrocorinthus  is  now  occupied  by  a 
Greek  fortress,  one  of  the  best  in  Greece — which 
is  not  saying  much  for  it — and  the  village  at  the 
foot,  where  once  stood  the  luxurious  palaces  of 
the  city  of  the  Isthmus,  is  inhabited  by  a  de- 

generate race,  scarcely  fit  to  be  named  as  the 
descendants  of  those  who  fought  with  Lysander. 

We  had  ridden  across  the  country  two  hours, 
from  the  fort  at  Calamachi  to  the  foot  of  the 
hill  of  Corinth.  Then  for  two  hours  more  we 
wandered  about  the  plain  seeking  ruins  and 
finding  almost  none.  For  but  little  is  left 
here.  There  are  remains  of  an  amphitheatre, 
and  of  a  temple — a  fine  row  of  old  columns, 
but  nothing  more.  The  lofty  hill,  the  fields 
of  ripening  grain,  these  are  all  that  remain. 
"Many  a  vanished  year  and  age, 
And  tempest's  breath,  and  battle's  rage, 
Have  swept  o'er  Corinth,  yet  she  fctands 
A  fortress  formed  to  Freedom's  hands! 
The  whirlwind's  wrath,  the  earthquake's  shock, Have  left  untouclTed  her  hoary  rock, 
The  keystone  of  a  land  which  stil!, 
Though  fall'n,  looks  proudly  on  that  hill, The  landmark  to  the  double  tide 

That  purpling  rolls  on  either  side.'" 
One  might  possibly  avoid  quoting  Byron  in 

Greece  if  it  were  not  for  the  guide-books.  But 
they  quote  no  one  else,  and  furnish  the  noble 
poet's  verses  always  precisely  to  one's  hand. The  tone  in  which  Miss  ■  recited  these 
lines  would  have  been  inimitable.  They  were 
impressive,  and  most  of  us  were  looking  at  the 
red  lips  of  the  fair  speaker  as  they  came  out 
musically,  when  Pierre  Laroche  interrupted  her. 

"Ah  that  is  very  pretty,  very  pretty!  I 

have  just  been  read- 
ing them  in  the  Red 

book,  which  you  call 
Murray  ;"  and  a  gen- eral shout  of  laughter 
spoiled  the  efiect  of 
the  fair  lady's  quota- tion. 

We   dined  glori- 
ously on  the  Lotus. 

Jackson  had  been  on 
shore  all  the  morn- 

ing, and  found  the 
market  of  Calamachi 
Avorth  his  labor.  He 
had  not  far  to  look, 
since  one  miserable 
hut  contained  pretty 
much  all  the  trad- 

ing facilities  of  the 
port.    But  the  peo- 

ple brought  him  fowls  and  vegetable?,  and  we 
"  daslied  down"  the  dinner  with  a  little  very  fair 
"  Samian  wine,"  while  the  Lotus  went  rolling 
gracefully  on  the  long  swell  of  the  sea  down 
the  coast  of  the  Peloponnesus. 

THE  AMERICAN  DEER  :  ITS  HABITS 
AND  ASSOCIATIONS. 

13Y  T.  B.  TIIOEFE. 

IVrO  animal,  native  to  our  continent,  is  bettej- 
known  or  more  generally  appreciated  tlian 

the  common  deer.  His  form  is  exquisitely 
beautiful,  his  habits  simple  and  delicate,  and, 
as  game  affording  employment  for  the  hunter, 
and  amusement  for  the  sportsman,  he  is  of  all 
other  animals  the  most  universally  popular. 
The  deer  tribe  is  diffused  entirely  over  the  con- 

tinent, and  in  the  extremes  of  north  and  south 
varies  but  very  little  in  its  general  appearance  ; 
for  the  largest  found  in  the  swamp  regions  of 
the  Lower  Mississippi  and  the  best  specimens 
of  Upper  Canada  will  average  about  the  same 
size.  Their  general  appearance  varies,  how- 

ever, in  particular  localities;  and  the  experi- 
enced hunter  will  tell,  by  looking  at  the  carcass, 

the  kind  of  country  "in  which  it  run."  A 
deer  living  habitually  in  the  highlands  never 
attains  the  magnificent  proportions  of  one  oc- 
cui)ying  a  low,  wet  region.  This  is  because 
of  the  greater  abundance  and  more  nutritious 
character  of  the  vegetation.  As  a  general  thing, 
whether  in  Maine  or  Florida,  a  deer  that  weighs 
two  hundred  pounds  is  considered  of  a  large 
size ;  but  they  have  reached,  or  weighed,  two 
hundred  and  fifty,  and  even  three  hundred 

pounds. In  summer  the  animal  is  of  a  deep  red  color, 
and  unfit  for  food.  In  winter  he  changes  to  a 
grayish  blue,  and  is  then  in  j)erfection.  From 
the  fact  of  this  diversity  of  appearance  Buffon 
was  led  astray  by  his  correspondents,  and  was 
induced  to  say  that  there  were  two  species  of 
American  deer,  designated  by  the  changes  in 
color,  which  regularly  take  place  in  the  same 



THE  AMERICAN  DEER:  ITS  HABITS  AND  ASSOCFATIONS. 
607 

unimal.  If  any  exceptions  occur  to  the  colors 
named,  they  may  be  looked  upon  as  unnatural. 
There  was  found  once  in  Louisiana  a  i)Ct  deer 
pure  white,  marked  with  red  spots.  Also  in  the 
same  region  a  pure  wliite  buck  was  often  seen 
and  pursued,  but  we  are  not  aware  that  it  was 
ever  killed  ;  while,  quite  recently,  a  buck  and 
doe,  perfectly  white,  were  caught  in  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  and  afterward  exhibited  in  some  of 
our  Western  cities. 

A  general  peculiarity  of  the  deer  species  is, 
that,  with  rare  exceptions,  they  renew  their 
horns  annually.  The  American  deer  usually 
sheds  his  antlers  in  the  months  of  May  and 
June.  At  these  times  the  bucks  have  been 
met  with  one  antler  gone,  and  shaking  their 
heads  discontentedly,  as  the  weather  grows 
warm  and  the  blood  increases  in  the  rapidity 
of  its  circulation.  At  this  time  also  the  doe 
drops  her  young,  and  both  male  and  female 
may  be  said  to  have  retired  for  the  time  being 
from  strife,  the  buck  burying  himself  in  the 
deep  fiistnesses  of  the  woods,  and  the  doe,  by  a 
beautiful  arrangement  of  nature,  protected  for  a 
while  from  the  pursuit  of  the  hounds  by  giving 
out  no  scent,  thus  being  left  in  comparative 
peace  to  foster  its  helpless  young. 

The  place  of  separation  of  the  old  horn  from 
the  head  at  first  is  very  tender,  but  the  spot  is 
soon  covered  by  a  membrane  and  is  prepared 
for  the  new  growth.  The  determination  of  the 
blood  to  the  head,  which  preceded  tlie  displace- 

ment of  the  old  antlers,  seems  suddenly  to  in- 
crease, and  becomes  more  intense  in  proportioTi 

to  the  demand  for  the  enormous  secretions  re- 
quired for  the  new  growth.  The  budding  horn 

tirst  makes  its  appearance  in  a  soft  pulpy  mass, 
protected  by  a  velvety  covering ;  the  develop- 

ment goes  rapidly  on,  the  increase  of  every  few 
hours  being  clearly  perceptible.  Those  who 
have  had  an  opportunity  of  grasping  these  in- 

cipient weapons  of  defense  realize  a  startling 
idea  of  the  animal  heat  required  by  nature  to 
forge  them,  for  they  throb,  and  glow,  and  swell — 
the  very  incarnation  of  reproducing  life.  The 
antlers  are,  finally,  complete,  and  the  buck  is 
said  to  have  a  velvety  head.  The  external 
surface  now  rapidly  hardens,  compresses  the 
blood-vessels,  and  obstructs  the  circulation, 
and  suddenly  the  whole  of  the  once  sensitive 
integuments  lose  their  vitality,  leaving  a  per- 

fectly formed  insensible  weapon. 
The  buck,  who  up  to  this  moment  has  sought, 

the  deepest  recesses  of  the  forests,  and  avoided 
all  collision  with  his  rivals  and  stinging  insects, 
now  comes  forth  and  confidently  prepares  for 
future  action.  The  velvety  covering  has  per- 

formed its  office,  and  now  only  mars  the  beauty 
of  the  growth  beneath.  That  the  weapons  may 
be  polished  the  buck  commences  rubbing  them 
against  the  surrounding  trees  ;  the  "  peels"  are 
thus  torn  oft',  and  arc  often  seen  dangling  to  the bark  and  lacerated  limbs.  At  last  the  new 
horn  is  left  naked  and  burnished,  and  the  ani- 

mal stands  perfect  before  you  in  all  his  pride 
of  strength.    It  is  now  a  charming  sight  to  be- 

hold him  at  early  morn  snuff  the  fresh  air,  look 
around  witli  the  mien  of  a  monarch,  and  tlien, 
in  the  Uicre  wantonness  of  liis  strength,  dig  his 
horns  into  the  green  turf  and  shake  the  uprooted 
grass  and  disturbed  earth  over  his  glossy  sides. 
As  the  season  advances  he  will  spring  at  tlie 
lower  boughs  of  the  trees  and  entangle  his 
antlers  in  tlie  meshes  of  thrifty  vines,  or  loaded 
oaken  boughs,  shaking  the  rich  grapes  or  bud- 

ding acorns  plentifully  at  his  feet.  The  size 
of  the  horn  and  tiie  number  of  its  prongs  or 
antlers,  are  not  necessarily  indications  of  the 
size  and  age  of  the  aninml,  although  such  is 
the  common  tradition.  A  yearling  buck  has 
one  straight  prong,  and  is  termed  a  "spike 
buck  but  after  he  is  three  or  four  years  old, 
or  rather  "aged,"  the  horns  cease  to  be  pecul- 

iar. The  largest  buck  we  ever  saw,  and  api)ar- 
ently  the  most  venerable  among  the  patriarchs, 
had  medium-sized  horns,  the  branches  consist- 

ing but  of  five  antlers.  The  age  of  the  deer  is 
very  nearly  ascertained  by  an  examination  of 
the  teeth,  and,  in  addition  to  this,  by  the  pres- 

ence or  absence  of  gray  hairs  about  the  fore- 
head. 

In  this  connection  it  may  be  well  to  repeat 
the  often  uttered  question.  What  becomes  of  the 
deers'  horns  ?  for  whether  kept  in  parks  or  rim- 
ning  wild  in  the  woods  there  is  a  sort  of  mys- 

tery about  the  disai)pearance  of  these  sturdy 
appendages.  The  head  ornaments  of  the  moose 
and  the  elk,  equally  with  all  the  species,  are  rare- 

ly found  in  their  most  frequented  haunts.  After 

long  exposure  the  substance  of  a  deer's  horn 
becomes  very  light  and  friable ;  and,  when  in 
that  state,  it  is  reported,  on  authority  that  ap- 

pears reliable,  that  the  deer  and  other  animals 
greedily  chew  them  up,  as  a  corrective  to  acid- 

ity of  the  stomach — as  cows  may  sometimes  be 
seen  picking  out  withered  bones  and  chewing 
them  vigorously,  probably  for  the  same  purpose. 
If  this  theory  be  true,  it  will  account  in  part 
for  the  singular  mystery  that  attends  the  shed- 

ding of  these  horns.  That  wild  animals  have 
instincts  thus  to  act  is  inferable  from  the  fact 
that,  when  from  age  about  to  die,  they  retire  to 
some  lone  place,  some  dark  fastness  or  deep 
cave,  where  alone  their  bones  are  ever  found. 

Some  years  ago  a  man  was  looking  for 
"strayed  cattle"  in  a  forest  in  Victoria  Trov- 
ince,  Canada  West.  While  thus  engaged,  his 
attention  was  attracted  by  some  curious  shoots 
from  the  stump  of  a  beach-tree.  Upon  exam- 

ination he  was  surprised  to  find  that  they  were 

the  protruding  antlers  of  a  deer's  horn,  the  body of  which  was  embedded  in  the  centre  of  the 
tree's  trunk.  It  is  probable  that  some  forester 
had  made  a  commencement  at  cutting  down 
the  tree,  and  left  his  work  unfinished,  when  the 
horn  was  inserted  and  finally  caught  in  the  new 
wood  which  nature  provided  to  fill  up  the  gap- 

ing wound  inflicted  by  the  axe. 
Independent  of  the  fact  that  the  deer  annu- 

ally sheds  its  horns,  it  has  another  peculiarity 
most  worthy  of  notice.  Upon  examination 
there  w^ill  be  found,  just  above  the  hoof  on  the 
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hind  leg,  a  spot  sometimes  scarcely  noticeablef 
in  the  fawn,  but  in  old  bucks  very  observable. 
This  insertation  seems  to  be  the  seat  of  the  se- 

cretion which  scents  the  air,  and  enables  the 
hound  to  follow  so  certainly  on  the  deer's  track. 
In  some  old  bucks  we  have  found  the  deposito- 

ry evincing  remarkable  activity,  and  emitting, 
even  to  our  senses,  a  strong,  but  not  absolutely 
unpleasant  odor.  When  the  buck  is  in  "  the 
velvet,"  and  the  doe  is  with  young  by  its  side, 
these  secretory  organs  become  inactive,  and 
thus  they  escape  for  the  time  being  from  their 
numerous  enemies.  But  for  this  merciful  pro- 

vision of  nature  the  species  would  become  ex- 
tinct. 

The  deer,  though  proverbially  considered  a 
harmless  animal,  is  not  without  powerful  means 

of  defense,  to  which,  in  part,  must  be  ascribed 
its  preservation.  Its  frame  is  one  of  the  most 
perfect  that  can  be  conceived,  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  mechanical  constructions  under  the 
sun — a  sublime  combination  of  bone,  muscle, 
sinew,  elastic  cartilage,  and  springy  hoof,  which 
jointly  in  action  produce  a  rapidity  of  motion 
superior  to  many  quick-flying  birds.  For  the 
hunting-whip  there  is  no  handsomer  handle 
than  the  fore  foot  and  bone  of  the  fawn ;  and, 
independent  of  its  genial  feeling  in  the  hand, 
the  marvelous  beauty  of  its  structure  gives  pleas- 

ure by  its  appearance.  Independent  of  the 
speed  of  the  deer,  the  male  is  armed  by  a 
"brow  of  bayonets,"  which  gives  majesty  to  its 
appearance,  and  when  considered  in  connection 
with  the  powerful  hind-quarters  of  the  animal. 
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ever  ready  to  drive  them  home  with  telling 
force,  they  become  formidable  wea})oiis  of  de- 

fense, and  no  ordinary  antagonist  can  withstand 
a  fair  blow  from  their  many  points.  Although 
among  themselves  they  are  exceedingly  play- 

ful, still  they  are  not  imconscious  of  their  pow- 
er to  do  injury,  and  are  not  disposed  to  pass  by 

;iu  opportunity  to  make  the  effort.  For  hours 
a  herd  of  deer  will  feed  quietly  together,  when 
suddenly  a  joust  will  commence  between  two 
rivals  that  will  fill  the  whole  herd  with  excite- 
nient — the  does  suspending  their  eating,  the 
unoccupied  bucks  regarding  the  battle  with  pro- 

fessional gravity.  The  challenges  of  aspiring 
braves  are  very  curious,  and  full  of  etiquette. 
There  is  no  rushing  together  with  nncerem.oni- 
ous  haste.  They  come  side  by  side,  affecting 
an  unconsciousness  of  each  other's  presence, 
looking  around  and  beyond,  yet  evidently,  in 
spite  of  appearances,  eying  each  other.  While 
thus  engaged,  one  suddenly  presumes  his  oppo- 

nent is  oft'  his  guard,  when  he  "pitches  in," 
only  to  find  his  intended  blow  scientitically 
caught  upon  the  horns  of  his  antagonist.  Rare, 
indeed,  would  it  be  to  find  a  buck  assaulted 
when  off  his  guard.  Sometimes  these  wood- 

land duels  consume  the  day,  until  the  combat- 
ants sink  exhausted  on  the  broken  turf ;  not 

unfrequently,  when  the  opposing  antlers  are 
large  and  the  battle  fierce,  they  will  lock  to- 

gether, and  thus  fasten  tiie  duelists  in  fatal  con- 
tact. When  this  is  the  case,  they  oppose  each 

other  by  pushing  until  one  or  the  other  falls ; 
a  hopeless  struggle  to  separate  then  ensues, 
and  the  poor  creatures  recover  their  wind  and 
strength  only  to  realize  that  a  lingering  death 
is  to  close  their  career. 

BKTJLL  AN1>  ANTI.EKS  Or 
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Some  buzzards,  on  one  occasion,  wheeling 
over  our  heads,  directed  our  attention  to  a  dark 
spot  in  tlie  forest,  uj)on  visiting  which  we  found 
occupied  by  the  dead  and  greatly  decayed  bod- 

ies of  two  once  proud  monarchs  of  the  forest, 
who  had  thus  fallen  in  their  struggle  for  as- cendency. 

Nor  does  the  buck  always  confine  himself  to 
attacks  upon  his  own  species  ;  many  incident-^ 
are  related  where  they  have  lost  their  fear  of 
man,  and  without  hesitation  boldly  commenced 
the  battle.  In  the  year  1808  the  Earl  who  then 
held  the  title  of  lierkeley  was  walking  with  hi.> 
little  son  in  one  of  his  parks,  when  he  was  set 
upon  by  an  American  deer  which  he  kept  as  a 
curiosity.  The  Earl  seized  the  horns  of  the  an- 

imal with  both  hands,  bravely  holding  on  after 
he  was  thrown  down  and  rudely  trampled  upon 
by  the  furious  beast.  In  this  critical  condition 
he  called  out  to  his  child  not  to  be  alarmed, 

but  to  take  from  his  (the  father's)  pocket  a 
knife,  and  stab  the  deer,  or,  if  he  could,  cu; 
his  throat.  The  boy  obeyed,  reached  his  pa- 

rent's pocket,  found  the  knife,  and  went  to  work 
upon  the  throat  of  the  animal.  The  noble  hoy's courage,  however,  was  greater  than  his  strength, 

and  he  could  not  cut  the  animal's  windpipe  ; 
nevertheless,  he  quailed  not,  but  dealt  the  bru- 

tal assailant  of  his  father  so  many  stabs  that, 
weakened  with  the  loss  of  blood,  the  deer  wa.s 
fain  to  make  the  best  of  its  way  back  to  its  decj) 
wood  haunts,  just  as  the  Earl  was  all  but  ex- 
hausted. 

It  is  traditionary  that  the  deer  species  are  Ion- 
lived.  Ilesiod  was  so  impressed  witli  this  idea 
that  he  suggests  they  reached  the  age  of  man\ 
centuries,  and  the  reason  of  this  was  supposed 

to  be  dependent  on  the  fact  that 
they  have  no  gall.  This  sin- 

gular phenomenon  was  noticed 
by  Aristotle,  Pliny,  and  lat^r 
writers,  although  it  has  recentl\ 
been  revived  as  the  result  of 
the  observation  of  many  of  our 
Western  hunters.  To  test  the 
truth  of  this  peculiarity  in  the 

group,  Professor  Owen  extend- ed his  examination  so  far  as  to 

include  a  giraffe,  and  most  sin- 
gularly, by  some  freak  of  naturc. 

it  had  two  gall  bladders  ;  and 
it  has  been  very  properly  ob- 

served that  if  he  had  continued 
his  investigations  no  fi.rther, 
this  singular  aninuil  would  have 
been  credited  with  what  would 
seem  to  be  an  unnatural  amount 
of  '-bitterness."  But  subse- 

quent experiments  developed 

the  fact  that  the  giratl'e,  in its  natural  formation,  was  des- 
titute of  the  gall.  The  deer, 

however,  is  not  long  lived — it 
shows  symptoms  of  decay  when 
ten  years  old — and  we  presume 
one  that  had  reached  the  age  of 
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twenty-would  be  justly  considered  a  Methuselah of  his  kind. 
If  the  deer  does  not  reach  a  great  age,  its 

tenacity  of  life,  while  in  its  prime,  is  most  re- 
markable ;  but  perhaps  it  forms  no  exception  to 

the  general  rule,  that  all  animals,  in  high  health, 
and  possessed  naturally  of  a  superior  organiza- 

tion, often  "die  hard."  Man,  of  all  created 
beings,  shows  the  most  tenacity  ;  examples  be- 

ing recorded  of  the  human  frame  surviving 
wounds,  and  maintaining  life  beyond  what  can 
be  found  exampled  in  any  other  warm-blooded 
creature. 
We  have  known  a  deer  to  keep  its  position 

in  front  of  a  fleet  pack  of  hounds  for  near  a 
mile,  running  all  the  while  with  its  fore  legs 
broken  below  the  knee.  A  stag  was  killed  in 
the  year  1G86  by  Dorothea,  the  Electress  of 
Brandenburg,  and  her  attendants,  that  seemed 
for  a  while  to  have  "a  charmed  life  for  every 
new  wound,  however  severe,  seemed  only  to 
inspire  it  with  renewed  power  to  elude  its  pur- 

suers. Among  other  wounds  inflicted  a  long 
time  before  it  was  pulled  down  by  the  hounds, 
was  that  resulting  from  a  ball  through  the  pos- 

terior part  of  the  heart,  through  the  middle  of 
the  right  and  a  portion  of  the  left  ventricle  ; 
the  wound  was  sufficiently  large  to  admit  a 
finger,  and  the  fleshy  fibres  of  the  surrounding 
parts  were  much  lacerated  and  contused. 

A  more  remarkable  case  of  vitality  came 
under  our  own  observation.  Some  years  ago  a 
friend  residing  in  Concordia  parish,  Louisiana, 
after  a  very  prolonged  hunt,  killed  a  fine  old 
buck.  After  it  was  dressed  according  to  cus- 

tom, the  negro  boy  in  attendance  proceeded 
to  cut  up  the  lights,  liver,  and  heart,  to  di- 

vide them  among  the  hounds.  The  boy  met 
with  his  usual  success  until  he  came  to  the 
heart,  which,  when  cut  through  to  the  interior, 
resisted  the  edge  of  his  sharp  knife.  Our  friend, 
who  was  a  skillful  physician  as  avcU  as  spirited 
hunter,  had  his  attention  attracted  by  the  cir- 

cumstance, and  upon  a  critical  examination, 
to  his  surprise  he  discovered  that  a  rifle-ball 
had  passed  entirely  through  the  heart,  and  that 
the  orifice  thus  made  was  filled  up  with  a  carti- 

laginous substance  very  nearly  resembling  bone. 
It  was  evident  that  the  animal  had  been  at  some 
previous  season  thus  severely  wounded,  but 
escaping  pursuit,  had  gradually  recovered  its 
health,  for  when  killed  no  deer  could  have 
been  in  better  condition. 

A  case  not  less  extraordinaiy  is  reported  by 
a  physician  living  in  Virginia.  Like  our 
friend  just  alluded  to,  he  was  fond  of  the  chase, 
and  on  one  occasion  had  the  good  fortune  to 
kill  a  buck  that  was  remarkable  for  his  fine 
condition.  In  opening  the  animal  the  won- 

derful discovery  was  made  that,  at  some  time 
in  the  animal's  history,  an  elder  stalk  had  en- 

tirely transfixed  his  heart :  on  examination  it 
was  evident  that  the  stalk  had  been  thus  em- 

bedded for  a  great  length  of  time.  The  wounds 
which  it  had  made  in  its  ingress  were  perfectly 
healed,  and  no  trace  of  inflammation  was  dis- 

cernible, nor  was  there  any  sign  of  disease  in 
the  substance  of  the  heart  through  which  the 
stalk  penetrated.  Nature  had  kindly  and  ef- 

fectually cured  the  wound,  and  preserved  the 
life  of  the  gallant  buck  that  he  might  die  by 
the  hands  of  the  doctor,  secundum  ariem. 

The  circumstances  connected  with  the  death 
of  "Bill  Poole"  rendered  the  event  notorious, 
but  when  the  post-mortem  examination  of  the 
body  displayed  the  fact,  that  he  had  lived  eleven 
days  with  a  pistol  bullet  embedded  between  the 
ventricles  of  his  heart,  additional  notoriety  was 
given  to  the  circumstance.  The  popular  idea 
that  a  wound  in  the  heart  w^as  necessarily  im- 

mediately fatal  was  exploded,  and  we  find  that 
men  in  a  high  condition  of  health  are  quite  as 
full  of  vitality  as  are  animals  subjected  to  the 
chase.  On  the  21st  of  December,  1835,  at 
Cincinnati,  Ohio,  a  man  by  the  name  of  Ma- 
guire  was  shot  in  the  chest  by  a  ball  weighing 
seventy-four  to  the  pound.  He  lived  in  spite 
of  the  perforation  of  his  lung  five  days,  and 
when  dead,  the  physician  discovered  that  his 
heart  had  been  perforated  by  the  ball,  and  the 
wound  had  begun  to  heal.  In  all  probability 
but  for  the  injury  to  the  lung  he  might  have 
recovered.  A  similar  case,  but  perhaps  more 
extraordinary,  is  related  of  a  negro  of  McNairy 
County,  Tennessee,  who  was  wounded  in  the 
chest  by  a  load  of  shot.  He  was  doctored  entire- 

ly for  the  relief  of  inflammation  of  the  lungs,  no 
indications  appearing  that  the  heart  was  dis- 

eased. Up  to  the  sixty-seventh  day  of  his 
confinement  he  improved  in  health,  and  finally 
died  by  an  over-indulgence  of  his  appetite.  In 
tracing  the  course  of  his  wounds  after  death, 
the  physicians  were  astonished  at  finding  three 
shot  in  the  bottom  of  the  ventricle,  and  two  shot 
in  the  bottom  of  the  auricle  of  the  heart.  The 
wounds  made  in  the  substance  of  the  organ 
were  all  firmly  healed,  and  the  internal  sur- 

face of  the  cavities,  in  which  the  shot  were 
found,  betrayed  no  sign  of  having  suffered  in 
any  way  from  the  presence  of  the  shot. 

The  poets  have  created  much  sympathy  for 
the  deer  by  representing  that,  when  torn  down 
by  the  dogs,  they  have  been  known  to  weep. 
Somerville,  Thomson,  and  even  deer-stalking 
Will  of  Stratford,  have  alluded  to  their  tears. 
This  idea  would  naturally  be  suggested  by  a 

merely  superficial  examination  of  a  deer's  face, from  the  fact  that  there  is  an  indentation  under 
the  corner  of  the  eye  peculiar  to  this  animal, 
that  gives  the  idea,  in  connection  with  its  mild 
blue  eyes,  of  melancholy,  helped  out,  no  doubt, 
by  the  fact  that  the  inner  lining  of  this  depres- 

sion is  of  a  dark  color,  as  if  caused  by  the  mark- 
ings of  continual  drops  of  water  from  the  eye. 

There  is  no  reasonable  authority  to  say  the  deer 
sheds  tears;  the  physical  representation  that 
leads  to  such  an  idea  is  an  evidence  of  the  beau- 

ty and  variety  of  Nature's  handiwork,  for  it 
has  thus  made  the  deer  species  additionally 
charming,  and  separated  its  physiognomy  from 
more  destructive  animals.  Upon  dissecting  a 
deer's  head  the  cavities  alluded  to  are  found 
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to  reach  up  into  the  jaw-bone.  As  the  deer 
breathes  through  his  mouth,  these  contrivances 
may  be  vents  to  add  to  respiration,  and  also  to 
give  more  intense  perception  to  the  olfactory 
nerve — an  addition  not  accorded  to  any  other 
species. 

The  food  of  the  deer  consists  of  grasses, 
mosses,  and  weeds.  They  also  browse  on  the 
tender  buds  of  almost  all  kinds  of  shrubs  and 
trees  ;  but  deer  will  destroy,  seemingly  without 
discrimination,  every  thing  that  is  to  be  found 
in  a  well-stocked  garden.  They  are  also  pas- 

sionately fond  of  "mast,"  which  term  includes 
the  whole  acorn  family.  In  the  seasons  when 
the  mast  is  abundant  the  deer,  as  well  as  all 
other  wild  animals  consuming  vegetable  food, 
become  very  fat. 

In  the  northern  parts  of  our  continent  tlue 
deer  live  for  months,  sometimes,  on  hemlock 
leaves,  and  so  impregnated  does  their  flesh  be- 

come with  the  pungent  odor  that  it  is  entirely 
worthless  for  food.  At  times  these  poor  ani- 

mals suffer  immensely  from  starvation,  and  this 
is  particularly  the  case  when  the  snow  is  so 
deep  that  the  creatures  can  not  dig  down  to  the 
surface  of  the  earth  and  obtain  some  sustenance 
from  the  roots  of  grasses  and  herbs.  In  the 
year  1835  a  gentleman,  traveling  in  the  vicinity 
of  Lake  George,  came  into  a  hemlock  forest, 
which  was  full  of  diflerent  wild  animals  that 
had  sought  its  protection  against  the  unusual 

prevailing  cold.  Here,  among  other  things, 
he  discovered  a  ''deer  yard,"  in  which  were 
huddled  together  nearly  a  hundred  and  fifty 
deer,  who  stood  with  their  heads  all  turned  out 
from  the  centre,  to  anticipate  any  outside  at- 

tack. The  deer  had,  by  constant  trampling, 
made  an  inclosure  in  the  snow  with  walls  over 
four  feet  high.  Inside  of  this  they  had  remain- 

ed until  nearly  famished,  many  being  so  weak 
that  they  could  not  stand.  Sixty  of  the  most 
vigorous  were  taken  out  without  their  making 
any  serious  resistance,  and  placed  in  a  large 
barn,  where  they  soon  recovered  upon  a  diet 
of  excellent  hay.  In  the  vicinity  there  were 
several  small  j^ards.  So  long  had  these  creat- 

ures lived  ui)on  the  aromatic  leaves  of  the  hem- 
lock that  their  flesh  was  as  pungent  as  the  leaves 

themselves. 
The  favorite  haunts  of  the  deer  arc  where 

they  can  find  some  matted  thicket  in  which  to 
hide,  places  they  select  with  remarkable  sagac- 

ity to  secure  seclusion.  "When  their  antlers are  in  velvet  they  then  occasionally  seek  the 
sunny  side  of  a  liill,  in  the  expressive  language 

of  the  hunters,  "to  dry  their  horns." 
The  deer  is  a  great  batlier,  and  a  luxuriour< 

one.  lie  chooses  a  shallow  place  with  a  hard 
bottom,  and  first  scraping  away  any  pebbles  or 
other  rough  projections  that  may  be  distributed 
under  his  feet,  he  lies  down  with  the  air  of  a 
creature  that  is  about  to  be  comfortable  and 
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knows  liow  to  enjoy  it.  After  resting  a  while, 
that  the  water  may  quietly  soak  through  his 
thick  coating  of  hair  and  cool  his  sensitive  skin, 
he  rolls  from  side  to  side,  occasionally  rising 
partially  out  of  the  water,  and  shaking  himself 
as  will  a  Newfoundland  dog.  These  traits  sug- 

gest habits  common  to  the  deer,  north  and  south ; 
but  in  the  swamps  of  Louisiana  and  the  neigh- 

boring States  the  deer,  at  nightfall,  seek  the 
protection  of  the  water  against  the  attack  of  the 
poisonous  mosquito,  and  will  for  hours  remain 
entirely  buried  under  tlie  surface,  with  nothing 
visible  but  his  sharp  nostril,  OA'cr  Avhicli  is  con- 

tinually buzzing  a  cloud  of  rapacious  insects, 
which,  the  moment  they  attempt  their  bloody 
work,  are  disappointed,  by  the  sinking  of  the 
nostril  imder  the  water.  At  this  game  of  at- 

tack and  defense  will  deer  and  mosquito  indulge 
all  night. 

The  scent  of  the  species  is  very  powerful, 
while  the  sight,  on  the  contrary,  is  quite  im- 

perfect. A  chamois,  when  dashing  down  the 
mountains,  will  suddenly  stop,  as  if  struck  by  a 
thunder-bolt,  some  yards  from  the  spot  where 
recent  human  footprints  are  visible  in  the  snow, 
and  turning,  scared,  away,  will  rush  in  an  op- 

posite direction.  The  very  taint  in  the  air  is 
recognized  long  after  the  hunter  is  passed.  The 

common  deer  will  oi'ten  approach  within  a  few yards  of  a  human  being  without  ])erceiving  him; 
but  directly  a  change  of  position  brings  the  scent 

upon  the  wind  the  animal  will  be  oflr"  like  a  sliot. In  localities  where  they  are  not  much  hunted 
they  do  not  fly  at  the  approach  of  man,  but, 
like  all  game,  crouch  in  the  long  grass  or  un- 

derwood, endeavoring  to  conceal  themselves, 
lying  with  their  heads  erect,  their  ears  pressed 
flat  on  their  necks,  their  eyes  keenly  watching 
the  movements  of  the  intruder,  ready,  on  the 
instant,  to  spring  to  their  feet.  The  Indians 
sometimes  disguise  themselves  in  the  entire 
skin  of  the  deer,  imitating,  at  the  same  time, 
its  cries  and  gait,  and  in  this  way  often  de- 

stroy many,  provided  the  keen  scent  of  the  an- 
imal, which  can  not  be  deceived,  does  not  take 

the  alarm. 
Of  all  animals  known  the  deer  is  the  most  eas- 
ily domesticated — a  fact  which  seems  exceed- 

ingly strange  when  we  take  its  natural  timidity 
and  wildness  into  consideration.  Persons  who 
can  imitate  the  bleat  of  the  fawn  often  bring 
the  doe  within  gunshot,  though  it  is  certainly 
a  cruel  thing  to  shoot  the  poor  creature  whose 
maternal  affections  have  thus  overcome  its  fear. 
It  is  not  an  extraordinary  thing  for  the  hunter 

to  be  obliged  to  push  the  doe  oft"  with  the  muz- 
zle of  his  gun  when  he  has  accidentally  captured 

its  young.  Upon  seizing  a  fawn  it  will,  for  a 
few  moments,  struggle  and  bleat  terribly ;  but 
when  you  set  it  down  its  contact  with  human- 

ity seems  to  have  changed  its  nature,  for,  like 

an  aff'ectionate  spaniel,  it  will  follow  you  home, 
(md  never  requires  fart  he?-  doineslication. 

When  the  doe  goes  out  to  feed  she  hides  her 
fawn  away,  with  maternal  solicitude  and  con- 

summate judgment.    She  will,  by  some  pov/er 

known  to  herself,  cause  the  young  one  to  lie 
down  in  the  thicket,  and  there  remain  nntil  she 
returns.  Nature  has  n)ade  these  little  creatures 
not  only  very  strong  and  active,  but  has  kindly 
mottled  up  its  skin  so  that  it  is  less  distinguish- 

able among  surrounding  natural  objects  than  it 
would  otherwise  be.  When  very  young  they 
are  red,  with  white  spots  on  their  sides  like  lit- 

tle stars ;  these  spots  disappear  when  they  ad- 
vance toward  maturity,  and  entirely  disappear 

when  they  assume  their  blue  coat  in  the  au- 
tumnal season. 

A  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  was  on  a 
hunt  when  a  doc  was  shot  (a  most  cruel  mur- 

der!), and,  perceiving  that  it  was  with  fawn,  he 
stooped  down,  and,  with  his  knife,  brought  the 
tiny  thing  into  the  world.  The  little  animal, 
thus  "untimely  rip])ed"  from  the  body  of  its  dead 
mother,  ultimately  gained  its  feet,  and,  to  the 
surprise  of  all  who  witnessed  it,  followed  the 
party  home.  We  afterward  saw  the  animal  in 
the  full  pride  of  a  majestic  head  of  horns. 

It  is  not  uncommon,  in  riding  among  the 
plantations  of  the  South,  to  see  a  deer  bound 
over  the  high  Virginia  fences  into  the  road, 
stop  and  gaze  upon  your  intrusive  presence,  and 
then  frisking  its  tail,  gambol  along  in  sight, 
and  suddenly  disajjpear  behind  some  Cherokee 
hedge.  You  know  this  to  be  a  domesticated 
deer,  not  only  from  its  sociability,  but  also  from 
the  little  bell  it  wears  upon  its  neck  to  protect 
it  from  the  weapon  of  the  hunter,  who  might 
otherwise  be  deceived,  when  met  with  in  re- 

mote parts  of  the  plantation  where  it  was  dom- 
iciliated. These  domesticated  deer  shed  a  beau- 

ty over  the  lawn,  and  afford  infinite  amusement 
when  the  hound  puppies  about  the  yard  open 
at  full  cry  and  "  give  it  a  brush."  The  old  dogs 
take  no  notice  of  these  household  pets,  but  seem 
to  know  them  as  well  as  any  other  prominent 
member  of  the  family. 

Mrs.  Kenzie,  in  her  "Early  Day  of  the  North- 
west," relates  that,  as  a  token  of  gratitude  from 

an  Indian  womairfor  some  trivial  favor  bestow- 
ed, she  received  a  fawn,  which  pleased  her  much 

by  its  soft  blue  eyes  and  dappled  coat,  and  hav- 
ing often  heard  of  the  simile,  "as  wild  as  a  fawn," 

she  was  greatly  surprised  to  witness  how  soon  it 

became  tamed.  Wherever  the  lady  went "  Fan" 
was  sure  to  follow,  showing  all  the  familiarity 
and  affliction  of  a  spaniel.  On  one  occasion  the 
pet  made  her  way  to  a  shelf  of  the  dresser,  en- 

deavoring apparently  to  find  a  comfortable  place 
to  lie  down  among  the  plates  and  dishes.  Upon 
examination  it  became  evident  that  it  was  the 
protecting  projection  of  the  shelf  the  animal  was 
after,  as  it  always  sought  the  shade  of  a  chair 
or  something  else  approaching  an  "umbrageous 
bower."  The  hint,  or  rather  the  instinctive  feel- 

ing of  the  animal,  being  understood,  at  the  usual 
hour  of  the  morning  when  the  gentle  creature 
took  her  nap,  a  large  green  parasol  was  opened 
and  set  on  the  matting  in  the  corner  of  the  room. 
Fan  was  then  called,  when  she  would  come  and 

instantly  nestle  under  the  "genial  shade,"  and 1  fall  asleep. 
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IIIE  HUNTING. 

There  arc  three  methods  practiced  by  Amer- 
ican hunters  in  killing;  deer,  desipiated  in  gen- 
eral terms  as  " Fire-huntinp^,"  "  Still-hunting," 

and  ''Driving."  Fire-hunting  is  considered  the 
least  legitimate,  and  is  seldom  resorted  to  by  the 
conscientious  sportsman,  except  when  game  is 
very  scarce,  and  consequently,  from  being  much 
hunted,  rendered  too  shy  to  approach  in  day- 

light. Two  persons  are  necessary  for  success- 
ful fire-hunting,  one  to  carry  and  attend  to  the 

torch,  and  one  to  bear  the  gun.  The  hunters  are 
generally  accompanied  by  a  cur  dog,  one  that 
is  v/ell  trained  and  will  not  "open"  on  the  trail. 

1  The  do.^  has  a  little  bell  suspoiulcHl  to  his  ncck, 
the  tongue  of  which  is  stuffed  around  with  cot- 

i  ton  that  it  may  emit  no  sound  until  the  proi)cr 
time  for  action.     If  the  weather  is  favorable,  i: 

!  must  be  a  still,  misty,  dark  night  after  a  rain, 
which  renders  the  fallen  leaves  so  moist  that 
they  will  make  no  noise  under  the  feet  of  tlie 
hunter.  A  person  of  much  experience  can  gen- 

erally distinguish  between  the  eyes  of  a  deer 
and  those  of  other  animals  when  "shined  '  by  a 
torch  ;  first,  by  their  brilliancy  ;  secondl}',  by 
their  unusual  size;  and,  thirdly,  by  their  great 
distiince  apart  compared  with  other  animals. 
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A  colt's  eyes  approach  the  nearest  in  appear-  [  the  damsel  became  the  wife  of  this  most  famous 
ance,  but  they  are  dim.    The  deer  also  gazes  I  of  backwoodsmen. 
at  the  light  with  great  steadiness  and  intensity,  j  We  knew  a  gentleman  who  indulged  in  this 
while  the  bear  and  wolf  are  constantly  moving  ■  rather  questionable  amusement,  who  saw  what 
theirs  about,  being  of  a  more  fretful  and  fiery  !  he  believed  to  be  the  glare  of  a  deer's  eyes,  and 
disposition.  The  deer,  fascinated  as  it  was  by  fired.  His  astonishment  can  be  faintly  imag- 
the  illumination,  remains  motionless,  giving  the  ;  ined  when  he  discovered  by  the  yelp  that  fol- 
hunter  ample  opportunity  to  approach  Avithin  ;  lowed  that  he  had  shot  his  "track  dog"  in  the 
gunshot.  If  a  hunter  once  loses  the  "eyes"  !  head,  and  at  the  instant  when  the  animal  was 
after  they  have  been  "shined,"  he  is  satisfied!  firmly  held  between  the  knees  of  a  negro  to 
that  the  creature  is  alarmed  and  is  moving  off^,  :  keep  him  from  too  suddenly  springing  after  any 
and  he  embraces  the  first  favorable  opportunity  '  game  that  might  be  shot.  Dr.  H.  J.  Peck,  of 
to  fire.  As  a  general  thing,  if  the  shot  is  at  all  i  Louisiana — a  most  accomplished  hunter  and 
successful,  the  victim  falls,  and  is  at  once  se-  j  WTiter — speaks  of  a  neighbor  of  his,  who  went  on 
cured ;  but  if  mortally  wounded,  and  yet  pos-  |  a  fire-hunting  excursion,  and  having  discovered 
sessed  of  strength  enough  to  make  an  efibrt  to  the  eye  of  a  deer,  dismounted,  and,  v.ith  his 

escape,  the  "track-dog"  is  unloosed  from  the  [  companion,  fastened  their  horses  to  a  limb  of 
cord  thai  has  fastened  him  to  his  master,  the  I  a  tree  and  advanced  toward  the  deer.  After 
cotton  is  removed  from  the  tongue  of  the  bell,  |  walking  some  distance,  and  occasionally  losing 
and  he  follows  in  pursuit,  the  hunter  for  his'  sight  of  the  "eyes,"  they  were  finally  "shined" 
course  being  entirely  guided  by  the  tinkling  of  [  and  fired  at,  the  result  of  Avhich  was,  the  kill- 

the  bell.  If  no  dog  is  employed,  and  the  deer  j  ing  of  the  gentleman's  favorite  saddle-horse, 
runs  off,  the  spot  is  carefully  marked,  and  the!  "Still-hunting"  resembles  the  English  prac- 
hunter  returns  home  and  waits  until  daybreak!  tice  of  "stalking,"  and  with  many  gentlemen 
to  secure  the  reward  of  his  midnight  labor.  It ;  sportsmen  is  preferred  to  any  other  method, 
is  related  that  Daniel  Boone,  while  fire-hunting,  :  To  an  individual  who  is  fond  of  nature,  and 
"  shined"  a  pair  of  mild  blue  eyes  which  struck  :  can  find  amusement  in  communing  with  the 
him  as  not  belonging  to  the  game  he  was  seek-  j  solitudes  of  the  forest,  still-hunting  possesses 
ing  to  destroy.   He  lowered  his  rifle,  and  made  j  manifold  charms. 
farther  examination,  when,  to  his  surprise,  he  j  A  good  still-hunter,  says  our  friend,  Harry 
discovered  a  young  girl,  who,  with  himself,  was  ;  Huntington,  "  of  Trinity,"  must  be  thoroughly 
equally  astonished  at  the  adventure.  Boone  ̂   acquainted  with  the  habits  of  the  deer,  know 
expressed  the  most  eloquent  gratitude  that  he  where  he  ranges,  be  able  to  tell  his  tracks  from 
had  not  fired  his  weapon,  and  waited  upon  the  i  other  cloven-footed  beasts,  and  the  time  that 
woodland  nymph  to  her  home  hard  by  ;  in  time  !  has  elapsed  since  they  were  first  indented  in 
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the  soil.  He  must  know  which  way  tlie  Riiiiic  in 
the  locality  walkwlieii  feediiij;,  and  the  direction 
they  take  at  nightfall — things  which  seem  to 
bestrangely  dependent  iii)on  the  moon.  The 
abundance  of  acorns  or  mast  is  also  to  be  con- 

sidered; and,  moreover,  still-hunting  is  most 
practiced,  by  all  familiar  with  this  wood  craft, 
when  the  buck  is  seeking  the  company  of  the  doe. 
Then  they  are  less  than  usually  cautious,  and 
an  imitation  of  the  female,  even  if  clumsily  done, 
will  often  attract  their  notice;  while  others  again, 
utterly  reckless,  will  come  rushing  toward  the 
hunter,  and,  not  unlike  some  more  intelligent 
lovers,  find,  instead  of  a  flirtation,  a  premature 
death. 

At  this  particular  season  the  still-hunter  is 
in  his  glory.  The  woods,  if  a  favorable  resort, 
seem  to  be  alive,  the  deer  are  so  active.  Pres- 

ently he  notices  coming  toward  him  a  doe,  he 
lets  the  timid  creature  pass,  knowing  full  well 
that  a  nobler  haunch  is  following  in  the  rear. 
Presently  the  vines  and  low  hanging  branches 
seem  to  shake  as  if  agitated  by  a  strong  wind  ; 
two,  three,  perhaps  four  bucks  are  plunging  on, 
almost  side  by  side.  It  must  be  the  work  of  a 
flashing  thought  only  to  decide  which  one  is 
the  finest,  for  they  are  going  with  almost  light- 

ning rapidity.  This  done,  a  slight  whistle,  or 
other  unusual  noise,  is  made  ;  the  intrusion  ar- 

rests the  bucks  for  an  instant,  and  they  stop  to 
gaze  :  the  delay  is  fatal,  for  the  unerring  weapon 
is  brought  to  bear,  and  the  far-reaching  echoes 
of  its  report  mingle  confusedly  with  the  sounds 
which  come  from  the  death-throes  of  a  lordly 
monarch  of  the  forest.  A  more  difficult  con- 

test is  exhibited  when  the  still-hunter  pursues 
his  game  in  a  less  propitious  season — at  a  time 
when  the  buck  is  comparatively  unoccupied 
except  by  thoughts  of  self-preservation,  and  has 
no  passions  roused  to  betray  him  into  imprii- 
dsnces.  To  approach  a  deer  at  these  times 
requires  patience  which  few  possess  ;  his  sus- 

picious nature  must  be  conciliated  by  penances 
of  almost  suspended  animation ;  the  hunter 
must  crawl  upon  his  victim  not  only  against 
the  wind  but  he  must  move  with  the  silence 

of  the  cloud's  shadow  :  if  the  deer's  attention 
is  attracted,  he  must  not  be  alarmed. 
When  a  deer  is  reposing,  satisfied  that  the 

wind  will  convey  the  approach  of  an  enemy  in 
that  quarter,  it  gazes  intently  in  the  opposite 
direction.  If  there  are  any  birds  in  the  vicin- 

ity it  watches  them,  knowing  that  they  will 
give  the  alarm  if  any  aggressor  is  near.  It  not 
only  selects  its  cover  with  the  greatest  caution, 
but,  if  possible,  it  chooses  commanding  ground. 
The  difliculty  attending  the  pursuit  of  the  still- 
hunter  can,  therefore,  be  appreciated.  An  emi- 

nent English  deer-stalker  was  often  balked  by 
a  wary  stag,  which  had  for  years  occupied  a 
part  of  the  plain  from  which  it  could  perceive 
the  smallest  object  at  the  distance  of  a  mile. 
The  man,  determined  to  succeed,  finally  con- 

ceived the  idea  of  approaching  his  victim  be- 
hind a  clump  of  bushes.  Having  prepared  his 

screen  he  started  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morn- 

ing, |)usliing  it  slowly  before  him.  At  near 
six  in  tiie  afternoon,  after  nearly  ten  hours'  labor, 
the  stalker  managed,  without  alarming  the  stag, 
to  get  within  gun-shot  and  bring  him  down. 

It  is  a  comnuju  thing  for  s'till-huntcrs,  when 
a  deer  is  sucldenly  "bounced  up,"  or  when  one 
happens  to  be  passing,  to  bleat,  imitating  the 
noise  of  the  fawn.  This,  as  we  have  already 
observed,  will  always  arrest  the  attention  of  the 
buck.  When  a  deer  is  approached,  and,  in 
hunter's  pln-aseology,  "  has  got  wind"  of  his 
enemy,  even  if  only  an  imperfect  view  is  ob- 

tained, the  hunter  instantly  fires ;  for  on  sucii 
occasions  the  deer  makes  a  few  bounds  into 
some  open  space,  in  order  to  satisfy  his  curiosi- 

ty, and  then  instantly  disa})pears.  The  In- 
dians excel  in  tliis  method  of  iiunting,  being  by 

nature  remarkably  patient  and  full  of  caution. 
In  their  pre])arations  they  wisely  adopt  colors 
for  their  dress  tliat  harmonize  with  the  bark> 
of  the  trees  and  decayed  logs  with  ̂ \hich  they 
are  surrounded ;  and  thus,  with  their  bronzed 
faces,  they  are  almost  invisible  wliilc  stealing 
through  the  thickets  and  lairs. 

An  old  woodsman  of  our  acquaintance,  who 
had  been,  without  success,  still-hunting  through 
a  long  day,  from  fatigue  sat  down  on  the  banks 
of  a  small  stream  to  rest  himself.  While  thus 
negatively  employed  he  was  surprised  at  the 
sight  of  a  number  of  deer  at  a  distance  entirely 
beyond  the  reach  of  his  rifle,  he  being  at  the 
same  time  so  situated  that  he  could  not  ap- 

proach them  without  being  seen.  Abandoning 
the  idea  of  securing  "  their  venison,"  he  became 
interested  in  their  ])layful  gambols.  Presently 
two  lordly  bucks  commenced  a  joust,  when, 
most  unexpectedly,  a  third  appeared — a  young 
"  spike,"  which,  as  if  fired  -with  revenge,  made 
one  plunge  at  the  side  of  his  now  occupied  an- 

tagonist, and  drove  his  sharp  horns  into  the 
quivering  flesh,  where  tliey  cut  their  way  as  if 
sharpened  knives.  The  wounded,  stricken  deer 
staggered,  and  fell  dead  on  the  green  turf.  The 
woodsman  leisurely  proceeded  to  the  scene  of 
the  foray,  secured  the  game  thus  unexpectedly 
placed  in  his  possession,  and,  with  a  heavy  load 
upon  his  back,  but  a  light  heart,  proceeded 
homeward.  Such  good  fortune  sometimes 
overtakes  other  individuals  when  they  least  ex- 

pect it.  A  gentlenum,  riding  along  a  well-beat- 
en road  in  Southern  Mississippi,  was  arrested 

by  the  sight  of  two  large  bucks  furiously  en- 
gaged in  a  fierce  trial- of  strength.  Finding 

that  the  animals  did  not  heed  his  prcser-e,  he 
dismounted  from  his  horse,  and,  without  diffi- 

culty, killed  them  with  his  knife.  Tying  their 
hind  legs  together,  he  with  great  labor  hung 
them  over  tlie  back  of  his  patient  steed,  and 
thus  enriched  he  proceeded  on  his  journey. 

Killing  deer  by  "driving"  furnishes  more 
excitement  than  either  method  already  de- 

scribed. In  "driving,"  the  cheerful  clamor  of 
the  horn,  the  thrilling  cry  of  the  hounds,  and 
the  inspiring  sympathy  of  the  well-trained 
steed,  make  the  pleasure,  at  times,  as  perfect  as 
it  is  possible  for  the  hunter  to  enjoy.    To  be 
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^.uccessful  in  the  drive  the  hunter  must  be  ac- 
quainted with  the  character  of  the  surrounding 

country,  must  be  perfectly  familiar  where  the 
game  haunts,  and  must  know  at  what  places  to 
enter  the  drive ;  for  deer  are  fond  of  following 
and  retracing  the  paths  which  they  have  for- 

merly pursued,  and  will  continue  to  do  so  even 
after  they  have  been  hunted  "on  the  trace." It  is  also  a  well-known  habit  of  the  deer  to  skirt 
along  the  edges  of  thickets,  and  keep  in  the 
shade  of  the  thick  woods.  In  ascending  rising 
ground  they  never  take  a  direct  route,  but  wind 
about  after  the  fashion  of  a  turnpike  road  ;  and 
in  descending  to  the  plains  they  observe  the 
same  rule.  Hence  it  is  that  the  hunter  takes 
his  stand  in  the  lowest  gaps  between  the  hills  ; 
and  by  so  doing  he  is  sure  to  occupy  the  path 
the  deer  will  take  when  driven  from  the  vicin- 

ity. The  morning  is  always  selected  for  tlie 
hunt,  and  at  daybreak  the  party  is  in  the 
woods.  The  hounds  are  kept  compactly  to- 

gether, and,  as  they  become  interested  in  the 
progress  of  things,  witness  the  cheerful  pranc- 

ing of  the  horses,  and  hear  the  encouraging 
voices  of  the  riders,  they  become  constantly 
more  enthusiastic,  and  in  spite  of  all  discipline, 
will  occasionally  yelp  forth  their  impatience. 
The  noble  steed  also  sympathizes  with  the  work 
in  wliich  he  is  engaged ;  and  as  he  steps  upon 
dead  twigs  that  crush  and  break  beneath  his  feet, 
he  affects  to  start  as  if  he  already  saw  the  game. 

The  liunters  having  finally  reached  the  "  drive,'" a  consultation  is  held  as  to  which  stands  are 
most  available.  This  question  settled,  they 
separate,  and  each  quietly  moves  on  to  the 
point  assigned  him.  Meantime  the  driver,  ac- 

companied by  the  pack,  scours  through  the  out- 
side of  the  range,  circling  round  until  the  dog- 

co^e  upon  the  trail  of  a  deer.  This  done,  they 
instantly  open,  as,  no  longer  able  to  restrain 
their  impatience,  they  make  the  surrounding 
heights  and  wooded  isles  musical  with  their 
cries.  The  deer,  which  have  been  quietly  feed- 

ing in  the  vicinity,  start  at  the  sound,  throw 
their  heads  in  the  air,  and  prance  about,  as  if 
exulting  in  their  conscious  fleetness.  The  dogs, 
with  heads  near  the  earth,  have  now  fallen  into 
line,  and  are  running  close  and  compact,  seri- 

ously engaged  in  their  work.  Occasionally  yon 
hear  a  sharp  bark  as  the  scent  grows  warm,  and 
their  steady,  unerring  course  is  ac  celerated.  To 
them  there  is  blood  in  the  air. 

The  hunters  have  gained  their  "stands," 
where,  concealing  their  horses  in  a  neighboring 
thicket,  they  examine  their  weapons,  and,  lying 
down  on  the  grass,  wait  with  anxious  cars  the 
sounds  that  will  announce  the  approach  of  their 
victim.  Hours  sometimes  thus  listlessly  pass 
away,  and  oftentimes  every  surrounding  object, 
by  re])eated  examination,  is  vividly  impressed 
on  the  eye.  More  particularly  do  the  path- 
wavs  of  the  deer  leading  from  th?  hig];land; 
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toward  the  hunter  become  painfully  familiar,  i 
Patience  is  oftentimes  exhausted,  and  the  hunt-  ; 
cr  pettishly  wishes  himself  home,  when  sudden-  j 
ly  he  hears  on  what  is  now,  perhaps,  the  noon-  | 
day  air,  the  distant  breathings  of  a  sweet  intoned 
horn.  In  a  moment  lassitude  is  gone;  and  he  i 
springs  to  his  feet,  inspired  with  life.  The  dis- 1 
tant  echoes  play  upon  the  air  as  will  the  sweet  j 
sounds  of  the  ̂ Eolian  harp.  Under  those  notes  ■ 
are  the  breathings  of  the  maddened  hounds,  j 
who  are  now  sweeping  on  in  the  path  of  de-  j 
struction ;  while  the  deer,  still  defiant  and  vig-  ! 
orous,  is  flying  and  ambling  by  turns,  uncon-  | scious  of  his  fate. 

Nearer  and  nearer  the  exciting  sounds  ap- 
proach ;  for  in  the  distant  melody,  the  hum-drum 

of  twenty  or  thirty  throats  mingling  together  in 
a  general  sound,  you  can  occasionally  discern 
the  sharp  bark  of  some  impatient  hound  whose 
bloodshot  eyes  bespeak  his  Cuba  stock — rushing 
on  in  anticipation  of  throttling  the  game  so 
swiftly  speeding  on  the  wings  of  fear.  A 

glancing  of  bright  rays,  as  if  from  a  mirror, 
flashes  in  tin;  blue  vista  of  the  distant  gaj>  that 
leads  from  the  foot  of  the  hills.  The  hunter  i.-. 
now  on  the  alert.  Another  moment  and  a 
lordly  buck  comes  plunging  into  the  open  spare  ; 
his  head  is  erect,  his  eyes  filled  with  alarm  ;  he 
has  scented  an  enemy  in  front,  and  those  fear- 

ful demons  arc  ringing  what  may  soon  be  lii-^ 
death-knell  in  iiis  rear,  Undecided  he  gazes, 
turns  to  fly  back  to  his  haunts,  and  then  wheel- 

ing round,  rushes  on  with  headlong  speed  ;  the 
rifle  is  raised  to  the  eye,  and  the  spiteful  echoes 
that  follow  tell  of  the  flight  of  the  messenger  of 
death.  The  tail  of  the  deer  that,  a  moment  be- 

fore, like  a  white  i)lume,  waved  in  triumph  over 
the  noble  haunch,  drops  suddenly  down,  the  deer 
gathers  up  his  body  in  pain — the  lead  has  done 
its  mortal  work.  But  life  still  exists,  and  the 
animal  rushes  out  of  sight. 

Before  the  hunter  can  regain  his  horse  to 
follow,  the  maddened  pack,  like  so  many  fiend.-, 
come  rushing  in  sight,  their  voices  ringing  11  k  • 
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fifty  trumpet  charges  on  the  battle-field — with 
mouths  open  and  teeth  flashing,  with  ears  erect, 
r.nd  eyes  hazy  with  passion,  they  go  on,  tread- 

ing, like  inexorable  fate,  in  the  pathway  of  the 
wounded  deer. 

The  hunter,  now  mounted,  gives  the  dogs  a 
cheer,  exultant  and  soul-stirring ;  the  horse,  no 
longer  manageable,  inflates  his  nostrils,  and, 
tlirowing  his  delicate  limbs  into  the  air,  carries 
his  rider  like  a  spectre  through  the  dust  that 
rises  in  the  track  of  the  now  distant  hounds. 
Converging  from  point  and  point  come  in  the 
different  hunters,  and,  side  by  side,  they  spur 
their  steeds  over  ravines,  and  rush  down  the  sides 
of  hills  reckless  of  limb  or  life.  At  last  the 
game  is  overtaken,  the  buck  is  dead;  the  dogs 
surround  it,  and  reluctantly  yield  the  prize  to 
their  masters. 

Dragging  the  body  to  some  shady  place, 
hounds,  horses,  and  hunters  in  turn  recover 
their  breath.  The  brute  animals  stand  pant- 

ing, their  tongues  out,  and  their  sides  heaving 
with  painful  efforts  to  regain  composure.  Now 
commence  animated  discussions  upon  the  merits 
of  the  several  dogs  composing  the  pack.  The 
body  of  the  deer  suggests  a  thousand  reminis- 

cences— the  performance  of  the  steeds  revive  the 
details  of  many  hair-breadth  escapes.  Some 
cool  spring  near  by  is  sought ;  the  canteen  is 

produced,  and  the  party,  refreshed,  is  ready  for 
the  homeward  route.  The  carcass  of  the  deer 
is  thrown  across  the  back  of  a  horse  ridden  by 
a  faithful  servant,  the  horn  sounds  to  call  the 
dogs  together  who  have  already  broken  into 
groups  in  search  of  fresh  excitement,  and  the 
party  thus  joyfully  end  the  day.  Such  are  the 
leading  incidents  of  a  deer  drive  in  the  Southern 
States. 

In  the  excitement  of  a  drive  places  are  passed 
over  by  the  skillful  rider  that  seem  impossible 
when  viewed  in  dispassionate  moments.  Deer 
sometimes  fail  to  come  within  gunshot  of  the 
hunter  at  the  stand,  but  pass  beyond  his  reach. 
It  is  now  that  the  expert  sportsman  shows  his 
skill.  Mounting  his  horse  he  follows  and 
passes  the  hounds  then  coming  in  sight  of  the 
fleeing  deer.  He  rides  across  the  circle  the 
animal  is  making  to  escape  his  enemies,  and, 
having  accomplished  his  object,  suddenly  reins 
up  his  horse,  raises  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  and 
for  the  instant  horse  and  rider  are  motionless 
as  if  of  bronze.  The  deer,  in  spite  of  the  speed 
with  which  he  is  flying,  is  killed  in  his  tracks, 
and  falls  a  legitimate  prize  to  the  prowess  of man. 

Hunters  are  very  fond  of  good  stories — those 
told  round  the  camp  fire  have  become  prover- 

bial. They  are  also  given  to  practical  jokes.  One 
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of  the  most  ridiculous  \vc  ever  witnessed  was 

"  played  upon"  a  friend  of  ours  who  was  i?ivcn, 
to  an  insane  degree,  to  the  indulgence  of  such 
unwarrantable  wit — and  therefore  only  made 
excusable  in  his  case.  The  individual  alluded 
to,  from  excessive  fatigue,  threw  himself  on  the 
ground,  while  his  party  was  indulging  in  a  lunch, 
and  directly  fell  asleep.  One  of  the  "boys"  tak- 

ing advantage  of  the  occasion,  tied  a  strong  cord 
to  one  of  the  sleeper's  feet,  and  then  fastened  the 
other  end  of  the  cord  to  a  team  of  good  dogs, 
which,  lashed  together,  were  quietly  gazing 
upon  the  viands  forming  their  master's  meal. 
This  done,  our  practical  joker  was  awakened 
from  his  nap,  not  only  by  various  punches  in 
the  side,  but  also  by  the  presentation  of  some 
good  brandy  and  water.  By  a  concerted  ar- 

rangement, just  as  he  raised  the  tumbler  to  his 
lips,  some  one  blew  a  blast  on  the  horn,  when 
the  two  hounds  in  the  tackling  made  a  spring, 
upsetting  the  gentleman  with  marvelous  rapid- 

ity, besides  doing  other  inconsiderable  damage. 
We  once  heard  an  old  hunter  gravely  relate 

the  story  of  "Ike  Toadvine,"  who  made  a  living 
by  killing  "varmints,"  and  had  a  dog  named 
"True,"  which  was  his  friend  and  fellow-hunt- 

er for  ten  years.  The  dog  was  represented  to 
b3  really  part  of  his  master,  for  old  Ike  declared, 
when  he  was  intoxicated,  that  he  loved  him 
more  "than  he  did  his  whisky."  The  dog  in 
time  died  of  old  age,  and  his  master,  out  of  pure 
affection,  tanned  his  hide,  and  with  a  piece  of  it 
mended  his  old  buckskin  breeches  ;  from  that 
time  forward  old  Toadvine  knew  where  the 
game  was  better  than  ever,  for  the  patch  would 
swell  out  and  palpitate  whenever  it  came  with- 

in scent  of  a  deer.  We  heard  another  old 
Hunter,  John  Spinck,  of  Ouichita,  say  that  he 
once  shot  an  old  buck,  which  was  so  astonished 
and  pained  by  the  circumstance,  that  the  "  crit- 

ter, "  in  his  agony,  ' '  broke  through  a  sweet  gum- 
tree  four  feet  over,  and  tore  the  whole  consarn 

up  by  the  roots." 
While  in  Texas  we  had  the  pleasure  of  meet- 

ing with  "old  Martin  Bailey,"  known  the  coun- 
try round  as  "  ̂ Ae  deer-hunter."  He  was  a 

powerfully-made  man,  six  feet  high,  and,  like 
all  men  who  are  much  in  the  forests,  was  slow 
of  speech.  He  wore  a  buckskin  hunting  sliirt, 
pantaloons,  and  moccasins,  and  had  hanging  to 
his  person  a  hatchet,  knife,  shot-pouch,  and 
powder-horn.  His  rifle  weighed  twenty-seven 
pounds,  and  carried  a  ball  weighing  exactly  an 
ounce.  He  could  with  this  weapon  bring  down 
a  deer  at  two  hundred  and  fifty  yards.  In  four 
years  this  man  killed  fifteen  hundred  deer,  only 
saving  their  skins.  He  could  strip  the  animal 
of  this  natural  covering  in  a  few  seconds ;  he 
made  a  cut  along  the  holly  of  the  animal,  and 
then  forced  it  off  with  his  clenched  fist  inserted 
between  the  flesh  and  the  skin. 

The  deer  of  America  are  thought  to  be  more 
active  and  swift  than  those  of  Europe,  and  are 
ranked  before  the  antelope,  notwithstanding  the 
extraordinary  tales  related  of  the  latter  by  nat- 

uralists and  poets  who  never  saw  one  or  the 

other.  The  average  speed  of  the  deer  is  quin- 
ecpud  to  the  best  bhjoded  saddle-horse.  An  oUl 
buck  is  the  least  active,  a  spike  buck  is  the 
fleetest.  No  calculation  has  ever  been  made  of 
the  number  of  miles  an  American  deer  cf>uld  run 
in  a  given  space  of  time.  It  is  recorded  that  a 
rein-deer  once  ran  nineteen  miles  in  sixty 
minutes.  In  1(>;>:)  an  officer  carried  the  news 
of  an  invasion  of  Norway  to  Stockholm,  with  n 
single  deer  and  sledge,  making  eight  hundred 
and  forty  miles  in  forty-eighl  hours.  For  ac- 

tivity and  high  leaping  the  deer  is  superior  to 
the  horse.  "We  have  seen  a  tame  buck,  sud- 

denly alarmed  by  the  hounds,  leaj)  over — with- 
out touching  it — an  inclosure  near  eight  feet 

high  ;  and  we  have  seen  a  wild  buck,  pursued  by 
hounds,  clear  a  fence  six  feet  high,  leaping 
thirty  feet  clear  in  the  extraordinary  effort." 
Greater  distances  are  recorded  of  the  European 
stag.  One  is  said  to  have  accorajdishcd  fifty- 
four,  and  another  sixty  feet,  but  they  are  tra- 

ditions of  the  "olden  time,"  and  most  probably 
pleasant  exaggerations. 

As  necessary  as  deer  are  generally  considered 
as  ornaments  of  an  English  nobleman's  park, 
sometimes  the  "  gentry"  take  an  inveterate  dis- 

like to  the  breed,  and  destroy  them  with  the 
most  criminal  recklessness.  It  is  stated,  on 
the  best  authority,  that  the  late  Duke  of  Port- 

land ordered  four  hundred  head  of  deer  to  be 
slaughtered  at  Bulstrode.  The  Earl  of  Jersey 
offered  three  thousand  pounds  for  the  animals 
alive,  but  Avas  refused  ;  the  noble  duke  not  only 
disdained  the  money,  but  even  went  farther, 
and  accompanied  his  brutal  act  with  the  infa- 

mous injunction  that  the  venison,  skins,  and 
horns  should  be  buried  in  the  earth  entire.  If 
a  combination  of  crimes  could  create  an  unpar- 

donable sin,  it  rests  upon  the  head  of  this  most 
honored  nobleman. 

In  this  country,  with  rare  exceptions,  we 
properly  eat  our  venison ;  but  the  term  in  oki 
times  took  a  wider  signification.  It  seems  al- 

most profane  to  go  to  Lord  Coke  for  an  opinion 
that  shall  bear  upon  our  subject;  yet  the  "ven- 

erable" tells  us  that  venison  derives  its  name 
from  the  means  whereby  the  beasts  were  taken, 
and  a  beast  must  be  hunted  before  its  carcas'^ 
could  lay  claim  to  the  title.  But  to  make  the 
thing  "legally  clear,"  we  learn  from  those  old forest  laws  once  in  force  in  England,  that  a 
roe  killed  with  buck  or  pheasant  shot  was  not. 
venison ;  while  the  wild  boar,  if  he  submitted 
to  be  chased  before  he  was  killed,  teas  venison  ; 
and  that  the  hare  is  venison  too,  because  he  sub- 

mits to  be  hunted. 
A  Mr.  Gilkey,  of  Independence,  Missouri, 

while  out  on  a  hunting  expedition,  came  across 
a  buck  in  the  midst  of  the  open  prairie.  The 
gentleman  was  well  mounted,  and  gave  chase  ; 
in  a  few  moments  he  overtook  the  animal,  and 
threw  a  lariat  over  its  horns.  A  fight  now 
commenced,  the  rider  only  by  the  most  finished 
equestrianship  keeping  clear  of  the  fore-feet  of 
the  infuriated  buck.  Mr.  Gilkey  finally  reached 
a  small  tree,  around  which  he  fastened  the  lari- 
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at,  and  was  thus  enabled  to  disi)atch  his  game  | ut  leisure.  . 
Tlie  Indians  of  Sierra  Valley,  California,  | 

resort  to  various  stratagems  to  circumvent  the 
deer.  They  not  only  disguise  themselves  in 
their  skins,  but  they  set  the  woods  on  fire  on 
one  side  of  the  valley,  which  drives  the  game 
in  the  opposite  direction,  Avhere  bark  ropes  arc 
stretched  along  the  brow  of  the  hill,  with  here 
and  there  openings  to  let  the  deer  through. 
Tiic  Indians  lie  concealed  near  these  openings, 
waiting  for  the  deer,  which  edge  along  the  rope, 
tiiey  not  being  inclined  to  jump  over  it  unless 
gi-eatly  impressed  with  a  sense  of  danger.  By 
this  simi)le  contrivance  many  are  slain. 

It  would  seem  to  be  necessary  for  the  com- 
pletion of  our  article  to  mention  the  black-tailed 

deer,  which  inhabit  the  mountains  (for  they 
rarely  descend  to  the  i)lains)  of  that  part  of  our 
continent  known  as  New  Mexico.  They  are 
larger  than  the  common  deer,  and  their  tlesh  is 
equally  good  for  food.  Living  among  preci- 

pices, th^y  have  habits  peculiar  to  the  goat  and 
the  chamois.  When  disturbed,  they  usually 
take  a  succession  of  bounds  into  the  air,  bring- 

ing their  feet  back  again  to  the  earth  in  nearly 
the  same  place  from  which  they  sprung.  They 
possess  the  same  curious  dis|)osition  as  the  an- 

telope, and  thus  frequently  fall  au  easy  prey  to 
the  hunter.  The  peculiarity  of  the  common 
deer  about  the  eye  (elsewhere  noticed)  is  pos- 

sessed by  the  black-tailed  species  in  a  more  em- 
inent degree,  for  just  below  the  internal  canthus 

(if  each  eye  is  an  oval  opening,  which  the  ani- 
mal ajipears  to  have  the  power  to  open  and  shut 

at  pleasure.  It  is  very  properly  supposed  that 
these  have  something  to  do  with  the  respiratory 
organs  ;  for  it  is  said  that,  when  the  deer  is  eat- 

ing or  drinking,  these  oval  openings  uniformly 
contract  and  enlarge  with  the  motions  of  these 
organs.  The  young  are  even  more  easily  tamed, 
if  such  a  thing  is  i)ossible,  than  the  red  deer. 
A  well  known  j)cculiarity  in  its  power  of  cn- 
diu'ance  is,  that  it  will  go  without  water  for  a 
day,  or  even  two  days,  without  apparent  sutfer- ing. 

As  a  curiosity  of  the  deer  species  we  must 
not  forget  the  deer,  s])ecimcns  of  which  have 
been  brought  from  the  island  of  Java.  When 
full  grown  they  are  among  the  most  tiny  things 
that  can  be  imagined,  not  possessing  the  weight 
of  a  small  rabbit.  Their  limbs  are  remarkably 
delicate,  and  their  hoof,  which  is  cloven,  is  al- 

most transparent.  In  colors  they  arc  red  and 
brown,  with  white  upon  their  breast.  Erom  the 
nose,  and  extending  back  to  the  ear,  is  a  tan- 
colored  strii)c,  and  under  the  lower  jaw  a  w  hite 
stripe,  forming  a  trident.  Their  eye  is  large 
and  i)rojecting ;  they  ruminate  ;  and  arc  the 
smallest  animals  in  creation  that  chew  the  cud. 
They  are  represented  to  be  very  swift  in  their 
movements,  and  to  all  outward  appearance  arc 
miniature  rei)rcsentations  of  the  common  red 
deer  of  our  own  continent. 

Venison,  as  a  culinary  dish,  has  ever  been 
esteemed  one  of  'm!  e  greatest  luxuries  of  the 

season,"  and  the  merciless  way  it  is  tortured 
while  being  pre])ared  for  the  table  is  the  beat 
evidence  of  its  high  ajipreciation  by  cooks  and 
gourmands.  It  is  a  nutritious  food  when  eaten 
witii  other  viands,  but  its  a  remarkable  fact  thaf, 
in  an  exclusive  diet  of  "deer  meat,"  it  will  tinal- 
ly  cease  to  afford  any  sustenance,  and  the  per- 

son thus  living  will  present  the  phenomenon 
of  actual  starvation.  Frontiersmen  have  been 
found  in  Texas  in  the  last  stages  of  exhaustion, 
wan,  shriveled,  and  at  the  point  of  death,  who 
had  been  reduced  to  this  condition  while  there 
was  a  plentifjil  suj)ply  of  venison  in  the  camp. 
To  discuss  the  way  to  cook  venison  would  be  to 
open  all  the  mysteries  of  Ude  and  Soyer ;  upon 
one  thing  have  its  fanciers  only  agreed,  and  that 
is,  that  to  be  best  enjoyed  the  meat  must  be 
served  up  hot.  We  have  tried  it  broiled,  fried, 
and  stewed;  plain,  and  mixed  with  innumerable 
condiments;  we  have  partaken  of  it  in  palaces, 
and  amidst  the  equally  imposing  associations  of 
the  primitive  forest ;  we  have  rejoiced  over  it 
with  one  of  Britain's  proudest  lords  at  our  el- 

bow, and  a  "Nature's  nobleman"  on  the  oppo- 
site side;  we  have  indulged  in  venison  served  n]> 

in  silver  dishes,  in  costly  china,  and  on  fragrant 
birch  bark  ;  we  have  tried  it  when  relying  upon 
its  natural  sweetness  for  its  flavor,  and  when  it 
has  been  loaded  down  with  spices  and  wines;  yet 
the  time  in  our  history  when  eating  venison  made 
the  most  lasting  impression  was  under  the  fol- 

lowing peculiar  circumstances  :  We  once  found 
ourselves,  on  a  cold  winter's  day,  with  some 
half  dozen  fellow-travelers,  working  our  tedious 
way  through  the  then  little-visited  region  bor- 

dering on  the  shores  of  Green  River,  Kentucky. 
Our  mode  of  progression  was  by  means  of  "an 
extra,"  in  the  shape  of  a  stage  attached  to  two 
indifferently  good  horses.  The  fare  we  obtain- 

ed along  the  road,  though  seasoned  by  frank 
hospitality,  was  not  always  sumptuous  nor  al- 

ways plentiful.  On  one  occasion  our  breakfast 
consisted  entirely  of  corn  bread  that  had  soured 
at  the  disgust  it  felt  at  being  left  uncooked  in 
the  centre  ;  but  our  backwoods  host  jocosely  re- 

marked that  we  could  do  better  at  the  next 

"hotel,"  still  farther  on  the  road.  With  this 
comforting  assurance  we  proceeded  on  our  jour- 

ney, and  kept  on  with  it  until  our  appetite  and 
that  of  our  fellow-sulferers  was  sharpened  to 
an  extreme  edge.  Desperate  with  hunger,  we 
hesitatingly  inquired  at  a  log-cabin  for  food. 
Through  the  chinks  between  the  logs  of  which 
it  was  built  we  easily  observed  the  glowing  flame 

of  a  hickory-wood  fire.  The  "lady  of  the  house," 
to  our  inquiries,  said  she  had  no  nteat  to  give  us, 
but  we  were  welcome  to  as  much  venison  as  we 
could  cat,  thus  making  as  nice  a  distinction  as 
ever  did  my  Lord  Coke.  Looking  in  the  direc- 

tion she  pointed  with  her  finger,  we  beheld  the 
carcass  of  a  fine  buck  hanging  within  the  huge 
jambs  of  the  fire-jilace. 

It  was  but  a  few  moments'  work,  by  the  aid 
of  my  companions,  to  move  the  pine  table  near- 

ly into  the  centre  of  the  room.  Some  pure  crys- 
tallized, but  not  too  fine,  salt  was  produced, 
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alon^  with  a  luinting-knifc  possessed  of  an  (nh^c 
sharp  to  perfection.  A  cart-kiad  of  coals  was 
glowing  on  the  earthen  hcartli,  and  a  sliar]), 
clear,  winter  wind  came  refreshingly  through 
the  openings  in  the  cabin  walls.  Thus  situated, 
we  fell  to  work  on  the  haunch  of  the  lordly  buck. 
A  good  carver  and  a  man  of  sense  wielded  the  | 
knife  and  brought  away  the  tender-loin  steaks  ;  , 
they  were  laid  upon  the  coals,  and  in  a  trice  in-  j volvcd  themselves  in  a  fragrance  that  would  not 
only  tempt  an  anchorite,  but  would  have  roused 
an  overfed  and  insensible  alderman  for  one 
mouthful  more.  Snatching,  as  best  we  could, 
the  delicious  morsels  from  the  embers,  we  deli- 

cately sprinkled  them  with  salt,  and  ate !  The 
viand  was  hot  to  intensity,  but  it  only  burned 
its  rich  juices  into  our  lips,  and  gave  an  in- 

tense gusto  to  our  palate  we  never  before  real- 
ized. Our  conversion  to  the  true  way  to  cook 

and  eat  venison  was  complete — all  doubts  about 
the  perplexed  question  were  solved — and  we 
never  expect  to  realize  the  full  merits  of  its 
wild  sweetness  until  we  find  ourselves,  after  a 
long  fast,  again  in  a  backwoods  cabin,  with  a 
glowing  fire,  a  handful  of  hard  salt,  and  v/ith  a 
fine  buck  at  our  service  hanging  in  the  chimney 
jamb. 

AN  Ur-COUNTRY  ADVENTURE 
PICTURE  to  yourself  a  miniature  lake,  with 

high,  wooded  shores — literally  a  gem  of 
tlie  first  water,  in  a  magnificent  setting.  Time, 
nine  o'clock;  a  breezy  July  morning;  wind 
northerly ;  a  saii-boat  beating  up  against  it, 
cutting  its  silver-edged  furrow,  and  loaning  lov- 

ingly under  the  shadows  of  the  curved  eastern 
shore.  Crew  consisting  of — first,  myself,  at 
the  helm ;  second,  a  lad,  with  tow  trowsers  and 
hair  of  a  similar  quality,  trailing  from  the  weath- 

er-side a  line  with  a  spoon-hook  attachment ; 
and,  third,  a  half  spaniel  water-dog,  seated  on 
the  bottom,  wagging  his  wet,  bushy  tail,  and 
winking,  under  his  shaggy  eyebrows,  with  an 
expression  of  sagacity  and  good-humored  en- 

joyment almost  human.  I  should  not  forget  to 
mention  a  fine  brace  of  lake  bass,  which  Eliph- 
alet  (the  lad's  name — commonly  called  Life) had  hauled  in,  and  a  small  wild  duck  which 
Nep  (that  is  the  dog)  had  brought  on  board, 
after  a  shot  from  my  fowling-piece  had  inca- 

pacitated her  for  flying  or  diving. 
The  weather  was  superb — "one  of  those 

charmed  days"  which  paint,  with  brightest  Ital- 
ian tints,  our  pale  native  skies  and  rugged  New 

England  hills : 
"•It  may  blow  north,  it  still  is  -warm; 

Or  south,  it  still  is  clear; 
Or  east,  it  smells  like  a  clover-farm; 

Or  west — no  thunder  fear." 

I  forgot  my  look-out  for  birds,  and  had  given 
myself  up  to  the  delicious  sensation  of  gliding 
through  the  water,  of  feeling  the  cool  wind  in 
my  hair,  of  listening  to  the  cawing  of  young 
crows  in  the  pine-tops  over  the  lee-shore,  when 
suddenly  the  boy  Eliphalet  sprang  up  in  the 
boat,  and  uttered  a  startling  exclamation. 

Vol.  XVII.— No.  loi.— R  r 

" Another  bass,  Life?"  I  said,  listlessly. 
"Just  look!  Jehu!  look !"  cried,  the  lad — 

Jehu  being  not  the  name  of  the  person  ad- 
dressed, by  any  means,  but  a  simple  ejacula- 

tion ai)proi)riatc  to  tiie  occasion.  With  one 
hand  still  ilragging  the  line  through  the  water, 
he  pointed  with  the  other  to  the  summit  of  a 
long  green  sloi)e,  stretching  up  from  a  marsh 
on  the  northeast  boundary  of  the  pond. 

This  slope  was  now  the  scene  of  an  exciting 
race :  a  man  running  as  for  his  life ;  clearing 
fences,  letting  go  his  hat,  and  flinging,  first  his 
coat  and  then  his  waistcoat  after  it ;  two  pursu- 

ers close  upon  his  track. 
Life  stood  up  in  the  boat,  and,  putting  his 

fishy  fingers  in  his  mouth,  blew,  like  a  small 
steam-wliistle,  a  blast  which  the  echoes  caught 
up,  tossed  to  and  fro  all  around  the  lake,  and 

from  hill  to  hill,  faintly  and  far  ofl*,  beyond.  I 
think  there  was  never  any  other  human  achieve- 

ment in  the  way  of  whistling  equal  to  that  boy's. 
The  fugitive,  whose  cravat  was  at  that  mo- 

ment flying  from  his  throat,  heard  the  sound, 
and  perceiving  our  sail,  immediately  altered  his 
course,  striking  a  straight  line  down  the  slope 
toward  the  marsh.  He  shouted,  and,  throwing 
up  his  arms,  beckoned  wildly  for  us  to  approach. 
His  pursuers  came  with  long  strides  down  the 
declivity,  reaching  the  barrier  of  a  brush  fence 
just  as  he  had  broken  through  it.  He  bounded 
forth  upon  the  uncertain  footing  of  the  marsh, 
and  by  the  time  they  emerged  from  the  bush  he 
again  changed  his  course  (as  Life  vociferously 
recommended,  declaring  that  he  would  "sink 
in"),  avoiding  the  low,  wet  land,  and  running  due 
east,  toward  the  woods.  The  pursuers  follow- 

ed— one  considerably  in  advance  of  the  otlier, 
and  gaining  on  the  fugitive — and  soon  the  three 
had  disappeared.  An  occasional  shout,  and  the 
crashing  of  dry  boughs,  told  us  that  the  race  was 
still  kept  up.  Eliphalet  was  greatly  excited, 
and  I  must  myself  confess  to  a  more  than  live- 

ly interest  in  the  event ;  our  sympathies,  as  was 
natural,  being  enlisted  altogether  for  the  pur- 
sued. 

"  He'll  come  out  of  the  timber  in  a  minute  !" 
said  Life.  "I  see  him!  I  see  him!  hurrah!" 
As  he  spoke  the  line  cut  through  his  fingers, 
and  seizing  it  just  in  time  to  prevent  its  losing 
overboard,  he  hauled  on  board  a  pickerel,  twen- 

ty inches  long,  that  had  chosen  this  strange  and 
exciting  time,  of  all  others,  for  being  caught. 

While  Life  and  the  fish  were  flouncing  to- 
gether in  the  boat,  I  saw  the  fugitive's  white 

shirt  gleaming  among  the  trees;  and  present- 
ly, making  the  water's  edge,  he  ran  out  upon  a 

log  that  lay  in  the  lake,  paused,  pulled  off  his 
boots,  hurled  them  at  the  head  of  his  foremost 
pursuer,  then  plunged  in  with  a  shout,  and 
commenced  swimming  toward  us  with  all  his 

might. Anticipating  his  design,  I  had  crowded  the 
boat  forward  as  fast  as  could  be  done  on  that 
tack  with  a  head-wind,  which  failed  us,  or  blew 
uncertain  gusts,  as  we  drew  near  the  wooded 
shore.    The  fugitive  was  still  several  rods  dis- 
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tant,  appearing  to  swim  with  great  difficulty, 
his  pursuer  following  with  strong,  swift  strokes. 

"The  oars,  Life !" 
If  that  boy  had  whistled  like  a  steam-engine, 

he  now  worked  like  one,  pulling  the  boat  through 
the  water  where  the  wind  scarcely  shook  the  sail. 

We  rapidly  approached  the  fugitive.  It  was 
time.  He  was  gasping  and  gurgling,  with  fran- 

tic strokes,  making  no  progress,  and  apparently 
ready  to  sink.  His  pursuer  was  three  or  four 
yards  behind  him.  All  tliis  time  Nep  (short  for 
Neptune)  was  alert,  upon  his  feet,  whining,  and 
glancing  wistfully  from  the  chase  to  me.  I  now 
gave  the  signal,  and,  with  a  plash,  he  went  into 
the  water.  With  his  head  above  it,  and  his 
long  hair  afloat,  he  darted  toward  the  drowning 
man.  The  latter  was  just  going  down,  beyond 
the  reach  alike  of  rescue  and  pursuer,  when  Nep 
seized  him  by  the  shirt  and  eke  the  skin  of  his 
left  shoulder  (it  was  no  time  to  be  particular), 
and  towed  him  alongside.  Life  shipped  his 
oars,  and  dragged  first  the  man  and  tlicn  the 
dog  on  board.  We  had  headway  enough  to 
come  around  handsomely  upon  the  other  tack, 
heading  off  from  the  shore,  while  the  second 
swimmer  passed  Avithin  about  half  a  yard  of  our 
rudder-blade.  He  called  to  us  to  pick  him  up  ; 
and  I  should  doubtlessly  have  accommodated 
him  in  so  reasonable  aparticular,  but  his  compan- 

ion in  the  pursuit  Avas  also  swimming  out  in  ex- 
pectation of  a  like  favor,  and  thinking  two  such 

might  occasion  some  inconvenience  if  taken  on 
board,  I  resolved  to  be  strictly  impartial,  and 
leave  them  both  in  the  water.  Nep  was  ardent- 

ly desirous  to  offer  them  his  assistance,  but  I 
objected,  and  cast  out  a  loose  board  instead. 
The  foremost  swimmer  seized  it  with  an  ex- 

pression of  countenance  which  did  not  strike  me 
as  especially  grateful,  still  uttering  entreaties 
or  threats  wdiich  were  unintelligible  amidst  the 
shouts  of  triumph  and  defiance  raised  hy  the 
fugitive,  and  the  vehement  barking  of  Nep. 
The  boat,  meanwhile,  laid  her  broadside  full  to 
the  freshening  breeze,  and  sailed  smoothly  and 
briskly  tOAvard  the  middle  of  the  lake. 

Leaving  the  pursuers  to  cool  their  warmth  in 
the  Avater,  and  return  at  their  leisure  to  the 
shore,  I  noAV  took  occasion  to  observe  more  \  ar- 
ticularly  than  I  had  yet  done  the  personal  ap- 

pearance of  the  man  I  had  rescued.  I  must 
confess  that  I  did  not  find  it  extremely  prepos- 

sessing. I  AA'as  little  pleased  Avith  the  jubilant 
and  excited  manner  in  Avhich  he  hurled  back 
his  scorn  upon  his  bafilcd  pursuers.  His  face 
Avas  alive  Avith  passion,  his  eyes  glittered,  his 
gestures  were  Avild  and  rapid.  I  silenced  the 
dog,  but  did  not  find  it  so  easy  to  silencj  the 
man.  At  last  my  indignation  Avas  roused,  and, 
in  a  voice  of  authority,  I  commanded  him  to  be 
still.  Thereupon  his  countenance  changed  ;  he 
looked  about  him  Avitli  an  expression  of  distress 
and  fear,  and  coAvered  doAvn  in  tlie  boAv  of  the 
boat. 

"I  swanny  !"  muttered  Life  ;  "if  he  makes 
-any  more  fuss  pitch  him  overboard  !" 

Although  I  could  not  but  shave  the  boy's  sen- 

timents, I  saAV  fit  to  remonstrate  against  the 
uncharitable  expression  of  them. 

"Darned  if  I  didn't  think  he'd  have  us  up- 
set!" said  Life.  "  Mebby  they're  ofiicers,  and 

he'd  ought  to  be  took.  I  wish  Ave'd  let  him 

be!" 

I  also  more  than  half  regretted  interfering  in 
the  matter;  but  consoled  myself  Avith  the  re- 

flection that  I  had  acted  upon  a  generous  im- 
pulse, and  that  I  ought  not  to  be  sorry  for  it, 

Avhatever  the  consequences.  If  I  had  stopped 
and  calculated,  and  put  cold  discretion  before 
the  AA'arm  human  instinct  Avhich  prompts  us  to 
side  Avith  the  Aveak  against  the  strong  and  suc- 

cor the  distressed,  then  truly  I  might  have  been 
ashamed. 

"  Mebby  it's  agin'  the  laAA',  and  they'll  make 
us  smart  for't !"  remarked  Life,  more  and  more 
troubled  as  he  AA-atched  my  countenance. 

"For  Avhat?"  I  answered.  "It  is  ahvays 
laAvful  to  save  a  droAvning  man." 

"That's  a  fact!  I  never  thought  o'  that!" 
said  the  lad,  brightening.  "Of  course  we 
Avouldn't  let  him  droAAmd — though  I  'most  Avish- 
cd  Ave  had,  one  time." While  this  conversation  Avas  being  carried  on 
in  loAv  tones,  the  fugitive  continued  to  crouch 
in  the  boAV.  I  noAv  perceived  that  his  feet  Averc 
small,  Avhite,  and  delicate  ;  for  he  Avore  no  socks, 
and  his  boots,  as  before  stated,  had  been  dis- 

posed of.  His  hands  Avere  of  equally  fine  ])ro- 
portions.  He  was  young,  perhaps  not  more  than 
tAventy-five  years  of  age ;  and,  brushing  aAvay 
the  Avet  and  matted  locks  from  his  face,  he 
shoAved  a  forehead  of  handsome  and  intelligent 
aspect.  His  head  appeared  rather  broad  and 
large  in  comparison  Avith  his  shoulders,  Avhich 
Avere  slender,  and  Avith  the  loAver  part  of  his 
face  especially,  Avhich  Avas  narroAV  and  Aveak. 
His  features  Avore  an  expression  of  fear  and  de- 

jection pitiful  to  Avitness.  I  began  to  feel  a 
deep  and  compassionate  interest  in  the  history 
of  this  strange  being. 

"You  are  not  an  accomplished  SAvimmer,"  I 
remarked. 

He  started,  and  glanced  quickly  around  ;  but 
his  eye  resting  an  instant  on  me,  my  look  seem- 

ed to  reassure  him. 
"  I  did  not  knoAv  that  I  could  SAvim  ;  I  never 

tried  before,"  he  said,  Avith  a  swift  glance,  full 
of  dread,  at  the  Avater. 

"'Twas  a  narrer  'scape  !"  remarked  Elipha- 
let.     "You  run  a  darnation  great  rcsk !" 

"  But  if  they  had  caught  me  !"  said  the  fugi- 
tiA'e  in  a  suppressed  voice,  twirling  his  fingers rapidly. 

"What  did  they  AA'ant  to  ketch  you  for?" 
cried  Life,  abruptly,  stating  the  question  which 
I  Avas  about  to  put  in  a  rather  more  delicate 
way. 

"Because — because — I  am  the  most  Tinfor- 
tunatc  and  miserable  Avretch  in  thcAvorld!"  ex- 

claimed the  man,  in  a  broken,  passionate  AAay. 

"Do  you  think  I  Avouldn't  rather  droAvn  than 
have  them  take  me?  I've  had  enough  of 
them!"    And  he  gazed  Avith  kindling  eyes  at 
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the  baffled  pursuers,  climbing  up  the  fast  re- 
ceding sliore. 

"Have  they  any  authority  to  arrest  you?''  I 
inquired. 

'*They  are  never  without  authority,  such 
men — or  at  least  some  show  of  authority,"  re- 

plied the  fugitive,  uneasily.  His  tone  and  man- 
ner suddenly  changed.  "What  is  this  young 

person's  name  ?" 
"  Elii)halet,"  I  said;  "you  can  call  him 

Life." 
"Eliphalet,  otherwise  Life,"  resumed  the 

stranger,  "you  did  mc  the  favor  to  pull  me  out 
of  the  water,  which  shall  be  remembered.  You 
will  place  me  under  still  further  obligations  by 
bringing  my  coat  from  the  hill  yonder.  I  am 
chilled!" 

"I  guess  you'll  ketch  me  doin'  it!"  growled 
Life,  highly  indignant  at  the  proposal. 

"Your  cold  bath  was  taken  too  suddenly  in 
the  heat  of  the  race,"  I  said.  "There  is  an 
oar  at  your  service,  if  you  are  afraid  of  a  stiff- 

ening of  the  joints." The  man  took  up  tlie  oar,  but  threw  it  down 
again  immediately. 

"I  didn't  agree  to  work  my  passage !  After 
all,  coats  are  of  no  consequence.  I've  a  good 
mind  to  tell  you  the  whole  story — who  those 
devils  are,  and  what  they  want  of  me." 

"I  guess  they'd  put  ye  where  your  wet  shirt 
would  dry  pretty  quick,"  said  the  grinning  Eliph- 
alet,  "if  they  be  devils." 

He  cast  his  hook  into  the  water  and  coolly 
continued  his  fishing,  suggesting  that  we  were 
too  far  from  the  shore. 

"You  mean  to  deliver  me  up!"  cried  the 
stranger,  starting  with  alarm.  "Where  are 
they?  They  have  disappeared;  they  have  gone 
for  reinforcements !  There's  no  hope  !"  And 
again  the  craven-hearted  wretch  twirled  his  fin- 

gers spasmodically. 
"How  can  they  take  you?"  I  said.  "This 

is  the  only  fast  boat  on  the  lake.  Your  safety 
depends  on  me.  Be  calm  now,  and  tell  your 

story." 
"You  think  me  a  coward;  I  can't  help  it, 

when  I  remember — !"  said  the  man.  "You 
will  call  it  a  great  crime— no  doubt  it  was— 
'twas  certainly  a  great  revenge !  Yes,  Sir,"  he 
added,  with  a  gleam  of  triumph,  "I  took  my 
revenge  !" 

"  What  revenge  ?" 
*'  A  terrible  and  comprehensive  revenge !"  he 

went  on,  kindling  more  and  more.  "To  ap- 
preciate it,  you  must  iiear  the  story  from'  the 

beginning.  That  would  take  mc  back  too  far, 
though.  I  couldn't  bear  to  tell  you  of —  But 
she  perished  with  the  rest!  Yes,  Sir,  I  killed 
her!— killed  her,  for  the  heart's  sake!  killed 
her,  for  love  and  revenge  !" 

A  thrill  of  horror  ran  through  my  flesh.  The 
wretched  man  had  gradually  crept  toward  me, 
along  the  bottom  of  the  boat;  and  now  he 
sprang  up,  with  excited  looks,  and  seated  him- 

self erect  on  the  guuAvale,  which  dipped  sud- 
denly to  the  edge  of  the  waves.  Eliphalet 

screamed.  I  jjolitcly  requested  the  stranger  to 
move  to  the  other  side  and  remain  quiet,  Nep 
made  room  for  him  with  a  growl.  It  was  clear- 

ly discernible  that  the  man  was  no  favorite  on board. 

"You  see,  I  had  sot  my  heart  on  marrying 
her.  God  in  heaven!"  he  exclaimed,  "how  1 

loved  her!" "You  needn't  tip  us  over  if  you  did,"  mut- tered Life. 

"It  was  Paradise  for  a  time,  till  the  sei-pent 
came,"  the  man  continued,  his  mind  evidently 
whirled  away  by  tempestuous  memories.  "lie 
crawled  in  one  night.  I  was  absent ;  I  was 
finishing  my  theological  studies ;  for,  you  un- 

derstand, I  had  chosen  my  profession — the  min- 
istry. Her  letters  grew  cold,  and  finally  stopped. 

That  taught  me  more  about  hell  than  all  the 
books !  I  was  in  hell,  burning  like  a  lost  soul ! 
What  was  my  profession  to  me  then  ?  I  could 
not  read ;  I  could  not  eat ;  for  many  nights  I 
did  not  sleep  at  all.  So  one  morning  I  ran 
away.  My  heart  was  so  withered  and  in  pain, 
and  I  looked  so  haggard  to  myself  in  the  glass, 
I  did  not  dare  to  sec  any  one,  so  I  stole  off  like 
a  thief.  It  was  a  long  journey — my  thoughts 
were  fierce  and  deadly  all  the  w'ay.  I  thought 
what  I  should  do  if  she  was  false ;  and  I  knew 
then  I  should  kill  her — death !  death  !" 

The  poor  wretch  held  his  head  between  his 
hands,  groaning  miserably.  I  exchanged  glances 
with  Life,  who  earnestly  made  signs  that  the 
boat  should  be  run  ashore,  and  our  dangerous  ac- 

quaintance got  rid  of.  I  had  different  thoughts, 
however,  and  steered  southward  along  the  west- 

ern shore  of  the  lake,  indicating  to  the  lad  that 
he  should  attend  diligently  to  his  fishing. 

"For,  will  you  believe  it?''  cried  the  man, 
looking  up,  "it  was  just  as  I  feared  all  the  while, 
they  Averc  making  np  another  match  for  her. 
I  was  her  cousin — did  I  tell  you?  and  for  that 
reason  they  all  united  to  oppose  our  marriage. 
Her  family  and  mine  all  combined  against  it. 
My  own  parents  were  cousins ;  and  it  was  said 

 As  if  to  have  hearts  broken  and  souls 

destroyed  were  nothing!"  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
laugh  that  chilled  my  blood. 

"  Was  it  for  this  you  took  your  revenge?"  I asked. 

"Ah,  but  you  have  not  heard  it  all!  Be- 
cause we  were  cousins ;  that  was  their  excuse. 

It  was  hers  too ;  and  now  the  perfidious  creature 
said  she  had  never  thought  of  marrying  me ; 
that  in  all  her  treatment  of  me  she  had  loved 

me  as  a  cousin  only !  Now  this  i"  the  secret 
truth — she  loved  another  man  !  I  arrived  just 
in  time.  They  little  expected  such  a  guest ! 
They  had  managed  me  so  shrewdly,  and  I  was 
supposed  to  be  some  hundreds  of  miles  away, 
stupidly  eating  and  disgesting  the  dry  fodder 
of  divinity  books!  I  was  learning  sometliing 
besides  divinity  just  then  !"    Another  laugh. 

"  Did  you  find  her  married?" 
"I'll  tell  you!"  I  had  disguised  myself, 

put  on  some  ftilse  whiskers  and  green  glasses. 
Besides,  I  was  changed  so  I  imagine  few  would 
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have  known  me.  It  was  just  at  dusk  ;  I  stopped 

at  the  house,  and  asked  for  a  tumbler  of  water. 
She  gave  it  to  me  with  her  own  hands  :  little 
did  she  know  whose  eyes  were  glaring  at  her 

through  those  glasses— they  would  have  killed 
her  if  they  had  been  daggers !  She  saw  how  my 
hand  shook— mayl)e  there  was  something  about 

my  face,  too,  that  frightened  her,  for  she  turn- 
ed pale,  and  called  her  mother.  The  mother 

came,  then  the  fiither,  and  they  whispered  to- 
gethei-,  and  looked  at  me— for  I  was  all  this 
time  slowly  drinking  the  water,  or  pretending 
to  drink ;  there  was  fire  and  gall  in  it,  you  can 
imagine,  coming  from  her  hand  !  Einally,  they 
asked  me  to  go  in,  and  in  I  went.  I  found  the 
old  grandmother  sitting  there,  fatter  than  ever, 
laid  up  with  the  gout ;  her  head  bolstered ;  her 
feet,  big  as  churns,  resting  on  chairs  ;  the  skin 
of  her  face  seamed  and  yellow,  like  the  rind  of 
a  musk-melon.  She  was  an  inveterate  match- 

maker, had  always  talked  against  cousins  marry- 
ing, hated  me,  and  looked  for  a  different  hus- 

band for  Laura.  There  was  no  hate  lost;  I 
hated  every  inch  of  her  (and-  that  was  a  good 
deal !)  I  could  have  strangled  her  then  and  there 
Avith  my  hands  !  But  I  kept  quiet ;  sat  with  my 
hat  on  ;  said  little  ;  but  observed.  Shortly  a  man 
walked  up  to  the  gate.  Laura  ran  out,  just  as 
she  had  done  when  I  came  ;  and  now  I  saw  that 
she  had  been  expecting  her  lover,  and  had  mis- 

taken me  for  him.  I  knew  him  —  he  was  a 
tov.-nsman  ;  rich  enough  to  please  the  old  grand- 

mother herself,  who  had  some  property  to  leave 
Laura,  if  she  chose  ;  and  handsome  and  happy 
enougli  to  make  me  consume  with  jealousy  and 
rage,  from  the  one  glim])se  I  had  of  him  through 
the  window — Laura  hanging  upon  his  arm,  look- 

ing up  in  his  face,  both  smiling  upon  each  other 
so  fondly  !  From  that  moment  they  were  all 
doomed,  every  one  of  them,  lovers,  parents,  old 
grandmother;  and  I  lived  only  to  be  revenged!" 

"Didn't  none  on  'em  know  ye?"  queried 
Eliphalet. 

"  Not  till  I  bit  the  piece  out  of  the  tumbler !" 
re])lied  the  man,  witli  wild,  false  gayety,  void 
of  mirth.  "  Shall  I  tell  you  hoAV  that  happened  ? 
I  think  they  were  all  afraid  of  me,  for  some 
reason ;  a  jH-esentiment  of  their  fate,  perhaps. 
Laura  had  disappeared,  of  course  ;  but  when, 
having  rested  and  getting  up  to  go,  I  asked  to 
see  and  thank  the  young  lady  who  had  given 
me  the  water,  they  didn't  dare  refuse.  I  went 
in  to  the  entry — father  and  mother  were  both 
there — another  door  was  opened ;  Laura  came 
forward,  with  that  man  by  her  side.  I  bowed 
and  said — '  You  have  presented  a  cup  of  cold 
water  to  the  lips  of  a  consuming  soul.  It  shall 
be  remembered.  I  wish  to  show  my  gratitude 
by  asking  for  another  draught  of  the  same.'  I 
pronounced  these  words  with  peculiar  emphasis 
and  hidden  significance. 

"  'With  ])leasurc  1'  said  Laura.  A  servant 
was  ordered  to  bring  the  water ;  when  it  came, 
the  mother  filled  a  tumbler,  and  handed  it  tome. 

'Not  from  your  hand— only  from  hers,'  I said. 

'•  Laura  took  it— her  lover  stood  with  his  arm 
half  around  her,  as  if  protecting  her,  as  she  gave 
it  me.  I  tried  to  drink,  for  I  was  burning  uj) 
within  ;  but  a  sort  of  spasm  seized  my  jaws,  and 
I  cut  a  piece  out  of  the  glass  clean  as  if  my 
teeth  had  been  diamonds.  I  hurled  the  tum- 

bler to  the  ceiling;  the  water  and  fragments 
flew  all  over  us,  as  we  stood  there;  Laura 
shrieked — they  knew  me  then,  and  the  father 
and  the  lover  laid  hands  upon  me. 

"  'Gentlemen,'  said  I,  '  I  am  not  going  to 
resist.  But  my  time  has  not  yet  come.  Un- 

hand me !' "  There  was  fright  and  confusion  enough  for 
one  while.  I  laughed  to  see  the  old  grand- 

mother, so  fat  and  gouty,  hobble  forward  on 
chairs  to  see  what  had  happened. 

"  'Adieu!  I  said,  the  Avorld  is  wide;  God 
is  above  all.    Remember  !' 

"  So  I  left  them,  and  went  home,  and  aston- 
ished my  own  ftimily ;  and  soon  I  was  aware  of 

a  great  noise  about  me  in  the  village ;  and 
they  had  doctors  sent  for,  none  of  whom  dared 
look  me  in  the  face  and  tell  me  truly  and  plain- 

ly what  they  thought.  If  a  man  does  that,  I 
am  his  respectful,  humble  servant ;  but  curse  all 

liars  forever!" We  were  now  coasting  along  the  south  shore 
of  the  lake,  gradually  working  up  again  toward 
the  eastern  side  —  Eliphalet  taking  on  board 
now  and  then  a  fish  ;  myself  keeping  a  close 
look-out,  ostensibly  for  birds,  but  in  reality  for 
bipeds  of  a  different  description.  Our  strange 
passenger  eyed  me  keenly. 

"The  rest  and  best  is  to  come,"  he  contin- 
ued ;  "  how  I  deceived  them  all ;  pretended  to 

renounce  all  claim  tqjon  Laura ;  even  preached 
for  the  old  minister  the  very  Sunday  morning 
before  the  wedding !  Eor  I  can  preach  like 

Mephistophiles  !  I  don't  know  but  they  would 
have  invited  me  to  perform  the  ceremony  if  I 
had  been  ordained — they  had  got  to  put  so  much 
confidence  in  me  by  this  time.  As  it  was,  I 
kept  away  from  the  wedding.  Nobody  thought 
that  strange.  But  I  was  not  far  oif  that  night, 
I  had  found  an  old  rusty  pistol  in  the  garret  at 
home  ;  this  I  had  scoured  up  and  loaded  for  the 
occasion.  I  crept  about  the  house  when  all  was 
dark  and  still,  waiting  and  watching.  The  win- 

dows were  lighted  ;  I  could  hear,  from  time  to 
time,  laughing  and  singing  ;  all  went  merry  as 
a  marriage-bell — for  who  cared  for  the  torments 
of  my  soul  ?  At  last  the  guests  went  away.  I 
was  hid  behind  a  wood-pile  when  they  went  out 
and  passed  near  me.  They  were  gay ;  but  the 
night  itself  was  not  so  black  as  my  heart  as  I 
lay  and  listened. 

"  After  they  were  all  gone  I  crept  back  to  the 
garden.  The  windows  of  the  bridal-chamber 
were  there.  The  curtains  were  down,  but  light- 

ed up  from  within ;  and  I  could  see  human 
shadows  upon  them.  I  snapped  my  pistol  three 
times  at  those  shadows,  but  it  missed  ;  their 
hour  had  not  come.  The  third  time  a  curtain 
was  put  aside,  and  the  bridegroom  opened  the 
window  and  looked  out.    He  had  heard  the 
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noise.  I  remember  wisliin;::  him  dead  ;  but  I 
was  afraid,  and  hid  my  pistol  in  sonic  buslics. 

"  The  next  day  they  set  out  on  a  long  bridal- 
tour,  and  still  I  waited  for  my  rcven<;c.  It 
seemed  almost  ̂ )rovidcntial  when  it  came — every 
thing  favored  me.  The  husband  had  been  build- 

ing a  new  house  ;  it  was  finished,  and,  on  their 
return,  there  was  to  be  a  grand  house-warming. 
'  I'll  warm  the  house  for  them  !'  I  said.  I  vis- 
it.'d  it  every  day  for  a  week  before  they  came, 
and  had  all  my  ])lan3  laid.  At  last  they  ar- 

rived, and  the  guests  were  invited  —  I  among 
the  rest.  The  old  grandmother,  with  her  gouty 
legs,  was  lifted  into  a  wagon,  lifted  out  of  it 
again  at  the  door,  and  carried  up  stairs.  Laura 
met  me,  smiling  and  happy;  I  greeted  her 
without  a  word.  I  could  think  of  but  one  word 

all  the  while,  and  tliat  I  kept  in  my  heart." 
"  What  was  that  ?"  Eliphalet  asked. 
Death!"  said  the  fugitive.  "  If  I  had 

looked  at  her  when  she  smiled,  and  said  '  Death' 
as  I  felt  it,  why,  that  would  have  frightened 
her,  and  my  trap  would  have  been  sprung  ! 
Ah  !"  he  cried,  alarmed  at  the  course  I  was 
steering,  "is  this  treachery?" 

"Wo  will  beat  up  to  the  woods,"  I  said; 
"  tlicn,  if  your  friends  are  nowhere  to  be  seen, 
Eliphalet  shall  go  ashore  for  your  boots." 

"That  will  do,  thank  you — also  for  my 
coat,"  replied  the  man.  "  Meanwhile  the  con- 

clusion. It  was  the  bravest  house-warming  in 
the  world  !  All  our  relatives  were  there — hers 
and  mine,  and  their  friends — just  the  persons  I 
would  have  chosen.  There  was  not  one  I  did 
not  hate  from  the  bottom  of  my  soul !  There 
was  a  supper,  and  all  were  so  merry !  The 
bride  and  bridegroom  were  toasted.  '  I'll  toast 
them  in  a  way  they  don't  imagine  !'  I  said  to 
myself.  The  house  rang  with  laughter.  'It 
will  ring  with  something  else  soon  !'  There 
were  stories  told,  and  songs  sung  ;  and  the  old 
grandmother  reigned  queen — so  far  every  thing 
had  gone  to  her  heart's  content — and  she  sipped 
her  tea.  'You'll  sip  something  hotter  than 
that !'  I  said  to  myself. 

"When  the  dancing  began  I  had  the  best 
excuse  for  withdrawing— my  cloth,  you  under- 

stand. The  dancing  was  in  the  upper  rooms 
of  the  house,  ])repared  for  the  occasion ;  no  car- 

pets down  ;  brilliantly  lighted.  '  I'll  make  a 
brighter  light  than  all  that !'  .  I  crept  down 
stairs  to  the  cellar,  where  I  had  my  materials 
all  ready.  I  made  one  pile  in  the  kitchen,  one 
in  the  sitting-room,  one  in  the  library,  high 
against  the  dry  ceilings  —  first,  shavings  ;  then 
fragments  of  boards  and  laths  ;  then  chairs  and 
books  over  all.  I  could  hear  the  music  and 

dancing  above  my  head.  '  Oh,  you'll  dance  a 
different  figure  soon!'  said  I.  I  had  all  the 
keys  of  the  house  in  my  pocket.  The  lower 
sashes  of  all  the  windows  were  nailed,  fast; 
that's  the  reason  they  could  open  them  only  a 
little  at  the  top.  They  little  knew  whose  hand 
drove  the  nails  !  Last  of  all,  I  made  a  grand 
pile  under  the  stair-case.  The  servants  might 
have  seen  me ;  they  stood  in  the  open  door 

above,  looking  on,  diverted  with  the  dancing. 
'  We'll  have  a  new  diversion,'  I  said  ;  '  firc- 

wcjrks  I' "  I  went  u})  and  spoke  to  the  servants  when all  was  ready. 

"'Don't  be  afraid;  go  in  and  sit  down: 
they  won't  mind  you.' 

"Somehow,  nobody  liked  to  dispute  or  op- 
pose me.  The  servants  had  taken  their  lesson 

from  the  rest — that  I  was  to  be  humored  like  a 
school-boy.  So^  without  a  word,  they  glided 
into  the  room  and  sat  down  in  the  corner. 
Then,  very  softly,  I  closed  the  door.  They 
were  all  within — all  those  I  hated;  I  was  with- 

out. I  turned  the  key  in  the  lock.  Still  the 
music  and  the  dancing — all  so  merry !  Then 
I  ran  down  stairs  like  a  cat,  locked  the  outer 
doors,  and  threw  the  keys  into  the  pile  under 
the  stair-case.  I  first  lighted  the  rubbish  in 
the  library  with  a  bunch  of  matches  ;  tore  down 
the  curtains,  and  dragged  them,  all  blazing, 
through  the  sitting-room,  through  the  kitchen, 
to  the  heap  under  the  stair-case,  firing  every 
thing  as  I  went;  then  trailed  them  down  the 
cellar  stairs,  and  dropped  them  among  the  shav- 

ings. I  listened  till  I  heard  a  mighty  crack- 
ling and  roaring  burst  out  overhead  ;  that  Avas 

my  signal  for  climbing  through  the  cellar  win- 
dow, and  away  I  went.  Eire-works  wiih  a 

vengeance !" The  narrator  uttered  a  gleeful  laugh,  which 
Avas  speedily  checked  by  the  discovery  that  wo 
were  now  running  close  to  the  shore. 

"Eliphalet,"  I  said,  "jump  olf  the  moment 
we  touch ;  find  the  gentleman's  boots,  if  you 
can ;  take  them  around  to  the  north  side,  and 
bring  them,  with  his  other  lost  garments,  to  the 
edge  of  the  woods,  where  we  will  meet  you  and 

take  you  on  board." This  order,  placidly  given,  seemed  to  quic: 
the  man's  fears.  Yet  it  puzzled  and  disturbed 
the  boy,  who  scowled  and  muttered  over  it ;  but 
I  gave  him  to  understand  by  a  look  that  he  was 
to  obey.  Afterward,  as  he  stepped  ashore,  I 
took  occasion  to  whisper  half  a  dozen  words  in 
his  ear  which  enlightened  his  perceptions,  and 
prepared  him  to  assist  in  the  execution  of  my 
plan.  I  pushed  off  again,  leaving  him  in  the 
woods,  and  when  we  Avere  once  more  beyond  all 
danger  from  the  shore,  my  strange  companion 
resumed  his  narrative. 

"Where  Avas  I?  Oh,  the  fire!  I  ran  into 
the  orcliard  and  climbed  a  tree.  There  I  had 
a  charming  vicAv!  To  and  fro,  and  round  and 
round  Avent  the  dancers.  I  could  see  them 

through  the  upper  AvindoAVS — Ha !  ha  i  ha !  — and 
I  could  see  through  the  loAver  AvindoAVS  another 
dance ;  red  flames  Avaltzing ;  mad-leaping  de- 

mons in  red  shirts  chasseing  and  crossing  OA-erl 
— a  mock  house- Avarming  aboA'e,  a  real  house- 
Avarming  beloAv ! 

"She  AA^as  there — Laura — so  smiling  and 
happy;  never  thinking  of  me;  dancing,  Avith 
hell  under  her  feet !  So,  in  life,  Ave  polka  and 
Avaltz  oA^er  the  infernal  abyss,  don't  avc?  I  al- 

most slirieked  Avith  joy  to  see  the  fine  show  I 
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Suddenly  screams— a  wild  rush  of  the  dancers 

—the  lower  part  of  the  house  all  a  roaring  fur- 
nace, the  upper  part  a  cage  with  a  gridiron 

floor!  IIo!  ho!  ho!  it's  no  use  trying  the 
windows.  Shriek  and  howl,  ye  doomed  !  Break 
tlie  door  open  there  !  See  the  flames  burst  in  I 

Spouts  of  Arc  from  below !  the  stair-case  a  cat- aract of  fire !  Dance,  and  dance  again,  oh  ye 

worldlings  !  Waltz  and  polka  and  jig  !  there's 
music  to  dance  by,  with  a  running  accompani- 

ment of  shrieks !  Oh,  superb  !  Look  again  ! 
The  dancers  in  red  shirts  from  below  are  join- 

ing the  dancers  above!  they  seize  them  by 
slioulders  and  waists ;  sway  them  furiously  to 
and  fro  ;  embrace  with  arms  of  fire  ;  kiss  with 
forked  tongues  of  hell !  A  house-warming  for 
you — ha !  ha !  ha  !  Now  the  old  grandmother 
has  it.  See  her  on  her  gouty  legs !  How  she 
leaps  and  whirls !  Who  would  have  thought 
slie  could  do  it  ?  Bravo !  never  say  die  !  A 
swarthy,  grim,  dare-devil  has  her.  He  envel- 

ops her  all  over  in  his  flying  red  scarf.  See, 
she  grows  dizzy  and  faint!  Down  they  go, 
pell-mell,  together !  Crash  the  floor !  down 
all!  Windows  shattered  in  vain  ;  the  red-shirt 
fellows  drag  back  those  that  would  leap  out ! 
Who  toasts  the  bride  and  bridegroom  ?  There 
they  are,  clasped  together !  down  they  go  in 
the  storm  !  smoke,  and  tempest,  and  flre!  Ha! 

ha!" The  madman  had  sprung  to  his  feet,  and  now 
stood  screaming  with  terribly  grotesque  gestures, 
as  if  the  hideous  scenes  he  pictured  were  being 
enacted  before  his  eyes.  I  had  never  in  my 
life  witnessed  any  thing  so  frightful.  While  I 
was  endeavoring  to  silence  and  quiet  him,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  prevent  the  boat  from  cap- 

sizing under  his  frantic  movements,  the  tragical 
representation  was  interrupted  by  an  incident 
almost  laughable.  The  mad  actor  lost  his  bal- 

ance and  fell  overboard.  Backward,  and  head- 
foremost, down  he  plunged,  quite  disappearing 

for  an  instant ;  then  showing  a  naked  foot  thrust 
upward  ;  then  a  pair  of  hands  clutching  at  the 
air ;  and,  lastly,  hair  floating — at  which  hope- 

ful appearance  the  dog  Neptune,  already  in  the 
water,  dived,  and  seizing  him  by  the  light  gar- 

ment covering  the  back  of  his  neck,  brought  him 
to  the  surface.  Having  wdtli  considerable  diflB- 
culty  got  him 'once  more  into  the  boat,  I  picked 
up  the  dog  and  resumed  my  course,  making  for 
the  corner  of  the  woods. 

U'he  man  strangled  a  good  deal,  brushed  the 
Avet  hair  out  of  his  eyes,  and  looked  around  be- 
wildered. 

"I  was  telling  you —  AVhere  was  I?"  he stammered. 

"In  the  water,"  I  reijlied,  ' '  as  was  fit.  You 
had  a  great  conflagration  on  hand,  which  it  was 
needful  to  quench.  Now  have  the  kindness  to 
remain  quiet  till  we  get  ashore." 

"Ashore?"  he  cried.  "You  are  deceiving 
me  !  I  see  them ;  they  are  there  waiting.  I'll 
not  go !" He  started  up,  seizing  an  oar.  The  two  men 
were  visible  in  the  woods  conferring  with  Eliph- 

alet.  I  perceived  that  it  was  now  time  to  act 
decisively. 

"  Put  that  oar  to  its  right  use!"  I  commanded. 
He  turned;  I  caught  his  eye;  its  wild  light 

flickered  and  fell  before  mine,  and  his  purpose 
faltered. 

"I  am  not  deceiving  you,"  I  said.  "I  shall 
take  you  ashore;  and  you  are  to  assist  with 
that  oar.  You  know  how  to  row ;  if  not,  you 

can  learn." He  was  evidently  not  accustomed  to  any  such 
direct  mode  of  dealing.  The  oar  dropped  from 
his  hands,  and  he  endeavored  again  to  look  in 

my  eye. "Shall  I  teach  you?"  I  asked. 
"I  know  how."  He  adjusted  the  oar  and 

dipped  it  once.    "  But  you  Avill  deliver  me  up  ?" 
"  This  I  promise  ;  no  injustice  shall  be  done 

you,"  I  replied.  "You  must  leave  the  rest  to 
me.  I  know  better  than  you  what  ought  to  be 
done.  I  am  sound  here" — touching  my  fore- 

head— "and  you  are  not." 
"You  mean  so?"  he  demanded,  uneasily. 
"I  know  it,"  I  answered.  "You  need  a 

friend;  I  will  be  your  friend." "You  will?"  he  cried. 

"Have  I  not  shown  myself  one?  I  have 
twice  saved  you  from  drowning.  I  have  heard 
your  story.  I  will  do  still  more — I  will  protect 
you.    But  you  must  obey  me." 

"  And  you  will  not  let  me  go  back  there?" 
"  Where?" 
"Where  they  kept  me  shut  up.  They  will 

put  me  to  the  torture  next  time.  Don't  let 
those  wretches  lay  hands  on  me !" 

"They  shall  not  harm  you  1  promise,  and 
I  keep  my  word."  I  then  directed  him  to  row, 
keeping  his  eyes  turned  toward  me.  He  com- 

plied, but  with  discontented  and  troubled  looks. 
I  watched  him  closely,  aware  how  much  depend- 

ed upon  the  calm,  constant  presence  of  my  eye. 
As  we  approached  the  shore  my  attention  was  for 
a  moment  diverted  from  him  in  looking  out  for 
a  landing-place.  Instantly,  like  a  cat  pouncing 
upon  a  mouse,  he  leaped  toward  me,  snatched 
my  gun  from  my  side,  and  retreated.  This  was 
so  quickly  done  that  I  scarce  knew  what  had 
happened  until  I  found  the  muzzle  leveled  at 
my  head,  and  a  demoniac  pair  of  eyes  behind  it. 
It  was  well  for  me.  then  that  I  did  not  lose  my 
self-possession. 

"Are  you  a  good  shot?"  said  I,  regarding him  fixedly. 

"You  are  a  good  mark!"  he  replied,  with  a 
foolish  laugh,  turning  the  muzzle  immediately 

from  my  head  to  the  dog's. Nep  was  growling  fiercely. 
"  Show  me,"  said  I,  "how  well  you  can  shoot. 

Hit  that  water-lily  and  I'll  give  you  a  quarter." 
"  I  can  do  it !"  He  brought  the  gun  to  bear, 

took  aim,  pulled,  and  sowed  the  water  around 
the  mark  with  good  shot.    The  lily  trembled. 

"Well  done!"  said  I.  Here's  your  quar- 

ter." 

He  pocketed  the  fee  triumphantly. 

"Load  up  again,"  he  whispered,  "and  I'll 
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try  a  shot  at  one  of  those  wrctdies  when  tliey 
put  their  heads  out  of  the  woods  !" 

"That  would  not  be  well,"  1  said;  '*  we  must 
treat  them  like  men  if  we  would  have  them  treat 
us  the  same.  Give  me  the  gun.  The  wind  fails 

us,  and  I  depend  ujion  you  to  row  ashore." 
lie  took  the  oars  with  alacrity,  and  two  or 

tlirec  minutes  later  we  ran  up  nnder  the  Avoods, 
near  the  edge  of  the  marsh,  and  landed.  The 
two  men,  who  had  concealed  themselves,  sprang 
out  of  their  ambush. 

"  Stand  offl"  I  exclaimed,  placing  myself 
between  them  and  tbe  fugitive.  "This  man  is 

my  friend  1" The  poor  wretch  stood  behind  me  on  the  boat, 
trembling.  There  was  no  escape  for  him,  un- 

less he  took  again  to  the  water,  and  he  evident- 
ly preferred  trusting  to  my  protection.  The 

men,  not  fully  comprehending  the  meaning  of 
my  attitude  and  words,  explained,  rather  hur- 

riedly, that  they  had  come  with  authority  to 
take  him  away. 

"Prove,"  said  I,  "that  you  mean  him  no 
harm,  and  he  will  go  with  you." 

"No  harm  is  intended,"  replied  one.  "lie 
left  his  friends  last  week,  and  we  are  sent  to 
take  him  back." 

The  miserable  man  entreated  me  not  to  desert 
him,  promising  that  if  I  would  accompany  him 
he  would .  go  wherever  I  wished.  Eliphalet 
soon  brought  his  clothes  from  the  hill ;  and 
leaving  the  boy  in  charge  of  the  boat,  I  set  out 
to  guide  this  strange  party  to  the  village. 

Arrived  at  the  hotel,  dry  clothes  were  pro- 
cured, refreshments  had,  and  telegraphic  mes- 

sages sent  and  received.  My  influence  over  the 
insane  man  was  now  completely  established ; 
whereat  his  attendants  wondered,  and  asked 
how  I  had  obtained  it. 

"I  can  not  tell,"  said  I,  "unless  it  is  by 
dealing  with  him  honestly,  treatijig  him  with 
gentle  firmness,  and  showing  no  symptoms  of 

fear. " I  have  had  occasion  to  manage  other  cases 
of  insanity  since,  and  have  invariably  found  the 
rule  here  indicated  to  hold  good.  The  subject 
is  usually  quick  to  perceive  in  those  around  him 
the  least  signs  of  equivocation  or  fear,  and  to 
take  advantage  of  them  ;  but  he  can  seldom  re- 

sist the  power  of  courage  and  truth,  wisely  and 
kindly  administered. 

In  the  mean  time  I  learned  something  of  the 
young  man's  history. 

"  Wc  can  hardly  tell  Avhat  was  the  origin  of 
his  insanity,"  one  of  his  attendants  told  lyie. 
"Some  think  he  studied  too  hard;  for  he  was 
very  deep  in  theology.  Others  think  'twas  a 
a  love  affair.  He  fancied- his  cousin,  and  be- 

gan to  act  strangely  just  before  she  was  married 
— preaching  in  the  barn,  talking  to  himself,  and 
carrying  about  an  old  rusty  pistol  which  he 
loaded  with  sand.  He  can  tell  a  pretty  straight 
story,  and  talk  rationally  enough  on  most  sub- 

jects, till  he  touches  upon  what  he  considers 
his  great  crime — then  he  is  all  gone,  lie  once 
tried  to  set  fire  to  a  house ;  he  now  imagines 

that  he  burned  it  full  of  i)eoijle,  and  that  he  is 

to  be  put  to  torture  for  the  crime." 
The  men  were  returning  him  to  a  private  asy- 

lum, from  which  he  had  recently  effected  his 
escape  after  a  few  months'  residence.  lie  had 
traveled  without  funds  ;  carrying  a  pockct-biblc 
with  him,  out  of  which  he  requested  conductors 
and  hotel-keepers  to  read  enough  to  satisfy  their 
demands  up(jn  him  when  they  asked  him  for money. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  train  arrived  on 
which  he  was  to  be  remoA-ed.  He  was  now  in 
a  merry  mood,  being  elated  at  the  prospect  of 
the  journey.  Eliphalet  appeared  just  as  the 
party  were  entering  the  cars,  carrying  in  his 
hand  a  pickerel  whose  tail  touched  the  ground. 

"Eliphalet,  otherwise  Life  I"  cried  the  young 
man,  gayly,  "the  meeting  is  opportune  !  Fare- 

well, and  thanks.   Give  me  that  fish  for  a  cane  !" 
"Can't  spare  it,"  muttered  Life. 
"Ingratitude  in  the  highest!"  said  the  other, 

turning  upon  his  heel.  "  But  I  see  how  it  is — 
bread  !    AVherein  lies  a  riddle." 

I  entered  the  cars  with  him,  and  placed  him 
in  a  seat  with  one  of  tlie  attendants  behind  him. 
and  the  other  at  his  side.  I  then  took  leave  of 
him,  having  previously  reconciled  him  to  the 
idea  of  parting  with  me,  and  inspired  him  with 
confidence  in  his  attendants.  I  leaped  from 
the  platform  while  the  ears  were  in  motion.  He 
thrust  his  hand  out  at  the  window  and  waved 
a  joyous  adieu  with  his  hat,  then  withdrew,  and 
was  seen  no  more. 

As  we  walked  away  together  Eliphalet  had 
a  good  many  questions  to  ask — among  theni the  following : 

"What  did  the  everlastin'  fool  mean  by 

bread?'''' 

To  which  I  had  but  a  very  foolish  answer, 

namely,  that  I  didn't  know. That  answer,  so  easy  and  convenient,  is  yet 
the  one  which  nobody  likes  to  make.  I  feared 
its  effect  upon  Eliphalet.  He  had  hitherto  con- 

sidered me  an  oracle,  giving  me  credit  for  know- 
ing almost  every  thing,  and  guessing  the  rest. 

Now  his  faith  was  shaken.  There  Avas  one 
thing  I  did  not  knoAV — Avhat  an  insane  man 

meant  by  "  bread" 
I  Avas  humiliated.  "We  Avalked  on  in  silence. 

Eliphalet,  never  before  so  presumptuous,  passed 
me  in  the  path.  I  saAV  that  a  skillful  stroke 
was  necessary  to  Avin  back  his  confidence  and 
respect.  The  question  must  be  answered ! 
When  great  necessity  urges  Ave  are  capable  of 
any  thing,  up  to  the  A'ery  verge  of  the  impossi- ble. I  succeeded — I  found  Avhat  subtle  and 

shade Avy  meaning  there  was  in  "  6?-cac/."  I  an- nounced it  triumi)hantly. 
"You  remember  he  Avished  you  to  giA-c  him 

the  fish  for  a  cane  ?" 
"Yes,"  muttered  Eliphalet. 
"Very  Avell ;  and  Avhen  he  said  brcad^  he 

meant — that  it  Avas  the  Staff  of  Life." 
The  boy  made  no  reply.  The  explanation 

Avas  evidently  not  clear  to  him.  Still  it  was  an 
answer ;  and  as  such,  it  impressed  him ;  for  I 



G28 HAEPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

observed  that  almost  immediately  he  stepped 

aside,  allowing  me  to  precede  him,  and  after- 
ward walked  all  the  way  behind  me  in  the  path. 

HOW  I  FELL  IN  LOVE. 
IA:M  an  old  bachelor.  Of  this  fact  I  am  not 

ashamed.  I  am  not  sm-e  that  I  regret  it  very 
much.  There  is  nothing  in  life  to  wound  or 
afflict  me.  I  may  not  be  very  happy,  but  nobody 
can  make  me  very  miserable,  because  no  one 
stands  near  enough  to  my  heart  to  reach  it  for 
good  or  for  evil. 

I  was  not  always  quite  so  callous.  Years 
ago — but  stop! — why  am  I  going  to  reveal  for 
the  first  time  a  secret  that  has  never  passed  my 
lips?  Perhaps,  it  is  because  I  feel  a  strong 
w^ish  for  some  one's  sympathy,  and,  secure  in 
my  incognito,  I  can  venture  to  pour  out  long- 
buried  thoughts  that  few  would  suspect.  My 
grave,  hard,  pale  face  is  a  discreet  tombstone 
erected  over  the  ashes  of  a  dead  hope  and  love  : 
no  eye  can  read  the  inscription  written  in  its 
wrinkles,  and  my  acquaintances  will  never  guess 
whose  pen  has  created  these  pages. 

I  was  twenty-three,  independent,  not  ill-look- 
ing, and  was  not  generally  considered  either 

dull  or  uninteresting.  It  was  spring-time :  the 
lovely  April  month,  when  youth  drinks  in  the 
balmy  breath  of  Nature,  and  the  mere  fact  of 
existence  is  a  pleasure. 

Caroline  Ashton  had  invited  some  half-dozen 

guests  to  her  father's  plantation.  He  was  ab- sent :  her  mother  and  herself  did  the  honors 
of  their  beautiful  home.  We  were  old  friends 
and  allies.  She  was  a  trebly-distilled  flirt,  with 
innocent  eyes,  a  soft  low  voice,  and  a  taste  for 
mischief  very  strong  and  very  well  developed. 

The  time  passed  gayly  and  swiftly  in  the  usual 
country  fashion  of  rides,  drives,  impromptu  pic- 

nics by  day,  and  impromptu  dances  by  night. 
One  evening — shall  I  ever  forget  it  ? — w^e  lin- 

gered late  beneath  the  moon's  light,  sauntering 
through  the  grounds.  Twice  had  Mrs.  Ashton 
sent  to  call  us  in,  with  some  message  to  which 
none  of  us  listened.  I  was  standing  w^ith  Caro- 

line just  at  the  cxtremest  edge  of  a  rustic  barri- 
cade. It  hung  over  the  river  as  a  protection  to 

those  who  might  ascend  or  descend  too  careless- 
ly the  narrow  winding  path,  overshadowed  by 

ancestral  oaks,  which  skirted  the  broad  stream, 
and  was  one  of  the  numerous  walks  that  beau- 

tified Ashton  Hall.  We  had  been  a  little  sen- 
timental, although  each  knew  the  other  too  thor- 

oughly to  be  deceived.  She  was  only  ' '  keeping 
her  hand  in,"  and  /  was  lazily  conscious  that 
she  was  very  pretty,  and  liked  to  tell  her  so. 

"You  are  absurd,"  she  said,  turning  away 
her  head  from  my  ' '  ardent  gaze. "  "  Why  can 
not  men  invent  a  new  vocabulary  of  phrases. 
If  Laura  or  Bessie  w.crc  suddenly  to  take  my 
place,  you  would  keep  on  in  the  same  strain  and 
never  feel  the  difference.  Oh !  how  chilly  it 
grows !  Didn't  mamma  send  after  us  ?" 

She  shivered  coquettishly  and  moved  away. 
"Stay,"  I  pleaded;  "pray,  stay.  It  is  so calm,  so  happy  here.    How  different  from 

Bessie  Mortimer's  jingling  talk  and  Charley 
Benson's  inane  laugh !" 

"My  friends,  Sir!  is  it  decent  to  speak  so? 
But  you  prudently  omit  one  name.  Laura's 
lovely  eyes  are  watching  for  you."  She  sprang 
up  the  steep  path,  laughingly  waving  her  white 
hand. 

"  Your  fate  awaits  you  in  yonder  mansion,  my 
lord;  go  seek  it!"  and  she  ran  off,  extending 
the  broad  ends  of  her  scarf  like  wings  on  either side. 

I  overtook  her,  and  we  mounted  the  front 

steps  together.  ' 
Mrs.  Ashton  met  us  in  the  hall  with  a  slight 

shade  of  anger.  "My  dear,"  she  said  to  her 
daughter,  "  twice  I  have  sent  for  you :  we  have 
a  guest,  and  a  very  mysterious  one.  You  have 
worried  me  by  your  tardiness  in  coming." 

"A  guest!  a  mysterious  one!  is  he  a  hand- 
some man  ?  I  hope  he  won't  turn  out  to  be  a 

traveling  peddler  ?  I  am  sorry,  dear  mamma, 
to  annoy  you.  Kiss  and  make  friends !  It  was 
so  nice  in  the  moonlight." 

Mrs.  Ashton  smiled  as  she  kissed  the  up- 
turned, fresh  lips.  ' '  No  man  at  all,  my  dear. 

Read  your  father's  letter.  You  need  not  go, 
Mr.  Leicester:  read  it  to  Mr.  Leicester,  my 

child." 
Mr.  Ashton's  letter  was  very  short — very  un- 

explanatory — very  hurried.  He  simply  said  that 
business  would  detain  him  three  wrecks  longer  in 
Florida.  Meanwhile  he  sent  this  letter  by  the 
daughter  of  an  old  client.  "  She  is  young,  sad, 
and  friendless;"  so  I  remember  the  words  ran. 
"Need  I  say  more  to  commend  her  to  the  kind 
hearts  of  my  wife  and  daughter?" 

"And  not  even  her  name  mentioned,  you 
see!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Ashton,  who,  although 
the  best  of  women,  was  a  little  nettled  at  this 
unceremonious  advent.  "Your  papa  always 

was,  and  I  suppose  always  will  be — " 
"My  papa,"  interrupted  Caroline,  gayly. 

"Just  so,  dear  mamma,  I  have  no  doubt  he 
always  will  be.  But  we  can  ask  her  her  name, 
that's  one  comfort.  Where  is  she  ?  How  did 
she  get  here?  Let  me  put  her  through  her 
catechism  at  once.  I'll  practice  first  on  you, 
Mr.  Leicester.  Hold  up  your  head.  '  What  is 
your  name  ?'    Don't  say  N.  or  M." 

"Hush,  hush!"  whispered  Mrs.  Ashton,  "she 
is  in  the  drawing-room,"  and  we  were  just  at 
the  door  of  that  apartment  by  this  time  in  our 
slow  progress  through  the  wide  entrance  hall. 

The  evening  was  a  little  chilly,  aiid  a  few 
twigs  burning  in  the  chimney  not  only  gave  a 
cheerful,  ruddy  blaze,  but  attracted  by  their 
pleasing  warmth.  The  clear  globe  of  an  astral 
lamp  shed  its  mellow,  steady  light  from  the  sofa- 
table  drawn  rather  near  the  fire-place.  Between 
these  two  lights,  seated  so  that  the  one  played 
flickeringly  upon  the  dark  silk  of  her  skirt,  w  bile 
the  other  shone  full  upon  her  face,  was  a  lady, 
who  did  not  move  as  we  entered.  So  grave,  so 
lost  in  thought,  so  completely  apart  from  us  and 
from  her  surroundings,  that  when  Mrs.  Ashton 
spoke  she  started,  and  it  was  evidently  with  an 
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effort  that  she  remembered  where  she  was,  and 
rec()}]jnized  our  presence. 

She  had  no  beauty,  I  thought ;  aiid  she  was 
scornful  "even  unto  death." 

Her  eyes  were  swollen  with  excessive  weep- 
inir,  her  cheeks  were  pale,  lier  mouth  faded,  her 
hair  lustreless,  careless,  profuse.  Her  dress 
was  almost  shabby — a  worn  black  silk,  and  an 
old  shawl  wrapped  closely  around  her  shoul- ders. 

Unpcrceived,  Miss  Ashton  made  me  a  lugu- 
brious grimace,  as  much  as  to  say,  "what  a 

bore  !"  but  she  went  up  kindly  enough,  and  wath 
that  involuntary  air  of  superiority  which  woman 
must  take  toward  those  worse  dressed  than  them- 

selves ;  it  was  with  a  rather  patronizing  tone 
that  she  welcomed  her  father's  client's  daughter. 

But  it  did  not  last.  Simply  the  stranger 
thanked  her,  but  in  her  w  ords,  her  manner,  her 
carriage,  there  was  that  nameless  something 
which  })roclaims  conscious  dignity,  well-assured 
position,  superiority,  more  than  cqualltij. 

Caroline  drew  back ;  she  was  not  pleased,  and 
yet  she  could  not  take  offense.  Catechise  this 
regal  Niobe !  The  thing  was  impossible.  Caro- 

line w^anted  to  question  her,  began,  broke  down. 
I,  meanwhile,  played  personage  vmet,  and  t!ie 
stranger  did  not  seem  to  have  yet  seen  me. 

At  last  Miss  Ashton  said,  "Perhaps,  mam- 
ma, Miss —  I  beg  your  pardon,  papa  neglected 

to  tell  ns  the  name  of  our  very  welcome  guest." 
"My  name,"  she  said,  "my  name  is  Fred- 

erica  Rawdon." 
"  Miss  Rawdon  ?"    The  lady  bowed. 
"Perhaps,  mamma.  Miss  Rawdon  would  like 

to  go  to  her  room.  Is  her  luggage  taken  to 

it?" "There  is  my  luggage,"  Miss  Rawdon  said, 
pointing  to  a  valise  on  the  floor  near  her.  "It 
is  all  I  have." 

The  ladies  tried  to  hide  their  surprise,  and 
Mrs.  Ashton  rang  the  bell.  There  was  an  awk- 

ward pause.  Caroline  plunged  into  it.  She 
evidently  was  determined  not  to  be  overpowered 
in  her  own  house  by  a  woman  in  an  old  gown, 
who  seemed  to  have  dropped  from  the  moon. 

She  looked  mischievously  at  me. 
"There  is  a  curious  coincidence,"  she  said; 

"your  name  is  Frcderica,  Miss  Rawdon,  and 
this  gentleman's  is  Frederick  :  allow  mo  to  pre- 

sent Mr.  Frederick  Leicester,  and  I  appoint  him 
your  knight  during  your  stay  with  us.  He  is 
more  useful  and  agreeable  than  he  looks." 

"You  deserved  that,"  she  went  on,  after  an 
exchange  of  bows,  whispering  to  me  as  -  she 
passed  out  of  the  room — she  was  following  her 
mother  and  their  guest.  "You  seemed  to  be 
enjoying  my  bother.  But  oh  !"  she  exclaimed, 
pausing,  with  upraised  hands,  "who  is  this 
dreadful  girl !  Has  she  really  lost  all  her 
friends,  I  wonder!  And  she  is  so  lofty  too! 
I  know  that  I  shall  hate  her !  Aii  revoir  !  Sir 
Knight  of  the  Lady  of  the  Rueful  Counte- 

nance !"  and  with  a  light  laugh  she  disappeared. 
But  I  shall  never  get  through  my  story  if  I 

linger  over  all  these  details,  and  my  reader 

(should  1  have  one)  will  be  wearied  before  I 
have  half  finished. 

Miss  Rawdon  was  a  mystery  whom  none  of 
us  could  solve.  That  evening  we  discussed  her 
when  she  retired,  which  she  did  early.  I  recol- 

lect Laura  Hamilton,  who  was  a  great,  dark- 
eyed,  magnificent  creature,  saying  many  dis- 

paraging tilings  of  the  unattractive  stranger. 
If  she  would  have  allowed  these  girls  to  pity 
and  protect  her,  they  would  have  been  kind 
enough,  but  she  evidently  rejected  sympathy, 
and  sat  in  the  midst  of  us.  Miss  Hamilton  said, 
like  the  skeleton  of  the  Egyptian  feasts. 

Was  it  obstinacy  or  instinct?  I  was  attract- 
ed toward  this  silent,  plain,  gloomy  woman  ; 

and  when  the  rest  of  the  party,  on  separating 
for  the  night,  murmured  over  the  necessity, 
Avhatcver  it  was,  which  had  made  Mr.  Ashton 
dispatch  to  his  family  such  an  unpleasing  addi- 

tion to  our  merry,  complete  circle,  I  alone  put 
in  a  word,  and  said  that  I  was  glad  she  had 
come,  for  her  face  interested  me. 

There  was  a  general  laugh,  and  no  one  be- 
lieved wliat  I  said ;  but,  for  all  that,  I  am  sure 

I  felt  it  even  then. 
The  next  morning,  after  breakfast,  it  was  too 

warm  to  leave  the  house ;  the  ladies  sat  and 
worked  in  the  cool,  dark  library,  and  Francis 
Sheldon  read  aloud  to  them.  I  thought  the 

book  very  stupid.  I  don't  remember  what  it 
was ;  and  first  I  yawned,  and  j)resently  I  near- 

ly fell  asleep,  and  wished  heartily  that  I  had 
gone  out  shooting,  and  felt  too  inert  to  start 
then.  Miss  Ashton  aroused  me  with  the  gratu- 

itous information  that  my  features  were  not  suf- 
ficiently classic  to  warrant  their  public  display 

in  such  complete  repose  ;  and  I  then  perceived, 
by  a  glance  around,  that  the  guest  was  absent. 
Through  the  open  door  I  saw  her  in  the  adjoin- 

ing drawing-room — at  least,  I  saw  some  dark 
object  gathered  together  upon  the  sofa.  I  went 
in  pursuit. 

It  was  she — doing  nothing — leaning  her  fore- 
head on  her  clasped  hands.  The  hands  were 

very  small,  and  very  white,  and  very  beautiful. 
This  discovery  w^as  pleasant  and  encouraging. 
Not  so  was  her  tone  when  I  addressed  her.  She 
looked  up  wearily,  wath  a  slight  frown;  but  I 
hoped  that  I  was  not  intruding,  or  some  such 
commonplace  beginning,  and  presently  she  list- 

ened to  me.  I  had  to  speak  very  low,  not  to 
interrupt  the  reader  in  the  library,  and  a  half- 
whispered  conversation  can  not  continue  very 
formal. 

I  tried  my  best — I  wanted  to  please — I  wish- 
ed to  amuse  and  interest,  if  I  could,  a  forlorn 

stranger  in  a  strange  place. 
Miss  Rawdon  recognized  and  requited  my  ef- 

forts— not  by  gayety,  not  with  smiles  ;  but  her 
replies  grew  longer,  and  she  questioned  as  well 
as  answered.  We  got  on  very  well.  I  found 
her  more  than  intelligent — she  was  clever,  bril- 

liant, pointed.  She  had  traveled,  she  had  read, 
she  had  profited  by  both.  Her  language  was 
exquisitely  chosen,  her  slight  gestures  perfectly 
graceful :  I  never  saw  a  v;<: i  . *  .  >  '  >    '-a'o  }  \  cr 
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hands  like  that  one.  No,  1  am  wrong ;  years 

afterward,  Rachel's  hands  reminded  me  of 
Frederica  Rawdon's. 

"  I  wish  I  could  make  you  smile — I  wish  I 

could  light  up  your  sad  face, "  I  thought.  How 
Avould  you  look,  I  wonder  I" This  conversation  lasted  a  great  while — till 
the  party  in  the  library  broke  up,  dispersing 
until  dinner.  Caroline  Ashton  was  amused  and 

annoyed.  "You  here  all  this  time  !"  she  said 
to  me.    "Bravo!  you  are  eccentric!" 

"Did  you  not  give  me  over  to  Miss  Raw- 

don  ?" "Model  of  obedience!"  she  exclaimed,  iron- 
ically. Of  course  Miss  Rawdoji  had  gone  off 

before  these  words  were  uttered. 
I  sat  next  her  at  dinner.  I  w-alked  v»dth  her 

that  afternoon — all  the  evening  I  was  near  her. 
Not  that  Mrs.  or  Miss  Ashton  willfully  neglect- 

ed her ;  but  she  showed  plainly  that  she  wished 
to  be  let  alone.  She  would  take  part  in  nothing, 
speak  voluntarily  to  no  one.  She  said  more  than 
once — not  crossly  nor  peevishly,  but  decidedly 
— "I  am  such  poor  company,  don't  let  me  in- 

terfere with  you.  I  feel  so  grateful  to  be  here, 

and  to  be  quiet.    Pray  don't  notice  me." 
By  tacit  consent,  in  twenty-four  hours  Miss 

Rawdon  became  my  charge,  and  nobody  else's. 
They  let  us  both  alone.  Carol iiie  sneered  a 
little,  and  Laura  pouted  a  good  deal ;  for  they 
had  not  even  the  satisfaction  of  honestly  saying 
or  thinking  that  Miss  Rawdon  sought  my  atten- 

tions, which  would  have  been  a  consolation. 
For  days  she  received  these  attentions  listless- 

ly, indifferently  ;  never  raising  her  eyes  when  I 
approaclicd  her,  scarcely  making -room  for  me 
when  I  joined  her. 

I  verily  believe  that  had  I  suddenly  disaj)- 
peared  during  the  first  week  of  our  singular  ac- 

quaintance slie  would  never  have  missed  me  to 
the  extent  of  wondering  where  I  was,  or  caring 
to  see  me  again. 

And  I — I  thought  of  her  at  every  moment  of 
my  life  !  What  was  that  woman's  charm  ?  The God  that  made  her  alone  could  tell. 

Her  coldness  fretted  me  ;  her  eternal  sadness 
distressed  me.  If  she  would  only  say  what 
ailed  her ! 

At  lengtli  the  icy  chain  melted.  It  was 
the  day  week  of  her  arrival  in  our  midst.  We 
were  idly  Avalking  home  after  a  long  stroll  ; 
and,  by  one  of  those  coincidences  which,  slight 
or  strong,  are  constantly  recurring,  Frederica 
took  the  same  path  through  which  I  had  walked 
with  Caroline  Ashton,  and  she  paused  to  rest 
half-way  up  the  ascent,  just  where  Caroline  had 

•  stood  when  accusing  me  of  "airing  my  vocab- 
ulary" of  flirtation  phrases  for  her  benefit.  I 

remember  this ;  and  I  also  remember  the  mock- 
ing laugh  with  which  she  sprang  away,  saying, 

"  Your  fate  awaits  you  in  yonder  mansion!" 
She  alluded,  jestingly,  to  Laura  Hamilton  ;  but 
had  my  fate  really  met  me  at  Ashton  Hall  in 
the  shape  of  this  grave  stranger,  of  whom  I  lit- 

erally knew  nothing? 
The  moon,  which  tlien  was  young,  had  now 

grown  rounder  and  fuller.  Frederica  remark- 
ed on  its  beauty,  on  the  lovely  stillness  of  the 

night. 
"I  think  it  Avas  even  more  beautiful  ten  days 

ago,"  I  said,  forcing  myself  to  say  something. 
"The  new  moon  shone  in  the  purest  sky  I  ever 
looked  upon,  and  the  atmosphere  left  nothing 
to  desire.  I  should  think  the  most  fiery  spirit 
would  have  felt  its  holy  influence.  Did  you 
notice  it?  Where  were  you  on  that  even- 

ing?" 

"Where  was  I  ?"  she  said,  turning  upon  me ; 
"where  was  I?  What  makes  you  ask  that 

question  ?" 
Her  eyes  glittered — how  bright  they  were  ! — 

her  color  rose,  her  figure  dilated,  her  flexible 
brows  bent  into  a  frown. 

"What  makes  you  ask  that  question?"  she 
repeated. 

"Pray  forgive  me,"  I  said,  "if  I  have  start- 
led you  by  a  thoughtless  speech.  I  had  no 

covert  meaning  in  a  simple  question.  Do  not 

think  of  it  again." She  sat  down  on  a  rustic  bench  behind  us ; 
she  covered  her  face  with  her  beautiful  hands, 
trembling,  shuddering,  weeping. 

I  threv/  myself  at  her  feet.  Heaven  knows 
what  I  said,  what  incoherent  words  or  wishes  I 
uttered.  I  don't  think  she  heard  me  at  first ; 
but  presently  she  gave  me  her  hand — it  was 
the  first  time  I  had  held  it — its  touch  thrilled me. 

"How  kind  you  are  !"  she  said  ;  "how  kind 
you  have  been  to  me  all  these  weary  days  ! 
Oh  that  others  were  like  you!" 

"Are  we  both  different  from  other  people, 
or  are  we  both  just  imprudent  alike?  I  have 
closed  my  lips  and  refused  my  confidence  to 
Mrs.  Ashton,  to  her  daughter,  and  feel  a  strong 
desire  to  open  my  heart  to  you.  You  show  a 
deep  interest  in  a  total  stranger,  without  in  the 
least  accounting  to  yourself  for  the  feeling ;  and 
I  believe  in  this  interest,  although  Heaven  knows 
I  have  cause  enough  to  doubt  all  human  kind. 
But  I  have  faith  in  that  nameless  attraction 
which  draws  us  to  some  and  repels  us  from  oth- 

ers.   Have  you  ?" 
But  why  give  her  bare  Avords?  They  never 

will  convey,  especially  through  my  dull  pen,  the 
exquisite  charm  of  her  tone,  her  manner. 

At  last  she  was  natural,  herself.  She  put 
aside  the  mask  she  had  forced  herself  to  wear ; 
she  gave  the  reins  to  her  suave  tongue ;  she  no 
longer  imprisoned  the  light  of  her  radiant  eyes, 
nor  checked  the  play  of  her  ever-varying  smile. 
By  the  rules  of  compass  and  art  her  lips  M  ere  not 
perfect ;  by  the  judgment  of  those  who  studied 
them  they  were  the  lieavenliest  exponents,  si- 

lent or  speaking,  of  a  delicious  woman. 
Ah  me !  to  be  twenty-three  again,  and  to  have 

again  the  wild,  surging  thoughts  which,  after  del- 
uging my  heart  with  love,  passion,  frenzy,  came 

welling,  bursting  to  my  lips,  and  lay  there,  too 
fierce  to  be  beaten  back  and  too  timid  to  pass 
that  barrier!  I  am  nearly  fifty  now.  That 
love  gave  me  infinite  pain,  and  yet — 
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"Ne'er  tell  mo  of  glories  ."crcncly  adorning  j 
The  dose  of  our  clay,  tlic  calm  eve  of  our  night;  ' 

Give  me  b:ick,  give  mc  back  the  wild  freshness  of 
Morning,  | 

Ilcr  clouds  and  her  tears  arc  Avortli  Evening's  best 
light.  

j 
"Oh,  who  would  not  welcome  that  moment's  returning, 

"When  passion  first  waked  a  new  life  through  lii:i frame,  j And  his  soul— like  the  wood  which  grows  precious  in  i 
burning —  j 

Gave  out  all  its  sweets  to  Love's  exquisite  ihimc!"  j [ 
But  I  am  wandering  sadly.    Who  caves  what 

an  elderly  man  feels  or  don't  feel  ?    How  my 
neighbor  Patton  would  laugh  and  shake  his  jolly 

sides  if  he  guessed  that  old  Fred  Leicester  was  ' 
growing  sentimental !     1  must  tell  my  story  ' 
Avithout  these  digressions.  I 

Did  not  Frederica  see  at  once  that  I  was  mad-  j 
ly  in  love  with  her  ?  She  said  not,  afterward.  | 
She  was  not  vain ;  she  underrated  her  own  at-  i 
tractions ;  she  only  thought  me  kind  and  sym-  [ 
pathizing.  ! 

She  did  not  speak  any  more  of  herself  at  that ! 
moment.    It  was  late.    We  returned  to  the  ' 
house.     "  To-morrow,"  she  said,  "I  Avill  tell: 
you  something  about  your  friend — about  this 
forlorn  creature  whom  you  have  so  generously 
borne  with.    I  am  not — "    Mrs.  Ashton  met 
us  at  this  moment,  and  chided  me  for  keeping 
Miss  Rawdon  so  long  in  the  evening  dew. 

I  thought  Frederica  looked  brighter  during 
this  evening.  I  supposed  others  would  notice 
it,  but  they  did  not.  She  seated  herself,  with 
a  book,  near  the  sofa  table,  read  till  ten  o'clock, 
and  then  slipped  off  to  her  own  room. 

What  dreams  I  had  that  night  I  How  little 
they  foretold  what  the  morrow  would  reveal ! 

Well — the  moment  came.  We  were  sitting 
alone,  as  we  frequently  did,  in  the  bay-window 
of  the  drawing-room.  The  Venetian  blinds 
were  closed,  the  light  was  soft  and  subdued,  the 
perfumes  from  each  flower  which  grew  in  the 
garden  beneath  stole  gently  in  upon  us.  The 
air  was  languid  and  yet  cool.  A  distant  voice 
every  now  and  then  reached  us ;  the  billiard 
room  was  the  attraction  to-day,  and  Ave  were 
safe  from  interruption. 

Each  circumstance  is  impressed  distinctly 
upon  my  memory.  I  see  her  now  as  she  sat  in 
the  great  chair,  with  her  old,  yet  perfectly  neat 
dress,  her  hands  folded  above  her  head,  her  eyes 
cast  down.  I  had  long  ceased  to  think  her 
plain  ;  I  w^ondered  how  I  had  ever  done  so. 
How  could  any  one  be  plain  over  whose  face 
every  emotion  traced  itself  in  light  or  shadow  ? 
But,  after  all,  I  confuse  my  impressions  then 
Avith  my  impressions  later  ;  in  fact,  I  Avrite  very 
badly.  I  have  half  a  mind  to  pause  here — shall 
I  ?    No  ;  as  Avell  go  on. 

1  spoke  first.  I  reminded  her  of  her  promise 
the  night  before.  She  sighed,  and  told  mc  her 
story  with  little  prelude  and  in  the  fewest  words. 
I  can  tell  it — I  can  ncA^er  tell  how  icily,  how 
heavily  it  fell  on  my  heart.  She  Avas  not  Miss 
Rawdon,  she  Avas  not  named  Frederica.  She 
had  invented  the  name.     She  Avas  a  AvidoAv — 

Florence  Raymond.  The  only  daughter,  only 
ciiild,  of  a  rich  and  tyrannical  father,  the  largest 
planter  in  the  Southern  country  (I  had  often 
heard  of  him),  and  the  most  violent  and  obsti- 

nate of  men.  She  married  for  love  at  si.xtcen, 
married  most  unhappily,  led  a  dreadful  life  ; 
Raymond  died  and  left  her  once  more  dependent 
upon  her  f  ither,  at  the  age  of  twenty-two.  Since 
then  three  years  had  passed.  Eighteen  months 
back  she  met  Avith  one  Avhom  it  Avas  ])lain  to 
see  that  she  adored.  I  Avould  have  needed  only 
to  hear  her  tone,  Avithout  catching  her  Avords, 
to  know  that  he  Avas  her  earthly  idol.  Very 
casually  she  mentioned  him  ;  Avith  a  rising  blush 
and  vailed  lids.  "^ly  father  at  first  ai)proved," 
she  said,  "of  our  acquaintance;  Ave  were  be- 

trothed Avith  his  consent ;  but  I  have  a  cousin, 

my  father's  ne])heAV,  Avho  is  a  Avretch,  a  miser- 
able creature,  Avhom  I  liaA'c  detested  since  I  Avas 

in  my  cradle.  He  hates  me  too,  but  he  loves 
my  fortune.  Disappointed  by  my  first  marriage, 
he  counted  upon  making  his  Avay  now.  Again 
baifled,  he  crcjjt  to  my  father  Avith  lies,  only  too 
Avell  calculated  to  inflame  and  anger  a  person 
easily  prejudiced.  You  can  guess  the  rest.  I 
Avas  to  have  been  married  on  that  very  evening, 
ten  days  ago,  Avhich  you  asked  me  last  night  if 
I  remembered,  instead  of  Avhich,  I  Avas  flying 
like  a  culprit  from  my  home,  owing  to  the  kind- 

ness of  a  stranger  my  escape  from  persecution 
or  a  marriage  Avith  a  man  my  A-eiy  soul  abhors. 
Yes,  my  father  required  that  I  should  give  m}^ 
hand  to  his  nephew  ;  he  actually  thought — de- 

sired—  that  I  should  exchange  a  husband  as 

quietly  as  one  does  a  chair  or  table,  or  a  serA^aut, 
Avho  happens  not  to  suit  you  or  your  friends  !" 

"And  Avhere  AA-as  he?"  I  asked,  forcing  my 
})arched  tongue  to  speak,  Avhen  she  paused,  in- 

dignant and  oA'ercomc. 
"  What  he  ?  Alfred  ?"  and  she  colored  crim- 

son as  she  spoke  his  name  for  the  first  time. 
"  What  could  he  do  ?  He  is  as  poor  as  I  am, 
in  reality.  He  can  not —  Would  it  be  right  for 
him  to  put  an  eternal  barrier  betAVcen  my  father 

and  myself?" My  lip  curled,  perhaps  involuntarily. 
"  Don't  blame  him ! "  she  cried  ,  "1  convey  a 

Avrong  impression  if  you  consider  him  merce- 
nary. Would  I  not,  probably,  in  future  years, 

think  him  selfishly  imprudent  to  have  deprived 

me  of  my  inheritance  for  his  sake  ?"  These 
AVords  were  not  hers ;  she  had  heard  them  be- 

fore, and  repeated  them  like  a  lesson.  "  My 
fiither  is  as  stern  and  inflexible  as  he  is  hasty. 
His  favorite  sister,  Avhose  life  he  had  saA-ed, 
Avhom  he  Avorshi))ed,  displeased  him  by  her 
marriage,  and  he  allowed  her  to  die  in  poA'erty 
and  unforgiven.  Mr.  Ashton  advised  too  that 
Ave  should  Avait,  that  Ave  should  hope  ;  he  res- 

cued me  from  my  father's  anger  and  his  fierce 
determination,  and  sent  me  quietly  here.  I  Avas 

going  mad  among  them  all." "At  least,  you  had  the  comfort  of  knowing 
yourself  beloved  ;  of  feeling  that,  although  apart, 
he  Avoiild  be  faithful  and  true  to  you.  There  is 
consolation  in  that,"  I  said,  slowly. 
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She  turned  upon  me,  tears  in  her  eyes.  ' '  Yes," 
she  said,  simply,  but  with  effort,  and  sighed  as 
if  slie  felt  great  comfort  indeed. 

"  lie  Avill  come  with  Mr.  Ashton  to  visit  }  ou 

perhaps  ?"  I  pursued.  "  There  will  be  no  great 
danger  or  trouble  in  such  a  step." "You  tease  me,"  Florence  said;  for  now  I 
shall  call  her  by  her  true  name. 
"How?" 
"  I  don't  like  your  tone — you  mean  more  and 

something  besides  what  you  express.  You  are 
unkind.  "  What  a  child  I  am  !"  she  interrupt- 

ed herself — "  A  widow,  twenty-five  years  old, 
and  as  full  of  sickly  sentiment  as  a  girl  of  fifteen  ! 
You  must  forgive  me.  I  can  not  tell  why  I 
have  taken  the  liberty  of  confiding  in  you  ;  for- 

get, if  you  can,  all  that  I  have  said.  I  am  be- 
having like  a  heroine  of  romance.  Look  upon 

me  as  a  prosaic  reality,  and  pardon  my  forward- 
ness and  want  of  delicacy.  I  am  amazed  at 

myself  as  much  as  you  must  be  at  me." 
She  rose  and  bowed.    I  caught  her  hand. 
"  Sit  down — pray  sit  down  again,"  I  pleaded. 

"Indeed  you  wrong  me,  you  misunderstand 
me.  Can  you  suppose  me  insensible  to  the 
trust,  the  honor  you  have  shown  me  ?" 

I  spoke  Avitli  warmth  and  sincerity.  I  reas- 
sured her.  We  talked  on  for  long  hours.  I 

wanted  to  be  convinced  of  what  I  suspected. 
Not  from  idle  curiosity,  but  from  the  strong, 
the  intense  desire  to  know  if  her  lover  was  really 
true  to  her,  or  if,  in  this  time  of  trial  and  dismay, 
he  had  abandoned  her  because  the  fortune  was 
insecure. 

She  defended  him  and  herself  bravely ;  pride 
and  love  were  both  in  arms ;  w'oman's  vanity 
and  passionate  devotion  helped  her  long  to  keep 
her  secret,  but  I  held  it  at  last.  This  had 
been  the  crowning  drop  in  her  cup  of  bitter- 

ness. Iler  father's  unfounded  wrath  against 
her  lover,  his  anger  with  herself,  his  threats  of 
forcing  her  to  marry,  his  violence,  her  cousin's 
hateful  attentions — all,  all  had  been  borne,  not 
meekh' — for  one  could  easily  see  Florence  w^as 
no  creature  of  angelic  temperament — but  these 
could  be  borne  and  they  were,  till  he,  the  loved 
one,  the  adored  of  her  heart,  spoke  to  her  of  a 
necessity  for  separation.  He  loved  her  —  he 
would  never,  could  never  love  again — but  fate 
divided  them.  He  was  poor,  had  no  profes- 

sion, lazy  (she  acknowledged),  a  spoiled  child, 
used  to  luxury — what  could  they  do,  if  they  did 
marry  ?  "  And  then,"  she  sighed,  "  my  temper 
is  so  uneven.  I  am  naturally  so  rebellious. 
He  has  had  such  trouble  with  me,  poor  fellow  !" 

"  Ah  !  he  is  very  amiable  ?"  I  suggested. 
She  laughed  merrily.  It  was  the  first  laugh 

I  ever  heard  from  her  lips — a  lingering,  music- 
al, merry  laugh.  She  stopped,  as  if  shocked 

at  herself,  but  also  as  if  she  could  not  have 
helped  it.  "Amiable  !  I  don't  think  he  could 
spell  the  word !  He  could  not,  I  verily  believe, 
get  as  near  to  the  thing  as  that." 

I  shook  my  head  doubtingly. 
"I  don't  care  to  have  him  amiable :  he  suits 

mo  as  he  is." 

She  would  say  no  more.  I  prudently  stopped  ; 
and  there  our  conversation  ended. 

Need  I  say  what  my  thoughts  were  ?  I  hoped 
he  might  i)rove  all  I  thought  him  to  be — and. 
Heaven  knows,  this  "Alfred"  was  a  monster  of 
selfishness  and  ingratitude  to  my  mind. 

We  were  drawn  together  still  more,  of  course, 
by  this  confidence,  and  dangerous  to  me  was 
the  intimacy  which  now  ensued.  Hopeless  as 
I  felt  my  passion,  I  could  not  give  it  up,  nor 
even  try  to  conquer  it.  How  often  I  repeated 
the  old  adage,  "Many  a  heart  is  caught  in  the 
rebound;"  and  how  selfishly  I  prayed  that  the 
unworthy,  the  unfeeling  creature  (for  such  I 
unhesitatingly  con-sidered  him),  might  never 
again  claim  the  hand  I  longed  to  call  my  own. 

I  meant  to  wait  jiatiently.  I  never  intend- 
ed to  declare  my  love  until  circumstances  had 

finally  separated  her  from  even  the  memory 
of  the  past.  I  should  surround  her  with  every 
proof  of  my  devotion  without  speaking  it ;  but 
my  resolutions  ended  as  such  resolutions  al- 

ways must  end. 
The  time  Avas  approaching  for  us  all  to  quit 

Ashton  Hall — I  had  already  staid  longer  than 
the  usual  duration  of  my  visits.  Charley  Ben- 

son had  left ;  the  party  was  breaking  u]) ;  Mrs. 
Ashton  was  looking  out  for  her  lord,  and  mat- 

ters could  not  go  on  in  this  dreamy  way  forever. 
Florence  had  no  plans ;  she  depended  upon  Mr. 
Ashton  ;  she  had  had  no  letters  from  any  one  ; 
the  temporary  excitement  produced  by  her  rev- 

elations to  me,  which,  unburdening  her  mind, 
made  her  feel  less  solitary  and  care-worn,  had 
in  a  measure  passed  away.  She  was  very  sad  ; 
it  maddened  me  to  sec  her  so  miserable,  to  feel 
that  she  was  lavishing  a  wealth  of  tenderness 
I  v/ould  have  periled  life  and  soul  to  gain, 
upon  a  cold,  ne-dectful,  calculating  man,  who, 
knowing  her  anxiety  and  unhappiness,  made  no 
eflbrt  to  comfort  or  rescue  her.  I  could  stand 
it  no  longer ;  I  told  her  I  loved  her,  and  I  be- 

sought her  to  forget  him  and  to  listen  to  me. 
Her  eyes  fixed  themselves  gravely,  sadly,  in- 

quiringly, uj^on  my  eager,  flushed,  excited  face. 
I  was  cold  and  hot  all  at  once. 

"  Arc  you  in  earnest?"  she  asked,  at  last. 
Heaven  knows  what  I  answered — what  I  said. 
She  was  not  angry,  but  she  grew  very  pale, 

and  her  words  were  cold  yet  kind.  She  told 
me  how  much  she  had  trusted  me,  how  much 

she  had  relied  uj)on  my  friendship.  "This 
must  end  now.  I  must  give  up  an  intercourse 
fraught  with,  dangers  to  us  both."  My  heart beat. 

"Yes,"  she  continued,  answering  my  eyes, 
for  my  tongue  said  nothing.  "Yes.  To  both. 
I  am  not  a  simpleton  altogether.  Friendship 
between  a  man  and  a  woman  is  by  no  means 
impossible  nor  impracticable  until  the  word 
'  love'  is  mentioned.  Then,  incessant  dangers 
arise — dangers  of  all  sorts.  It  matters  not  how 
strong  may  be  his  resolutions  never  to  repeat 
the  fatal  syllable — it  luiil  come  ;  it  matters  not 
how  engrossingly  she  may  be  attached  else- 
wdiere.    Madame  de  Meuilles  has  said,  '  A  wo- 
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man  often  resists  the  passion  she  feels;  seldom 
the  passion  she  inspires.'  There  is  something 
very  sweet,  very  powerful,  in  the  conviction 
that  one  is  seriously  loved.  Spoken  or  un- 

spoken it  carries  its  way.  I  will  not  expose 
myself  to  any  such  formidable  cueuuj.  As  usual, 
I  am  candid.  I  do  not  love  you,  but  I  do  be- 

lieve tluit  you  love  me.  I  am  very,  very  much 
grieved  that  it  should  be  so.  Is  it  my  fault  ? 
is  it  yours  ?  You  were  warned,  you  were  armed 
against  such  a  folly.  I  have  one  comfort — 
quickly  as  it  came,  so  quickly  will  it  go." 

"Never.    You  arc  my  first  love — you  shall 
be  my  last." 
■  She  smiled. 

"  You  do  not  believe  me  ?" 
"  All  men  say  this  to  every  woman.  Nearly 

every  Avoman  says  it  to  any  man  whom  she 
loves.    It  is  considered  a  necessary  fiction." 

I  buried  my  head  in  my  hands ;  I  did  not 
care  to  argue  the  point. 

She  withdrew  my  hands  gently  from  my  face. 
"Pray  don't,"  I  said ;  "  for  I  did  not  choose that  even  she  should  see  the  tears  that  dimmed 

my  eyes.  Oh !  what  a  fool  I  am  to  recall  all 
this  !  Those  were  the  saddest  and  yet  the  hap- 

piest moments  of  my  life.  Sad,  because  reason 
told  me  that  I  was  destined  to  disappointment ; 
happy,  because  hoi)e  never  quite  dies  so  long 
as  there  is  life — and  life  for  me  was  in  her  pres- 

ence, the  silence  of  her  lover,  the  faintest  gesture 
of  her  white  hand,  our  separation  from  every 
one  about  us,  the  curve  of  her  red  lip,  the  gleam 
of  her  dark  eye,  the  low,  sweet,  mournful  ca- 

dence of  her  expressive  voice.  I  slumbered 
and  floated  along.  Time  enough  to  awaken 
when  some  change  or  accident  should  arouse 
me.  I  just  held  on  to  the  passing  moments 
and  never  looked  ahead. 

How  kind  she  was  —  how  noble  —  how  true! 
After  urging  me  to  go,  to  leave  Ashton,  and 
finding  me  determined  to  stay,  she  seemed  to 
adojit  my  own  ideas,  and  to  let  things  take  their 
natural  course. 

"You  are  obstinate,"  she  said,  "and  I  am 
weak.  Listen  to  wisdom  you  will  not ;  pru- 

dence you  scorn.  /  can  not  go,  and  I  have 
not  the  courage,  the  energy  to  avoid  you.  On 
your  own  head  be  the  consequences;"  and  she 
began  to  talk  of  literature,  music,  any  thing. 

Well,  the  end  was  near  at  hand ;  it  came. 
I  had  noticed  a  growing  impatience  in  my  idol, 
a  restlessness  of  manner,  a  petulance,  which  she 
instantly  repented  and  repeated.  She  would  look 
earnestly  at  me,  and  then  impatiently  withdraw 
her  gaze.  She  did  not  speak  crossly  to  me,  but 
her  thoughts  were  hard,  sneering,  bitter,  and  so 
expressed  themselves  of  her  own  self  and  of 
others.  At  length,  one  evening,  again  we  sat 
upon  that  rustic  bench  overlooking  the  lazily 
flowing  river,  and  Florence's  dark  eyes  watched 
the  setting  sun,  as,  like  a  ball  of  fiercely  heated 
iron,  he  drop])ed  behind  tlic  trees. 

The  dewy  shades  of  night  softly  crept  down 
and  spread  around  us  :  what  possessed  me  I  do 
not  know ;  but  I  felt  that  a  crisis  was  at  hand. 

and  something  forced  me  to  s])eak  once  more 
of  the  love  which  was,  I  saw,  filling  my  very  ex- 

istence. I  poured  out  burning  words  of  passion- 
ate aficction — I  called  her  cold,  cruel;  1  accused 

her  of  trilling  with  me.  I  sneered  at  her  cal- 
lousness. Heaven  knows  what  follies  I  uttered. 

I  was  fierce  and  bitter.  Through  it  all  slie 
never  moved  nor  spoke.  At  length  I  paused, 
and  then  her  low,  sweet  voice  broke  upon  the 
silence  which  followed,  like  a  strain  of  angelic 
melody  after  a  crash  of  noise  and  confusion. 

"I  thank  you,"  she  said,  "for  arousing  me 
just  as  I  was  about  to  place  my  feet  upon  the 
verge  of  a  i)recipice.  I  am  still  stunned  by  the 
sense  of  the  danger  I  have  escaped,  and  am 
equally  divided  between  gratitude  to  you  for  do- 

ing me  this  service  and  terror  at  my  own  im- 
l)rudence.  Do  you  understand  me  ?  I  can  ex- 

press myself  very  freely  now,  for  I  am  safe. 
Have  you  been  so  blind  as  not  to  have  perceived 
that  during  the  past  day  or  two  a  change  had 
come  over  me?  Do  you  remember  what  I  said 
to  you  when  first  you  declared  your  love  ?  I 
feared  for  us  both :  however  vaguely  for  my- 

self, still  an  instinct  bade  me  be  wise  and  avoid 
you.  I  neglected  the  warning — and  you,  in- 

sensibly, grew  upon  me  each  moment."  I 
would  have  seized  her  hand — she  resolutely 
withdrew  it :  my  blood  danced  and  bubbled  in 
my  veins — she  went  on,  calmly,  and  each  word 
she  uttered  fell  in  measured  accents,  without 
a  shade  of  emotion. 

"I  began  to  draw  comparisons  between  you 
and — some  one.  He  lost  by  the  contrast,  and 
you  gained.  Your  unselfish,  imcxacting,  eager, 
and  respectful  devotion,  the  sympathy  you  felt, 
the  evident  determination  which  you  sliowed  to 
convince  me  of  your  love,  by  respecting  my 
])Osition  and  leaving  to  time  to  work  a  change 
in  my  feelings,  if  change  there  ever  would  be, 
gave  me  so  much  pleasure,  touched  me  so  fatal- 

ly, that  my  mind  has  been  a  chaos  of  remorse, 
happiness,  doubt,  determination.  I  could  no 
more  unravel  it — this  tangled  skein  of  fifty  oi)po- 
site  feelings — than  I  could  make  that  sun  pause 
in  its  downward  course.  Your  hand  has  saved 
me  the  trouble.  What !  you  accuse  me  of  a 
want  of  faith  in  you,  because  I  do  not  believe 
your  love  eternal  after  a  three  weeks'  acquaint- 

ance !  You  call  me  callous,  because  I  did  not,  at 
your  first  Avords,  throw  myself  into  your  arms ! 
You  consider  me  heartless,  because  I  cling  to  a 
love  which  does  not  date  from  yesterday  !  I  am 
calculating,  because  I  have  been  deceived,  and 
fear  to  be  so  again  ;  tind,  last  of  all — worst  of  all 
— I  have  trifled  with  your  afiection — coquetted 
with  you !  I" — and  now  her  words  came  fast 
and  indignantly — "I,  who  bared  my  inmost 
feelings  to  you,  a  stranger;  who  accepted  you 
as  my  friend  on  the  faith  of  your  honest  eyes, 
and  your  own  Avishes  —  disregarding  the  half- 
uttered  warnings  of  Caroline  Ashton,  who,  in 
our  few  conversations,  has  insinuated  that  your 
reputation  as  a  flirt  Avas  only  to  be  equaled  by 
your  A-anity  and  your  inordinate  love  of  con- 

quest !    Mrs.  Ashton  too,  has  kindly  hinted  a 
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few  such  specks  upon  your  excellence.  Regard- 
less of  them,  I  chose  to  judge  for  myself,  and 

this  is  my  reward.    Hush  !  not  a  word." But  I  would  speak,  I  would  not  be  silent.  I 

implored  her  forgiveness. 
"I  forgive  you,"  she  said;  "I  freely  forgive 

von.  More  than  that,  I  thank  you.  You  have 
taught  me  a  lesson.  I  read  your  character 
aright  now.  How  many  days  have  I  been 
dreaming?" — she  counted  them  off  on  her  fiu- 
gei-s — "  Saturday,  Sunday,  Monday — and  this  is 
Tuesday — four  days  I  have  loved  you — loved  you 
in  spite  of  memory,  prudence,  delicacy — every 
thing:  what  is  more,  I  love  you  still,  and  I 
don't  believe  in  you.  Your  vanity  alone  has 
])een  touched.  The  scales  have  fallen  from  my 
eyes.  Were  I  to  promise  now  to  be  yours,  my 
charm  Avould  dej^art." 

I  caught  her  in  my  arms.  She  remained 
thus  a  moment,  and  her  heart  beat  against  mo 
with  a  wild  flutter,  although  she  was  motionless 
as  a  statue. 

"  Be  mine  !"  I  said ;  "  tell  me  so  at  once — be- 
lieve in  me,  trust  to  me  !"  I. scarcely  dared  to 

tighten  my  grasp  about  her,  she  was  such  a  will- 
ful creature — and  I,  who  never  feared  man  or 

v,'oman,  I  feared  her.  She  bewildered  me :  I 
knew  she  was  in  earnest,  perfectly  sincere  in 
what  she  said,  and  yet  how  understand  such 
reckless  inconsistency?  Her  distracting  lips 
parted  in  a  half-sigh,  and  she  looked  up  at  me 
as  if  she  hated  herself  and  hated  me,  and  yet 
— and  yet — I  bent  down  and  kissed  her.  Never, 
while  I  live,  will  the  memory  of  tliat  kiss  leave 
me.  It  burned  into  my  heart,  and  the  scar  is 
there  still. 

"Arc  you  mine?"  I  said,  softly. 

"  No."' "Then  why  are  you  l^cre?"  and  I  drew  her 
more  closely  to  mo. 

She  disengaged  herself  suddenly  and  fiercely 
from  my  embrace. 

"I  despise  you,"  she  said,  "for  your  want 
of  appreciation  of  what  you  should  commend. 
Would  you  love  me  if  I  were  so  lightly  won — 
I,  the  affianced  wife  of  another  man,  caught,  in 

three  weeks,  by  a  stranger's  flattery  and  sym- 
pathy ?  How  could  you  trust  me  in  time  your- 

self if  you  found  me  so  careless  now — so  easy 
to  woo,  so  easy  to  win  ?  What  is  your  love 
worth  if  it  be  given  so  freely  to  one  who  would 
prove  herself  unworthy  in  thus  dishonorably  ac- 

cepting it  ?  Am  I  disengaged  from  tics  that, 
but  for  accidents,  would  now  be  indissoluble  ? 
Will  you  not  let  me  decently  bury  one  love 
— if  it  is  to  be  buried — before  I  welcome  an- 

other ?" 
"  I  will  Avait  an  eternity  if  you  but  give  me 

hope — a  certainty — in  the  future." 
"  Do  I  know  myself?  Do  you  know  your- 

self? Three  weeks  since  you  had  never  seen 
me  ;  three  weeks  since  I  was  on  the  eve  of 
marriage  with  a  man  whom  I  loved  fervently. 
Should  one  trust  to  such  hasty  passion  as  now 
actuates  us  ?  Had  we  not  better  test  ourselves 

by  a  better  knowledge  of  each  other,  by  time  ?" 

"  Time  !"  I  repeated,  scornfully.  "  Is  time 

the  only  test  of  love  ?" "In  our  case  it  would  be  very  well  to  try 

it." 

"  And  how  long  will  this  test  endure  ?" 
"  Can  I  tell  ?  It  is  no  light  thing,  Fred"— 

and  her  voice  seemed  to  caress  my  name  as  she 
uttered  it;  "it  is  no  light  thing  to  love  as  I 
have  loved.  My  love  has  cost  me  too  much  to 
be  lightly  given  up  or  lightly  considered.  It 
has  been  to  me  the  source  of  more  tears  than 
smiles  ;  and  perhaps  that  is  why  it  has  been, 
and  is,  so  mighty.  Your  tenderness  has  re- 

freshed me  like  a  spring  in  the  desert ;  your 
very  look  of  admiration  when  I  speak,  or  when 
your  eye  catches  mine  ;  the  consciousness  that, 
do  what  I  will,  you  find  me  charming,  is  very 
delightful  to  one  accustomed  to  meet  with  re- 

proof oftener  than  i)raise  —  averted  looks  more 
than  lingering  glances.  Yet,  can  I  forget  that 
time  was  when  his  gaze  dwelt  as  fondly  upon 
my  face,  and  his  voice  spoke  the  devotion  he 
felt  ?  You  do  not  yet  see  my  faults — he  docs. 
Perhaps  that  is  the  only  diflerence  between 

you." 

"  You  can  not  expect  me  to  listen  to  this." 
"  Hear  me  to  the  end.  He  has  so  long  ruled 

my  thoughts,  my  actions,  my  heart — what  if  his 
dominion  be  as  strong  as  ever  ?  Suppose  what 
I  feel  for  you  is  a  mere  ephemeral  fancy — sup- 

pose I  mistake  gratitude  for  your  sympathy, 
pleasure  in  your  society,  rest  after  much  weari- 

ness, for  love,  and,  twice  perjured,  awake  to  a 
morbid  regret,  to  an  undying  remorse  ?  I  am 
pledged — I  am  bound.  He  may  make  me  un- 

happy; but  till  he  releases  me  I  am  his,  and 
can  not  with  honor  break  my  bonds." Silently  I  dropped  her  hand  from  my  clasp  ; 
but  she  took  mine  and  pressed  it  warmly,  and 
then  hesitatingly  carried  it  to  her  lips,  and  a 
tear  fell  upon  it  as  it  rested  there.  I  wish  she 
or  I  had  died  just  then  ! 

An  approaching  step  startled  us.  It  was  a 
servant  breathlessly  arriving,  and  the  bearer  of 
a  request  from  his  mistress  that  Miss  Rawdon 
would  come  in  as  quickly  as  possible. 

"Any  thing  the  matter?"  I  asked,  while  a 
vague  foreboding  of  evil  instinctively  possessed me. 

"  His  master  would  be  here  presently,"  the 
man  said ;  and  "  a  woman  had  come  with 
trunks  for  Miss  Rawdon." 

I  motioned  the  servant  away.  Florence  took 
my  arm.  She  was  pale  as  death  and  absolute- 

ly silent.  Neither  of  us  uttered  one  word  as 
we  slowly  walked  up  that  path.  Once  only  she 
bent  her  eyes  on  mine.  Neither  of  us  com- 

mented on  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Ashton,  or  the 
news  that  he  might  bring. 

There  was  bustle  and  confusion  awaiting  us. 
Mrs.  Ashton  looked  half-annoyed,  half-pleased. 

"  So  the  mystery  is  solved,  Mrs.  Rcupnond  T 
she  exclaimed,  with  a  smile,  and  kissing  her 
guest  affectionately.  "  I  have  had  a  talk  with 
your  maid,  who  has  just  come  with  your  lug- 

gage, and  very  indiscreetly  and  innocently  told 



now  I  fel; 

mc  a  great  deal  about  you.  Caroline  and  I 
would  have  kept  your  secret  very  safely,  had 
you  told  us  ;  but  ]\[r.  Ashton  has  sent  on  a  lit- 

tle note  which  partly  exi)lains  why  you  M  ishcd 
to  1)0  quiet  and  unknown,  and  from  what  he 
says  I  think  your  troubles  arc  over,  my  dear  ; 
and  I  congratulate  you." 

This  was  in  a  half-whisper  ;  but  I  caught  the 
words. 

"  Here  is  a  letter  for  you,  too.  I  don't  think 
you  need  to  wonder  who  it  is  from  ;"  and  nod- 

ding to  Florence  significantly,  the  good  lady 
drew  me  away  into  the  porch. 

"  A  queer  business  all  this  !"  she  said.  "  I 
am  glad  to  see,  at  last,  to  the  bottom  of  it.  I 
have  often  heard  Mr.  Ashton  speak  of  her  fa- 

ther. He  is  a  dreadfully  violent  man  ;  and  I 
suppose  he  would  have  been  fully  capable  of 
coming  here  and  shooting  her,  or  Lord  knows 
what."  She  talked  on.  I  heard  a  confused 
murmur  of,  "Given  his  consent,"  "A  widow — 
Mrs.  Raymond,"  "Found  out  his  nephew's  vil- 

lainy," "  Taken  one  of  his  sudden  turns,"  Mr. 
Ashton,"  "  Her  maid  has  a  very  long  tongue," 
"  Servants  know  every  thing,"  "  Couldn't  help 
listening,"  "She  had  puzzled  us  so  much." 
Finally  she  wound  up  :  "  Are  you  not  surprised 
to  hear  that  she  is  a  widow,  and  just  going  to 
be  married  again  ?  If  she  had  been  prettier  I 
might  feel  very  anxious  for  you,  Mr.  Leicester; 
and  I  am  afraid  she  is  a  great  flirt." 

I  made  a  gesture  of  warning,  for  Florence 
stood  in  the  door-way. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  you,  Mr.  Leicester,"  she said. 
Her  voice  was  husky.  I  followed  her  into 

the  empty  drawing-room. 
"  He  is  coming  with  Mr.  Ashton.  They  will 

be  here  in  an  hour."  She  spoke  abruptly,  im- 
petuouslv. 

"Weil?" 
She  looked  at  me  wildly,  despairingly. 
"What  shall  I  do?" 
"It  is  for  you  to  decide." 
"For  me!  Do  you  not  know  that  I  am  a 

slave — that  I  am  the  victim  of  an  infatuation 
that  I  can  not  conquer.  One  cold,  searching 
glance  of  his  steady  eyes  will  make  me  fall 
again  under  his  control,  as  powerless  as  the 
bird  charmed  by  a  serpent.  I  have  no  will 
where  his  is  exerted.  My  vacillation,  my  weak- 

ness, are  Avortliy  of  his  contempt ;  and  I  have 
not  the  courage  to  tell  him  that  I  no  longer 
love  him.  I  can  not  tell  him  that  a  stranger 
lias  supplanted  him.  And  do  I  know  if  you 
have!  Frederick,  pity  me;  do  not  judge  me 
harshly.  I  have  suffered  so  much,  I  have  loved 
so  much,  that  I  can  not  analyze  my  feelings  nor 
understand  them.  I  have  meant  to  act  honora- 

bly by  you,  by  him,  by  myself ;  and  I  am  wreck- 
ed, wrecked,  wrecked !" 
"Do  you  forgive  me?"  she  asked,  after  a 

pause. 
"Freely.  Can  you  forgive  yourself  for  what 

you  are  about  to  do  ?  I  do  not  ask  you  from  a 
selfish  motive,  but  will  you  not  be  deceiving  him?" 
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"Of  (;oursc,  I  will!"  she  exclaimed,  passion- 
ately. "He  trusts  mc  so  entirely,  and  never 

d()ul)ts  my  constancy !" 
"  How  much  of  this  trust  is  to  be  attributed 

to  his  own  j)ersonal  vanity,  and  the  satisfied  con- 
viction that  he  is  too  superior  to  be  forsaken  ?  I 

do  not  accuse  him;  I  only  put  the  question. 
And  do  you  really  think  he  has  been  true  to 
you  ?  Have  you  already  forgotten  how  he  be- 

haved in  the  time  of  your  trial  and  trouble  ?  his 
arguments?  his  prudential  considerations? 

"  Hush  !  Don't  remind  mc." 
"Florence!"  I  said,  and  I  took  her  trem- 

bling, cold  little  hand,  "1  have  never  loved  till 
now.  I  am  very  young,  but  I  shall  never  love 
again.  This  is  the  crisis  of  your  fate  and  of 
mine.  Be  true  to  what  is  true.  Whatever 
your  decision,  I  am  yours  for  life.  Yours  to 
have  you  mine ;  or  yours  at  a  distance,  and  as 
strangers  before  the  world  and  in  the  Avorld. 
God  bless  you,  and  guide  you  rightly!  for  you 
hold  in  your  hands  the  earthly  happiness  of  two 

human  beings — your  own  and  mine." 
"And  his,"  she  murmured. 
I  made  no  answer,  for  I  would  not  say  what 

I  really  thought.  We  stood  side  by  side,  her 
eyes  bent  down,  and  her  whole  figure  relaxed and  weary. 

Suddenly  she  started,  shuddering. 
"I  must  leave  you."  She  passed  her  hand 

across  her  brow,  as  if  to  rid  herself  of  some  tor- 
menting vision,  and  forced  a  smile.  "Look  at 

me  for  the  last  time  in  this  shabby  gown.  This 
was  one  of  my  minor  trials;  I  had  to  abandon 
my  wardrobe  when  I  ran  away,  and  I  have  a 
taste  for  magnificence.  I  must  '  make  a  toilet' for  the  first  time  in  three  weeks.  Three  weeks 
only,  is  it !  It  seems  as  if  a  whirlwind  had 

swept  me  through  long  ages !" She  was  gone. 
The  butler  brought  in  extra  candles.  The 

rooms  wore  a  look  of  fete  and  preparation.  I 
wandered  listlessly  out  of  the  house.  I  went 
back  to  that  memorable  bench.  Wild,  impos- 

sible thoughts  chased  each  other  through  my 
brain,  such  as — no !  I  can  not  describe,  I  would 
not  describe  what  I  felt,  what  I  contemplated. 
Hours  wore  away. 

Back  to  society  and  its  claims.  Mr.  Ashton 
had  no  doubt  already  arrived  with  his  guest, 
and,  of  course,  there  were  good-natured  inqui- 

ries going  on  as  to  my  absence.  I  cared  very 
little  for  their  remarks,  but  better  brave  it  at 
once. 

I  was  very  deliberate,  very  careful :  Avcnt  to 
my  room  and  arranged  my  dress ;  I  think  I 
brushed  my  hair  unintermittingly  tor  ten  min- 

utes. I  recollect  how  slowly  I  went  down  stairs, 
never  pausing,  but  secretly  anxious  to  delay  the 
moment. 

So  that  was  Alfred  Varnham!  He  was 
talking  to  Mrs.  Ashton.  He  was  handsome, 
dark,  high-bred,  calm,  grave,  cold  as  a  cold 
man  can  be,  courteous  withal,  graceful  and  gen- tle. 

I  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Ashton  :  Where 
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had  I  been?"  "Asleep."  Well,  I  had  been 
dreaming,  so  my  conscience  only  winced. 

I  was  i)resented  to  JMr.  Varnham.  I  saw  a 
smile  exchanged  betu-een  Laura  Hamilton  and 
Carry  Ashton.  Not  a  muscle  quivered — and 
this  was  the  man  she  loved. 

I  answered  mechanically  and  correctly,  put 
questions  de  rifjueur,  made  j^hrascs  of  politeness, 
and  inwartlly  repeated,  "  She  loves  this  man  ! 
she  loves  this  man  !" 

"Mrs.  Kaymond  will  not  sing,  papa,"  Caro- 
line Ashton  said,  "although  you  have  just  re- 

vealed to  us  what  a  musician  she  is,  and  begged 

the  favor,  through  me,  of  one  song!" 
"Oil,  she  must  consent!"  Mr.  Ashton  ex- 

claimed. "I  must  try  my  personal  persua- 

sions." I  followed  his  footsteps  with  my  eyes.  Mr. 
Varnham  returned  to  his  hostess,  and  Caroline 
drew  me  aside,  whispering,  "Have  you  seen her  ?  What  a  transformation !  Dress  and 
brighter  ho])es  have  turned  our  plain  miss-tery 
into  a  married  beauty." 

Then  I  saw  her,  but  not  distinctly.  There 
v/as,  as  it  were,  a  field  of  strange  va]3or  between 
us,  and  I  perceived  a  radiant  figure,  differing  so 
widely  from  my  late  grave,  quiet  companion, 
that  I  could  with  difficulty  recognize  her. 

The  color  of  her  gown  was  blue,  and  it  had 
broad  white  silvery  bands,  shimmering  and 
glistening  like  melted  stars.  Her  shoulders 
were  bare,  so  were  her  glorious  arms ;  I  had 
never  seen  them  uncovered  before,  and  they 
were  dazzling.  Her  hair  was  dressed  in  some 
peculiar  fashion ;  of  course,  in  these  days  it 
would  seem  hideous  and  awkward,  but  it  was 
very  beautiful  then,  those  piles  of  massive 
braids,  crowning  her  head,  with  a  soft  curl 
peeping  out  here  and  there,  and  then  one  half- 
falling  as  if  to  kiss  the  white  neck  that  carried 
itself  so  proudly. 

There  was  a  flush  upon  her  cheek,  a  grand 
light  in  her  large  eyes.  Gracious  Heaven! 
Jiow  madly  I  worshiped  her!  not  for  her  beau- 

ty— remember  I  loved  her  days  before,  and  di- 
vined her  power  before  she  ever  wielded  it. 

They  were  pressing  her  to  sing ;  the  whole 
party  urged  it.  "  Join  your  persuasions  to  ours, 
;Mr.  Leicester,"  Miss  Hamilton  called  out,  ma- 

liciously and  markedly. 
Florence  caught  my  eye ;  I  saw  her  color 

rise,  spread,  darken.  Varnham  slowly  glanced 
at  both  of  us. 

Florence  turned  to  the  harp  hastily,  saying, 
"  Since  you  all  wish  it,  but  I  am  out  of  prac- 
tice." A  graceful  woman  at  tlie  harp  is  a  very  beau- 

tiful sight.  I  wonder  now  to  see  girls  abandon- 
ing such  an  instrument  for  the  piano.  I  would 

like  to  prose  a  little  about  it  to  calm  down  my 
nerves.  I  had  not  thought  to  feel  so  very  deei)ly 
a  memory  which  dates  back  so  long. 

"What  shall  I  sing?"  she  said  to  Mr.  Ash- ton. 

"Let  me  see.  I  like  ballads,  you  know; 
none  of  your  fashionable  screechinas.  Nobody 

sings  Moore  so  well  as  you,  my  child.  Give  us 
'In  the  Morning  of  Life;'  you  sang  it  charm- 

ingly for  me  a  year  ago." 
I  don't  think  Florence  paused  to  remember 

the  significance  of  the  words  she  was  about  to 
utter,  as,  in  the  most  melodious  voice  that  ever 
charmed  vuj  ear,  she  began.  Moore's  melodies 
are  passed  away  now  ;  who  would  think  of  sing- 

ing— "  la  the  mornint?  of  life,  Tvhen  its  cares  are  unknown, 
And  its  pleasures  in  all  their  new  lustre  begin, 

When  we  live  in  a  bright,  beaming  world  of  our  own, 
And  the  light  that  surrounds  us  is  all  from  witliin ; 

Oh,  'tis  not,  believe  me,  in  that  happy  time 
We  can  love,  as  in  hours  of  less  transport  we  may; 

Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  'tis  the  gay  sunny  prime, 
But  affection  is  truest  when  these  fade  away. 

"When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by, 
Like  a  leaf  on  tlie  stream  that  will  never  return  : 

When  our  cup,  M-hich  had  sparkled  with  pleasure  so 
high, 

First  tastes  of  the  other^  the  dark-flowing  urn ; 
Then,  then  is  the  time  when  affection  holds  sway 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew; 
Love,  nursed  among  jileasures,  is  faithless  as  they, 

But  the  love  born  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true." 

Florence's  voice  trembled  as  she  pronounced 
this  last  line.  She  swept  the  chords  hurriedly, 
and  got  up.  A  murmur  of  admiration  was  in- 

terrupted b}'-  Mr.  Ashton  catching  her  hand. 
"But  the  third  verse,  my  dear;  you  must  not 

cheat  us." "I  don't  recollect  it ;  it  has  escaped  me." 
"How  does  it  go?"  he  continued;  "I  re- 

member the  last  of  it — 
"'So  it  is  not  mid  splendor,  prosperity,  mirth, 

That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  appears; To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  birth, 
But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by  tears.'  " 
Florence  shook  her  head.  "I  don't  trust  to 

my  memory ;  it  is  sometimes  faithless.  I  should 
never  sing  except  'by  book.'  Will  not  Miss 
Hamilton  kindly  replace  me  at  the  harp  ?  You 
do  yourself  injustice.  Sir,  in  wishing  to  hear  me 
when  some  are  present  who  put  my  poor  voice 

to  shame." Varnham  had  his  eyes  fixed  upon  Mrs.  Ray- 
mond as  she  spoke.  Without  looking  toward 

him,  she  seemed  to  know  that  he  was  watching 
her.  She  went  up  to  him  and  said  a  few  words. 
He  answered  in  still  fewer,  with  a  smile,  sweet 
on  the  surface,  icy  beneath.  Her  back  was 
turned  to  the  company.  I  saw  her  give  him 
an  imploring,  pleading  look.  His  lips  moved 
in  reply  to  her  silent,  earnest  appeal ;  then  he 
crossed  the  room  and  spoke  to  Miss  Ashton. 

She  stood  where  he  had  left  her,  pretending 
to  examine  the  flowers  on  the  table  against 
which  he  had  been  leaning. 

"  Come  into  the  piazza,"  I  said  to  her.  "The 
stars  are  very  bright,  the  sky  very  clear.  I  shall 
almost  be  able  to  count  the  diamonds  in  your 

bracelet  by  the  light." We  went  out  together. 
"Florence!  you  are  mad — or  I  am.  That 

man  does  not  love  you.  He  can  love  nothing 

but  himself." "Hush.!  it  is  not  honorable  to  speak  so;  it 
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is  not  like  you— it  is  not  you,  in  fact ;  you  are 
beside  yourself.  There  is  a  glitter  in  your  eyes 
— a  wildness  in  your  sjjcech.  He  has  noticed 
it ;  he  has  noticed  me.  There  is  no  deceiving 
him.    Already  he  suspects — " 

"So  mucli'lhe  better.  Make  his  suspicion 
a  certainty.    Florence,  have  you  decided  ?" "I  have." 

"And—"  my  life  hung  on  her  words. 
"Frederick,  we  must  i)art!" 
I  see  her  now,  as  she  stood  before  me  in  all 

lier  loveliness,  her  pride,  her  sorrow,  and  her 
strength. 

' '  Arc  you  dctennined  ?" 
"  It  must  be  so." 
"Then  I  shall  no  longer  importune  you." 
She  placed  her  hand  lightly  on  my  arm. 

"We  must  not  part  in  anger.  Later,  you  will 
understand  me ;  you  will  know  and  feel  how 
sorely  I  am  pressed,  how  sadly  tried.  There 
are  duties,  obligations,  memories,. which  must 
be  obeyed.  Turn  where  I  will,  I  am  hunted, 
pursued,  baffled,  beset  by  my  own  weakness  and 
the  power  of  others.  Don't  mistake  my  mean- 

ing. A  whisper,  a  hint  of  what  has  passed  be- 
tween us  would  Ibe  sufficient  to  break  my  pres- 

ent betrothal,  and  I  would  be  miserable.  So 
wayward,  so  uncertain  I  am — so  divided  be- 

tween two  strong  feelings — so  utterly  perplex- 
ed, that  this  calm  heaven  never  looked  down 

upon  a  more  troubled  and  distracted  spirit. 
Forget  me.  I  have  been  but  a  moment's  in- 

terest to  a  man,  young,  free,  with  the  Avorld 
before  him,  and  with  many  a  heart  ready  to 
exchange  itself  for  his  own.  I  am  older  than 
my  years,  saddened,  wearied,  disappointed.  Do 
not  desire  to  link  your  fresh  life  with  mine. 
Twice  I  have  loved ;  twice  I  have  learned  the 
bitterness  of  loving.  Is  it  in  myself?  is  it  my 
fate  ?  I  shall  never  keep  a  heart.  As  a  past 
dream  you  will  care  for  me,  and  talk  of  me, 
perhaps,  to  your  children.  -  But  to-night  we 
part.  I  beseech  you  to  leave  Ashton  to-mor- 

row. You  peril  my  peace  of  mind — you  will 
do  no  more.  No  earthly  power  can  shake  my 
resolve.  Am  I  right  ?  am  I  wrong  ?  God 
knows.    Farewell !" 

She  pressed  my  hand  with  convulsive  ener- 
gy ;  her  burning  lips  touched  my  brow,  and  I 

have  never  seen  Florence  Raymond  since  that 
hour. 
My  story  is  told.  V/hatever  blanks  of  im- 

portance, whatever  necessary  details  I  have 
omitted,  my  reader  will  kindly  supply.  I  am 
no  author ;  and  I  have  been  often  diffuse,  and 
again  too  succinct. 

Does  there  remain  any  thing  to  add?  She 
married,  she  lived,  she  died.  Was  she  happy? 
I  know  not.  Could  I  have  made  her  happier  ? 
Sometimes  I  think  so.  I  have  flirted  with 
many  a  girl  since  that  spring-time  at  Ashton 
Hall.  I  have  seen  many  handsome  women, 
and  fair  hands  have  furtively  slid  into  mine ; 
and  scarlet  lips  have  met  my  own,  and  bright 
eyes  have  smiled  and  wept,  they  said,  for  my 
sake.  But  to  no  other  ear  have  I  whispered 
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"  I  love  you  !"  and  I  am  the  last  of  my  name ; 
and  my  sister's  sons  will  live  here  when  the 
"old  man"  is  gone,  and  jestingly  rejoice  that 
he  never  loved  and  never  married. 

Vale  ! 

THE  TRIAL  AND  EXECUTION  OF 
JOHN  HUSS. 

THE  traveler  wlio  visits  to-day  the  old,  half- 
decayed  city  of  Constance,  will  meet,  not 

far  from  the  place  where  he  lands  on  the  shores 
of  the  lake,  a  huge,  warehouse-looking  build- 

ing, a  careful  inspection  of  which  will  reward 
his  curiosity.  More  than  four  hundred  years 
ago  it  presented  scenes  toward  which  the  eyes 
of  all  Christendom  were  directed  with  varied 
but  intense  interest.  Mounting  the  stairs  lead- 

ing to  the  second  story  of  this  immense  struc- 
ture— the  old  Ka? if- hems,  or  Market — the  visitor 

enters  a  vast  chamber,  where  the  Council  of 
Constance  was  once  assembled,  and  which  has 
been  rendered  ever  memorable  by  the  trial  of 
John  Huss  and  the  thrilling  eloquence  of  Jer- 

ome of  rraguc.  The  ceiling  is  very  low,  sup- 
ported by  heavy  wooden  pillars,  and  the  rough 

planks  of  the  floor  give  evidence  of  the  ruder 
age  in  which  they  were  first  laid.  The  visitor 
might  fancy  himself  in  some  neglected  ware- 

house loft,  only  that  yonder,  partitioned  off 
from  the  vast  space,  is  a  small  room  filled  with 
some  very  curious  and  touching  mementos  of 
the  Great  Council.  There  are  the  wax  figures 
of  Huss  and  Jerome,  the  first  bearing  the  fol- 

lowing record :  "  John  IIuss,  of  Hussinetz,  in 
Bohemia,  born  July  6,  1373,  Rector  of  the  Uni- 

versity, and  lecturer  at  Prague ;  burned  alive 
at  Constance,  in  consequence  of  the  order  of  the 
Council,  in  the  forty-second  year  of  his  age. 
His  last  words  were,  '  I  resign  my  soul  into  tlie 
hands  of  my  God  and  my  Redeemer.'  "  Even 
there,  in  the  hall  which  was  the  scene  of  his 

trial,  the  martyr's  memory  is  honored.  There 
is  a  model  of  the  dungeon  in  which  he  was  con- 

fined— a  living  sepulchre,  three  feet  by  ten ; 
and  there  is  the  hurdle  on  which  he  was  drawn 
to  the  scene  of  execution  ;  while  of  the  RontifF 
who  sought  to  make  him  the  scape-goat  for  his 
own  sins,  and  of  the  Emperor  who  blushed  at 

being  reminded  of  his  violation  of  Huss's  safe- 
conduct,  the  only  memorials  are  the  chairs  they 
occupied. 

Passing  along  the  streets,  lined  with  build- 
ings, many  of  them  untenanted,  v/e  reach,  on 

the  shores  of  the  lake,  the  Dominican  monas- 
tery in  which  Huss  was  confined,  and  in  whose 

damp  dungeon  he  contracted  that  torturing 
neuralgia  which  for  a  time  threatened  his  life, 
and  made  the  long  months  of  his  imprisonment 
one  continuous  living  martyrdom.  At  some 
distance  to  the  west  is  the  plain  stone  building 
where  Huss  first  found  lodgings  on  his  arrival 
at  Constance.  In  a  niche  of  the  wall  stands  a 
rude  stone  statue  of  the  reformer,  but  with  its 
features  still  distinct.  It  marks  the  dwelling 
yet  known  to  every  citizen  as  the  Huss  House. 
Still  farther  on,  and  outside  the  Gotleben  Gate, 
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amidst  cultured  gardens,  is  the  spot  where  the 

fagots  were  piled  and  the  martyr  suffered.  A 
deserted  Capuchin  monastery  stands  near  by,  a 
monument  of  the  past  and  a  symbol  of  the  pres- 

ent. The  whole  scene,  within  and  without  the 

walls,  is  quiet,  and  almost  desolate,  now;  but 
the  time  was  when  it  was  thronged  with  the 

wealth,  learning,  nobility,  and  power  of  Euro- 
pean Christendom.  Near  four  centuries  and  a 

half  ago  (1414)  kings,  princes,  nobles,  prelates, 
priests,  soldiers,  and  merchants  were  congre- 

gated there.  The  buildings  of  the  city  could 
not  accommodate  the  guests.  Booths  and  wood- 

en structures  of  all  kinds  were  erected  outside 
the  walls,  and  thousands  were  encamped  in  the 
adjoining  country.  The  whole  neighborhood 
presented  a  curious  and  novel  scene.  It  was  a 
miniature  Christendom.  There  was  the  sales- 

man with  his  wares,  the  prince  with  his  escort, 
the  magistrate  with  his  symbols  of  authority,  the 
servant  hastening  on  his  errands,  bishop  and 
presbyter,  lord  and  vassal,  soldiers  of  fortune, 
curiosity  hunters,  the  abandoned  and  the  profli- 

gate. Wealth  and  poverty,  splendor  and  mean- 
ness, learning  and  ignorance,  were  strangely 

blended.  The  eye  was  now  attracted  by  costly 
attire,  sparkling  with  jewels  and  glittering  with 
gold ;  and  now  repulsed  by  the  loathsome  forms 
of  indigence,  vice,  and  lust. 

Learning  was  represented  there.  In  the 
sen'ice,  but  not  in  serfdom  to  the  Pope,  might 
be  seen  Poggio  Bracciolini,  of  Florence,  one  of 
the  most  illustrious  scholars  of  his  day,  whose 
zeal  for  literature  was  rewarded  by  the  discov- 

ery of  many  lost  manuscripts  of  the  classics. 
There,  too,  was  Thierry  de  Niew,  secretary  to 
several  popes,  whose  memory  his  pen  has  conse- 

crated to  historic  infamy.  There  were  iEneas 
Sylvius,  less  renowned  as  pontiff  than  as  priest; 
Cardinal  Zabarella,  distinguished  for  his  virtues 
and  his  learning,  and  respected  by  all ;  Manuel 
Chrysoloras,  the  illustrious  scholar,  who  brought 
from  the  Eastern  Church  the  tribute  of  his  lit- 

erary renown. 
And,  besides  these,  there  were  Cardinal 

d'Ailly,  "the  eagle  of  France"  and  "anvil  of 
heretics;"  John  Gerson,  for  a  long  time  the 
master-spirit  as  well  as  most  eloquent  and  dis- 

tinguished member  of  the  Council ;  with  a  long 
list  of  representatives  from  the  universities  of 
Paris,  Cologne,  Vienna,  Prague,  Erfurt,  Bolog- 

na, Cracow,  and  Oxford. 
The  scene  was  magnificent  and  imjwsing. 

The  questions  that  had  drawn  together  the  vast 
assemblage  had  shaken  Europe  to  its  extremi- 

ties. Three  several  pontiffs  laid  claim  to  the 
tiara.  The  nations  were  rent  by  ecclesiastical 
dissensions.  Corruption  in  the  Church  and 
anarchy  in  the  State  had  reached  a  height  of 
profligate  and  unscrupulous  daring  that  was 
loudly  pronounced  to  be  intolerable  any  longer. 
The  whole  head  was  sick,  and  the  whole  heart 
faint.  Some  remedy  must  be  devised,  and  the 
doctors  of  Europe  met  at  Constance  to  draw  up 
the  Prescription. 

Bv.  another  matter,  almost  equally  grave  in 

the  eyes  of  the  Council,  was  the  popular  charge 
against  John  Huss.  Though  accused  of  heresy, 
his  crime  was  one  not  so  much  of  doctrine  as  of 
practice.  Except  on  the  single  point  of  the  su- 

preme authority  of  Scripture,  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  name  one  of  his  peculiar  viev/s  which 

had  not,  at  the  very  time,  bold  and  earnest  ad- 
vocates in  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  It  was 

only  after  his  arrest,  and  during  his  imprison- 
ment, that  he  avowed  his  adherence  to  the  Ca- 

lixtine  doctrine  of  the  Communion  of  the  Cup. 
He  had  exposed  pretended  miracles  ;  but  the 
Archbishop  of  Prague  had  sustained  him  in  it. 
He  had  rebuked  the  sale  of  indulgences ;  but  so 
had  Gerson.  He  had  laid  bare  the  rottenness 
of  pontifical  and  ecclesiastical  corruption ;  but 
Cardinal  d'Ailly  had  done  the  same.  He  had 
denounced  pontifical  canonizations  and  church 
festivals,  characterized  by  bacchanalian  orgies ; 
but,  with  more  caustic  sarcasm,  Clemengis  had 
set  him  an  example.  He  had  poured  forth  tor- 

rents of  eloquent  and  indignant  rebuke  upon  the 
papal  crusade  against  Ladislaus ;  but  Paletz, 
his  former  room-mate,  noAV  his  accuser,  had 
been  his  abettor.  His  crime — save  that,  phi- 

losophically, he  was  a  Realist — was  narrowed 
down  to  this :  He  would  not  bow  down  and 
acknowledge  as  infallible  the  image  of  its  own 
authority  which  the  Council  had  set  up  in  the 
place  of  the  vacant  pontificate. 

A  melancholy  interest  gathers  over  the  clos- 
ing scenes  in  this  fearful  tragedy  enacted  by  the 

Council.    Their  victim  is  no  common  man. 
His  whole  career,  from  the  hour  when  his  wid- 

owed mother,  with  her  cake  and  goose  as  a 
simple  present  for  tlio  rector,  set  out  with  him 
on  the  journey  from  Hussinetz  to  Prague,  en- 

lists our  sympathy,    Huss,  like  many  of  his  less 
distinguished  compeers,  was  a  charity  student. 
But  the  poor  boy  was  rich  in  the  noblest  gifts  of 
mind  and  heart.    To  his  dying  day  the  malice 
of  his  enemies  could  not  charge  him  with  a 
mean  or  wicked  act.    Calumny  left  his  private 
character  wholly  untouched.    His  patriotism 
miglit  be  termed  ambition,  and  his  zeal  for  a 
pure  Christianity  might  be  accounted  infidelity 
to  the  Church ;  but  his  lips  never  uttered  im- 

:  purity,  and  his  hand  never  held  a  bribe.  He 
was  liberal  to  the  extreme  of  prodigality,  but  in 
honesty  v/as  an  Aristides.    The  lessons  of  his 
pious  mother  were  rooted  deep  in  his  heart,  and 
no  allurements  or  temptations  could  shake  their 
hold  upon  his  conscience, 

j     He  was  not  long  in  rising  to  distinction, 
j  Among  the  thirty  thousand  students  of  the  uni- 
I  versity  he  soon  took  the  foremost  rank.  At 

1  twenty-six  years  of  age  he  became  the  Queen's 
j  confessor,  and  preached  before  the  court.  He 
was  little  more  than  thirty  when  he  was  chosen 

j  rector  of  the  university.    The  liberality  of  two 
citizens  of  Prague  built  for  him  the  Bethlehem 
Chapel.   It  was  crowded  to  overflowing  with  an 

I  eager  auditory.    The  preacher  spoke  with  an 

'  authority  and  eloquence  that  carried  all  before 
[  it.   At  this  juncture  the  widowed  Queen  of  En- 
i  gland  brought  back  with  her  the  writings  of 
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WicIilFe.  IIiiss  was  slow  to  approve  them ; 
but  tlic  more  he  read,  tlie  more  ho  liked  them. 
The  spirit  of  the  two  men  was  sympathetic.  He 
commended  the  writings  of  the  English  reform- 

er. Copies  were  multiplied.  Scores,  elegantly 
bound,  were  soon  in  circulation.  But  the  uni- 
A-ersity  took  the  alarm.  The  archliishop  de- 

manded that  the  books  should  be  brougiit  him, 
and  he  made  a  bonfire  of  them.  The  people 
were  exasperated.  The  King  remonstrated  with 
the  archbishop ;  but  the  large  secession  of  stu- 

dents, dissatisfied  with  the  patriotic  zeal  of 
Huss,  who  demanded  that  the  university  should 
be  subject  to  Bohemian  instead  of  German  con- 

trol, made  him  many  enemies.  He  was  accused 
of  heresy.  The  roi)e  sustained  the  charge  on  a 
prejudiced  trial,  and  forbade  Huss  to  preach. 
He  was  forced,  at  length,  to  leave  the  city.  But 
he  would  not  be  silent.  He  was  still  busy  with 
tongue  and  pen.  In  dilferent  parts  of  the  king- 

dom his  voice  was  heard.  At  last  he  was  per- 
mitted to  return.  The  popular  demand  for  his 

presence  bore  doAvn  all  opposition.  Again  Beth- 
lehem Chapel  resounded  with  his  bold  denunci- 

ation and  eloquent  invective.  A  weaker  man 
filled  the  episcopal  chair.  As  inquisitor  of  the 
faith  he  certified  to  Huss's  orthodoxy.  The  uni- 

versity commended  him.  Secure  in  the  confi- 
dence of  his  integrity,  Huss  welcomed  the  ap- 

proach of  the  Council.  The  Emperor  sent  him 
a  safe-conduct,  and  he  set  out  on  his  journey  to 
Constance. 

Many  a  hearty  greeting  did  he  receive  on  the 
way.  At  almost  every  place  where  he  stopped 
crowds  were  eager  to  see  and  hear  him ;  most 
approved  his  words.  Almost  at  the  same  time 
with  the  Pope  he  reached  the  city.  The  first 
conference  passed  amicably.  John  XXIII.  as- 

sured him  that  he  should  not  be  molested. 

"You  are  safe,"  said  he.  "  Even  if  you  had 
killed  my  own  brother,  no  injustice  should  be 
done  you."  Huss  returned  to  his  lodgings. 
His  fears  were  quieted  ;  and  as  opportunity  of- 

fered, he  gave  utterance  to  his  views.  The  cit- 
izens of  Constance  thronged  to  see  him.  But 

his  enemies  were  not  idle.  They  first  spread  the 
report  that  Huss  could  read  their  secret  thoughts. 
Some  were  terrified ;  but  others  were  drawn  to- 

ward him.  And  now  the  arts  of  his  enemies 
were  directed  to  his  arrest.  The  reckless  and 
unprinci])led  pontiff  was  persuaded  that  it  would 
be  a  good  stroke  of  policy,  and  give  him  credit 
for  zeal  against  heresy,  if  he  should  arrest  Huss. 
In  violation  of  tlie  Emperor's  safe-conduct  and 
the  Pope's  assurance,  it  was  done  by  his  order. Huss  was  thrown  into  prison. 

The  indignation  of  the  Bohemian  escort  was 
extreme.  John  de  Chlum  sent  to  the  Emperor 
—now  on  his  way  from  Aix-la-Chapelle  to  Con- 

stance—  an  account  of  the  outrage.  Sigismond 
was  enraged,  and  gave  orders  for  the  immedi- 

ate release  of  Huss,  even  to  tearing  down  the 
prison  doors,  if  necessary.  But  in  his  absence 
the  Pope  declined  obedience.  The  place  of  im- 

prisonment was  kept  a  secret.  At  length  the 
Emperor  reached  Constance,  but  the  Pope  soon 

had  him  in  his  toils.  Sigismond  dared  not  risk 
the  consequences  to  himself  and  tlie  Council  of 
vindicating  his  own  safe-conduct  against  a  man 
charged  with  heresy. 

Huss  remained  for  a  week,  under  a  strong 
guard,  in  the  house  of  the  clerk  of  the  cathe- 

dral of  Constance,  and  was  thence  conveyed  to 
the  prison  of  the  Dominican  monastery  on  the 
banks  of  the  lake.  It  was  close,  damp,  and  un- 

wholesome, in  immediate  proximity  to  the  re- 
cej)tacle  of  the  filth  of  the  monasteiy.  Huss 
was  seized  with  a  raging  fever,  and  his  life  was 
almost  despaired  of.  The  Pope  sent  him  his 
own  physician;  "for,"  says  an  old  historian, 
"  he  feared  that  John  Huss  might  die  a  natural 

death." 
It  was  in  this  vile  and  noisome  cell  that  the 

three  commissioners  appointed  by  the  Pope  to 
examine  Huss  found  him.  They  presented  him 
the  series  of  articles  drawn  up  by  Paletz,  which 
he  pretended  to  have  extracted  from  his  "Trea- 

tise on  the  Church,"  but  which  had  been  in  part 
falsified.  Worn  down  by  sickness  and  anxiety, 
Huss  felt  impelled  to  claim  the  criminal's  right, 
and  a])ply  fur  a  legal  defender.  But  this  was 
refused  him,  on  the  plea  that  the  canons  make 
it  a  crime  to  defend  a  man  suspected  of  heresy. 
"  I  besought  the  commissioners,"  said  he,  "  to 
grant  me  an  advocate.  They  at  first  granted 
my  request,  but  afterward  refused  it.  I  there- 

fore place  my  confidence  in  our  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ.  May  He  be  at  once  my  Advocate  and 

my  Judge." 
For  three  months,  while  the  trial  of  the  Pope 

was  pending,  Huss  was  left  almost  entirely  un- 
molested. The  humanity  of  his  physicians  or- 

dered his  removal  to  a  healthier  place :  and  his 
faithful  friend  De  Chlum  provided  him  with 
pen,  ink,  paper,  and  a  Bible,  of  all  of  which  he 
had  been  hitherto  deprived.  His  patience,  gen- 

tleness, and  piety  won  the  hearts  of  his  keepers. 
Not  rarely,  when  his  examiners  entered  the 
prison,  they  found  these  rude  and  uneducated 
men  listening  with  eager  attention  to  his  in- 

structions. Several  of  his  treatises,  contained 
in  his  Avorks,  Avere  designed  for  their  perusal,  or 
Avere  Avritten  at  their  request.  It  is  a  touching 
memento  of  affection  Avhicli  avc  find  in  the  sim- 

ple names  of  Kobert,  James,  and  Gregory,  ap- 
pended at  the  close  of  these  Avritings,  and  indi- 

cating the  strong  sympathy  Avhich  attached  them 
to  the  prisoner.  The  records  of  martyrdom 
scarce  contain  any  thing  more  affecting  than 
PIuss's  prison  experience.  His  letters  to  his 
friends  at  Prague,  afflicted,  as  Avell  as  indignant 
in  his  afliliction,  betray  no  murmuring,  and  af- 

fect no  braA^ado.  Repeatedly  do  they  remind 
us  of  "Paul,  the  prisoner  of  Jesus  Christ,"  in 
the  affectionate  earnestness  and  apostolic  fervor 
of  their  appeals.  Not  a  sign  of  Avavering  or  ir- 

resolution do  they  betray  throughout.  Of  his 
sufi^erings,  which  Avere  intense,  and  of  his  hard- 

ships, which  were  cruel,  scarce  a  single  Avord  es- 
capes him.  Now  and  then  he  cheers  his  discon- 
solate countrymen  by  the  expression  of  a  hope 

of  release.    But  in  his  own  mind  the  prospect 
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was  faint  indeed.  ^  Fray  to  God  for  me,"  said 
he.  "  All  my  hope  rests  in  Him,  and  in  your 
prayers.  Implore  Him,  therefore,  to  vouchsafe 
to  me  the  assistance  of  His  Spirit,  that  I  may 
confess  His  name,  even  unto  death.  If  he  deigns 
to  receive  me  at  the  present  time.  His  holy  will 

be  done." On  March  20,  1415,  the  wily  Pope  fled  in 
disguise  from  Constance.  Huss  was  given  in 
charge  to  harsher  jailers  than  the  Pope  had  al- 

lowed him.  Armed  men  transferred  him,  by 
order  of  the  Bishop  of  Constance,  to  the  Castle 
of  Gotleben,  on  the  banks  of  the  Rhine.  He 
was  shut  up  in  one  of  the  towers  of  the  build- 

ing, with  irons  on  his  feet ;  and  at  night  a 
chain,  firmly  fixed  to  the  wall,  prevented  the 
captive  from  moving  from  his  bed. 

For  nearly  two  months  Huss  remained  in  the 
castle.  The  deposition  of  John  XXIII.  at 
length  allowed  the  Cotmcil  leisure  to  regard  the 
importunate  and  indignant  remonstrances  of  the 
Bohemians,  wdio  demanded  for  him  an  impartial 
trial.  Little  as  Huss  had  to  expect  of  mercy, 
he  was  rejoiced  wdien,  on  the  Gth  of  June,  he 
was  brought  back  to  Constance.  "  I  had  rath- 

er be  burned  than  suffocated  in  prison."  So  he wrote  to  his  faithful  friend  De  Chlum. 
A  congregation,  embracing  the  prelates,  doc- 

tors, and  most  of  the  members  of  the  Council, 
met  to  hear  the  articles  against  Huss.  They 
were  read,  and  the  assembly  was  about  coming 
to  a  decisive  vote,  wiien  the  notary,  Maldonie- 
witz,  a  friend  of  Huss,  hurried  out  to  inform 
his  countryman,  De  Chlum.  The  latter  has- 

tened to  tlie  Emperor.  Sigismond  was  indig- 
nant, and  gave  immediate  orders  to  suspend 

proceedings  in  Huss's  absence,  and  to  send  him 
the  objectionable  treatises,  which  he  would  put 
into  the  hands  of  learned  doctors  to  examine. 

The^  last  direction  the  Council  refused  to  ob- 
serve ;  to  the  former  they  yielded,  and  ordered 

Huss  to  be  brought  before  them. 
He  was  first  presented  with  his  books,  and 

asked  if  he  acknowledged  their  authorship.  He 
replied  that  he  did  ;  and  added,  "  If  any  man 
among  you  can  point  out  any  mistaken  proposi- 

tion in  them,  I  will  rectify  it  with  the  most 

hearty  good-will." The  first  of  the  series  of  articles  containing 
his  objectionable  views  was  then  read,  with  the 
names  of  the  witnesses  wdio  stipported  the 
charge.  Huss  commenced  to  reply,  but  the 
clamors  of  the  assembly  drowned  his  utterance. 
x\ccording  to  the  account  of  an  eye-witness  the 
members  behaved  more  like  wild  beasts  than 
sage  doctors.  As  the  tumult  subsided  Huss  ap- 

pealed to  the  Holy  Scriptures  in  his  defense. 
•'That  is  not  the  question,"  was  shouted  from 
all  sides.  Some  accused  him  ;  others  laughed 
him  to  scorn.  Calmly  glancing  over  the  ex- 

cited assembly,  Huss  exclaimed,  "I  anticipated 
a  difierent  reception,  and  had  imagined  that  I 
should  obtain  a  hearing.  I  am  unable  to  make 
myself  heard  in  such  a  noise,  and  I  am  silent 
because  I  am  forced  to  it.  I  would  willingly 
,?peak  were  I  listened  to."    There  were  some 

who  admired  the  firm  and  noble  bearing  of 
Huss  ;  but  the  assembly  w'as  too  excited  to  pro- 

ceed, and  the  sitting  was  broken  up. 
The  Emperor,  informed  of  the  disgraceful 

scene,  resolved  to  be  present  himself  at  future 
sessions,  and  curb  the  hot-headed  zeal  of  the 
theological  disputants.  But  even  his  presence 
was  a  feeble  check.  The  first  article,  read  by 
his  bitter  enemy,  Michael  de  Can  sis,  charging 
Huss  with  having  taught  the  doctrine  of  the 
Communion  of  the  Cup,  was  met  by  a  firm  de- 

nial. To  some  of  the  others  he  gave  a  qualified 
assent,  which  was  received  with  deafening  peals 
of  laughter.  Cardinal  d'Ailly  attempted  to 
prove,  scholastically,  from  Huss's  realism,  that he  must  also  believe  in  transubstantiation. 
Huss  replied  that  transubstantiation  was  con- 

trary to  the  natural  order  of  things,  and,  as  a 
miracle,  the  logic  of  realism  made  it  an  excep- 

tion. Several  members  found  fault  with  him 

for  having  expressed  a  doubt  of  Wicliffe's  dam- 
nation, when  the  Englishman's  books  were  pub- 

licly burned.  "  These  were  my  words,"  said 
he  ;  "  '  I  can  not  affii*m  if  Wicliffe  will  be  saved 
or  lost ;  I  would,  however,  rest  content  in  the 

hope  that  my  soul  jnight  be  with  his.'  " His  appeal  from  the  popes  Alexander  V.  and 
John  XXIII.  was  cited  in  accusation.  "No 
appeal,"  said  Huss,  "can  be  more  just  and  holy. 
Is  not  an  appeal  according  to  law — to  have  re- 

course from  an  inferior  judge  to  a  higher  and 
more  enlightened  one  ?  But  what  judge  can 
be  superior  to  Christ?  Is  there  in  any  one 
more  justice  than  in  Him,  in  whom  neither  er- 

ror nor  falsity  can  be  found  ?  Is  there  any 
where  a  more  assured  refuge  for  the  wretched 

and  oppressed?"  The  reply  of  the  Council  to 
this  plea  of  Huss  was  mockery  and  insult. 

He  was  charged  with  having  urged  the  peo- 
ple to  take  up  arms  in  defense  of  the  Gospel. 

"Yes,"  he  replied,  "I  did  so;  but  they  were 
the  arms  si)oken  of  by  the  Apostle — the  helmet 
of  righteousness  and  the  sword  of  the  Spirit." 

An  Englishman,  Nason,  asserted  that  he  had 
caused  the  banishment  of  many  learned  men 
from  Bohemia.  "Plow  can  that  be ?"  answer- 

ed Huss.  "When  they  were  banished  I  w^as 
in  exile  from  Prague  myself." 

But  the  time  had  arrived  to  close  the  sitting. 
As  they  led  Huss  away,  guarded  by  soldiers, 
Cardinal  d'Ailly  exclaimed, 

"  John  Huss,  I  have  heard  you  say  that  if 
you  had  not  chosen  to  come  to  Constance  nei- 

ther king  nor  emperor  could  have  forced  you." 
"What  I  said,"  replied  Huss,  "was,  that 

there  were  friends  of  mine  among  the  Bohemian 
nobles  wdio  could  have  kept  and  concealed  me 
so  that  no  man,  neither  king  nor  emperor,  could 
constrain  me  to  come." 

"Do  you  hear  his  audacity?"  exclaimed  the 
Cardinal,  seeking  to  incense  the  Emperor  against him. 

"John  Huss  has  spoken  well,"  retorted  the 
brave  knight  De  Chlum.  "  I  am  but  an  insig- 

nificant person  in  Bohemia,  compared  with 
many  others ;  and  yet,  if  I  had  undertaken  it, 
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I  should  engage  to  defend  him  for  :i  year  against 
tliese  great  sovereigns." 

The  Cardinal  was  not  prepared  for  such  lan- 
guage. "Enough  has  been  said,"  he  replied, 

indisposed  to  press  the  matter  farther.  But, 
turning  to  Huss,  he  urged  him  to  submit  to  the 
Council.  The  Emperor  seconded  the  Cardinal's 
exhortation.  Acknowledging  the  grant  of  a 
safe-conduct  previous  to  Huss's  arrival  at  Con- 

stance, he,  too,  urged  the  prisoner  to  submit, 
v.ithout  reserve,  to  the  Council.  Huss  com- 

menced his  reply  by  expressing  thanks  for  the 
safe-conduct ;  but  De  Chlum,  fearing  what  might 
follow,  checked  him. 

did  not  come  here,  excellent  prince," 
said  Huss,  recovering  himself,  and  speaking  in 
a  tone  more  than  usually  mild,  "with  the  in- 

tention of  defending  any  thing  with  stubborn- 
ness. God  is  witness  to  the  truth  of  what  I 

assert.  Let  any  thing  better  or  more  holy  than 
what  I  have  taught  be  shown  me,  and  I  am 

perfectly  ready  to  retract." This  was  the  utmost  concession  which  Huss 
could  make.  He  could  not  submit  to  any  hu- 

man authority.  First  of  all,  he  demanded  to 
be  convicted  of  error  from  the  Word  of  God. 

Scarcely  had  Huss  spoken  when,  at  a  signal 
from  the  cardinals,  the  soldiers  dragged  him 
away  by  his  chains  ;  not,  however,  till  his  faith- 

ful friend,  De  Chlum  had  exhorted  him,  "Noble 
Professor,  sacrifice  thy  life  sooner  than  abandon 
the  truth."  With  a  tearful  eye  Huss  smiled  his 
hearty  assent. 

On  the  following  day,  June  8,  Huss  had  his 
third  and  final  audience.  Thirty-nine  articles, 
ostensibly  extracted  from  his  writings,  were  laid 
before  him.  Some  of  these  he  acknowledged. 
Others  he  rejected,  as  incorrectly  stated  or  as 
absolutely  false.  Many  of  them  were  taken 
from  Huss's  book  "On  the  Church."  They 
turned  mostly  on  the  invalidity  of  pontifical  au- 

thority to  interdict  or  excommunicate.  Some 
concerned  the  doctrines  of  election  and  predes- 

tination, firmly  held  by  Huss,  although  in  a  pe- 
culiar sense.  Others  bore  upon  the  share  which 

c'vil  government  might  take  in  promoting  the 
cause  of  ecclesiastical  reform.  The  most  of- 

fensive doctrine  charged  upon  Huss  was  that, 
so  generally  known  in  connection  with  Wic- 
lifife  and  some  reformers  of  a  later  age,  of  do- 

minion founded  upon  grace. 
To  this  Huss  replied  at  some  length.  He 

objected  that  the  term  "most  holy"  should  be 
given  to  a  wicked  man,  even  though  he  were 
Pope.  If  a  man  were  in  mortal  sin,  he  declared 
it  was  impossible  tliat  he  should  be  worthily  a 
king  before  God.  Of  these,  the  Scripture  was 
true :  "  They  have  reigned,  but  not  by  me  ;  they 
have  been  princes,  but  I  never  knew  them." 
The  Cardinal  of  Cambray  was  much  excited. 
"What,"  said  he,  "will  you  not  only  shake 
down  the  Church,  but  attack  Kings  ?"  Paletz, 
attempting  to  explain  the  words  of  Samuel  to 
Saul,  to  which  Huss  had  referred,  declared  that 

"  a  pope  might  be  truly  a  pope,  and  a  king  truly 
a  king  without  being  a  Christian."    "  If  John 

XXIII.  was  a  true  pojje,"  rejoined  Huss,  "  why 

have  you  deposed  him?" 
A  series  of  charges  was  based  on  Huss's  vin- dication of  Clirist  to  the  sole  headship  of  the 

Church.  In  explanation  of  these  Huss  had 

a  manifest  advantage.  "What  is  there,"  he 
asked,  "to  prevent  Christ  from  governing  the 
Church  now,  as  at  first,  by  his  true  discii)les, 
without  these  monstrous  chiefs,  this  tri])le  head  ? 
Yet  why  do  I  ask  ?  The  Church  has  now  no 
visible  head.    Yet  Christ  reigns." 

The  reading  of  the  articles  was  closed,  and 
Huss  was  asked  if  he  would  recant.  He  replied 
that  he  could  not  do  it.  To  abjure  was  to  re- 

nounce errors  that  had  been  entertained.  But 
many  of  the  articles  charged  against  him  he  had 
never  held.    How  could  he  abjure  them  ?" 

"What  can  you  fear?"  replied  the  Emperor. 
"For  my  part,  I  would  disavow  all  kinds  of  er- 

rors." 

"To  disavozv,'*  answered  Huss,  "is  not  the 
same  thing  as  to  ahjure." 

Cardinal  Zabarclla,  inclined  to  mercy,  prom- 
ised him  a  form  of  retractation  that  would  be  un- 

objectionable ;  but  he  answered  as  before.  Ex- 
hortation, remonstrance,  and  accusations  fol- 

lowed. Huss,  wearied  to  exhaustion,  was  still 
firm  in  his  purpose.  He  demanded  to  be  con- 

vinced of  his  errors  from  Scripture,  and  he  would 
not  hesitate  to  renounce  them.  But  such  con- 

viction was  impossible.  The  assembly  dispersed, 
and  Huss  was  led  back  to  prison. 

The  result  of  the  examination  disquieted  the 
Em})eror.  He  was  anxious,  for  his  own  sake, 
to  save  Huss  from  the  flames.  All  his  arts 
were  employed  to  induce  him  to  recant.  A 
form  of  abjuration  was  offered  him  which  it 
was  hoped  he  would  accept.  He  read  it  over, 
and  replied,  "I  can  not  sign  it;  first,  because 
it  calls  me  to  condemn  as  impious  propositions 
which  I  hold  to  be  true  ;  and,  secondly,  because 
I  should  scandalize  the  people  of  God  to  whom 

I  have  taught  these  truths." Persuasion  and  argument  Avere  employed  in 
vain.  One  inflexible  doctor  of  the  Council, 
maintaining  its  infallibility,  urged  an  unquali- 

fied submission.  "If  the  Council,"  said  he, 
"  should  af?irm  that  you  have  but  one  eye  while 
you  have  two,  you  would  be  obliged  to  assent  to 
it."  "As  long  as  God  shall  preserve  my  rea- 

son," replied  Huss,  "I  shall  take  good  care  not 
to  say  any  such  thing — no,  not  if  the  whole  uni- 

verse should  endeavor  to  force  me  to  it." 
Paletz,  once  his  xoom-mate,  now  his  accuser, 

visited  him.  Huss  had  asked  to  see  him  as  his 
confessor,  and  Paletz  was  not  at  liberty  to  re- 

fuse. The  interview  was  affecting.  The  apos- 
tate probably  never  doubted  that  Huss  would 

finally  retract,  and  felt  some  remorse  when  he 
saw  the  life  of  the  reformer  endangered.  As 
he  entered  the  prison,  Huss  mildly  but  sadly 
exclaimed,  "Paletz,  I  uttered  some  expressions 
before  the  Council  that  were  calculated  to  ofl^end 
you.  Pardon  me."  Paletz  was  much  affected, 
and  earnestly  besought  Huss  to  abjure.  "  But 
wdiat,"  asked  Huss,  "would  you  do  yourself? 
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Would  vou  abjure  what  you  never  held,  and 

incur  the  guilt  of  perjury  ?"  "  That  would  be 
hard  to  do,"  answered  Paletz,  and  he  wept. 
More  words  passed,  and  when  the  interview 
closed  Paletz  was  the  more  unhappy  man.  He 
withdrew  weeping  bitterly. 

Again  and  again,  with  the  same  result,  per- 
suasion and  terror  were  tried.  Bribes  even  were 

held  out  to  him.  The  enemies  of  Huss  urged 
him  to  recant  and  save  his  life.  His  friends 
encouraged  him  to  be  faithful  to  his  conscience 
even  unto  death.  His  farewell  letters,  written 
at  this  period,  are  sadly  affecting.  They  are 
tender,  consoling,  submissive,  and  even  cheer- 

ful. He  bestov,'S  some  legacies,  and  makes  pro- 
vision for  the  payment  of  his  debts.  His  ene- 

r^Yias  —  even  his  bitterest  accuser,  Michael  de 
Cansis,  who  taunted  him  in  prison,  and  repeat- 

edly said  to  his  keepers,  "  By  the  grace  of  God, 
we  shall  soon  burn  this  heretic" — he  freely  for- 

gave. A  month  of  imprisonment  had  now  passed 
since  his  first  audience — a  remarkable  delay. 
The  Emperor  spared  no  pains  to  induce  him  to 
recant.  But  his  efforts  were  futile.  On  July 
Gth  he  was  summoned  before  the  Council  to 
hear  his  sentence. 

The  Bishop  of  Lodi  preached  the  sermon. 
As  a  literary  production  it  had  some  smartness. 
Its  sentences  were  short  and  pithy.  It  was  evi- 

dent that  the  Bishop  was  more  familiar  with 
Seneca  than  with  the  New  Testament.  His 
text  was,  "That  the  body  of  sin  might  be  de- 

stroyed." As  he  concluded,  he  addressed  the 
Emperor:  "Destroy  errors  and  heresies,  and 
especially,"  pointing  to  Huss,  "this  obstinate 
heretic."  Such  a  work  he  pronounced  "holy," 
and  besought  the  Emperor  to  do  it,  and  make 
his  glory  immortal. 

The  sentence  against  the  writings  of  Huss 
v/as  then  read.  It  consisted  of  ninety  articles. 
Huss  wished  to  reply  to  each  separately,  but 
was  not  allowed.  He  was  told  that  he  might 
answer  all  at  once.  "So  great  an  effort  of 
memory  as  that  would  require,"  said  the  pris- 

oner, "is  absolutely  impossible."  He  was  pro- 
ceeding to  say  more,  when  the  ushers  were  or- 

dered to  seize  him  and  force  him  to  be  silent. 
Huss  was  indignant.  In  a  loud  voice,  and  with 
hands  uplifted  to  heaven,  he  exclaimed,  "In 
the  name  of  Almighty  God,  I  conjure  you  to  al- 

low me  an  equitable  hearing,  that  I  may  clear 
myself  before  all  whom  I  see  around  me  from 
the  reproach  of  these  errors.  Grant  me  this  fa- 
A'or,  and  then  do  with  me  w^hat  you  will."  But 
again  his  request  Avas  denied.  Kneeling  down, 
therefore,  and  raising  his  eyes  and  hands  toward 
heaven,  he  solemnly  commended  his  cause  to 
the  Sovereign  Judge  of  the  imiverse. 

The  articles  were  then  read,  Huss  rarely  of- 
fering any  interruption.  But  when  the  charge 

v,-as  read  of  appealing  from  the  Pope  to  Jesus 
Christ,  he  could  no  longer  restrain  himself.  In 
few  words  he  exposed  the  injustice  of  the  pon- 

tifical sentence,  and  closed  with  the  words — 
that  must  have  stung  many  a  conscience — "I 

say  confidently  that  the  surest  and  safest  of  all 
appeals  is  to  the  Master,  Christ.  He  it  is  whom 
no  one  can  sway  from  the  right  by  any  bribes, 
nor  deceive  by  false  testimony,  nor  snare  in  any 
sophistry,  since  to  each  he  gives  back  his  due 

reward." 
His  disregard  of  the  Papal  excommunication 

was  mentioned.  Huss  defended  himself.  He 
exposed  the  injustice  that  had  been  done  him, 
and  then  declared  that  he  had  on  this  very  ac- 

count voluntarily  and  freely  come  to  the  Coun- 
cil, "relying  upon  the  public  fiiith  of  the  Em- 

peror here  present,  who  assured  me  that  I  should 
be  safe  from  all  violence,  so  that  I  might  attest 
my  innocence  and  give  a  reason  of  my  faith." 

As  Huss  said  this,  he  fixed  his  eyes  steadily 
on  the  Emperor.  A  deep  blush  suffused  the 
Imperial  brow.  Sigismond  felt  the  shame  and 
meanness  of  which  he  had  been  guilty,  and,  on 
his  own  previous  confession  of  the  granting  of 
the  safe-conduct,  stood  condemned.  The  fact 
was  not  soon  forgotten.  A  century  later  Charles 
V.  called  it  to  mind  at  the  Diet  of  Worms.  His 
Spanish  honor  revolted  at  the  proposal  to  violate 
his  pledge.  "No I"  said  he.  "I  should  not 
like  to  blush  like  Sigismond!" 

The  so-called  "  definitive  sentence"  was  then 
read.  Huss  again  wished  to  be  heard ;  but  the 
violence  of  his  guards  and  the  shouts  of  the  as- 

sembly drowned  his  utterance.  Again,  there- 
fore, he  knelt  down,  exclaiming  aloud,  "Lord, 

of  thy  unspeakable  mercy  forgive  my  enemies. 
Thou  knowest  they  have  falsely  accused  me, 
and  have  condemned  me  on  the  testimony  of 
false  witnesses ;  yet,  O  thou  All-merciful  God, 
I  beseech  Thee,  lay  not  this  sin  to  their  charge!" 

Scoffing  and  derision  followed  the  utterance 
of  the  prayer.  One  individual  alone  walked 
slowly  through  the  cathedral  —  for  this  final 
scene  was  transported  thither  from  the  Council 
Chamber — and  at  the  door  protested,  in  pres- 

ence of  all,  "  that  his  conscience  would  no  lon- 
ger permit  him  to  witness  so  infamous  a  trans- 

action." This  man  was  Caspar  Schlick,  a  peer 
of  the  realm  and  Imperial  Chancellor. 

The  ceremony  of  degradation  was  now  com- 
menced. Huss  was  first  clothed  with  priestly 

vestments,  and  the  chalice  was  placed  in  his 
hand.  He  was  again  exhorted  to  abjure.  "Be- 

hold," said  he,  turning  to  the  vast  assembly 
which  crowded  the  immense  cathedral,  "Be- 

hold these  bishops  persuade  and  exhort  me  to 
retract  these  errors.  But  I  fear  to  do  it,  lest 
hereafter  I  be  charged  with  falsehood  before 
God.  How  could  I,  after  such  a  hypocritical 
abjuration,  lift  my  face  to  heaven  ?  With  what 
eye  could  I  support  the  looks  of  that  crowd  of 
men  whom  I  have  instructed  ?  No !  no  ! 
It  shall  never  be  said  that  I  preferred  my  life 
to  their  salvation." 

"  See  how  perverse  he  is  in  his  wickedness !" was  the  reply  of  the  bishops. 
The  sacerdotal  vestments  were  then  success- 

ively taken  from  him.  As  the  chalice  was  re- 
moved, the  act  was  accompanied  with  the  charge 

of  the  ' '  accursed  Judas."  But  Huss,  in  a  clear. 
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loud  tone,  rei)lied,  "But  I  have  all  confidence 
in  my  God  and  Saviour  that  lie  will  never  take 
from  me  tlie  cup  of  salvation,  and  by  llis  grace 
I  believe  that  I  shall  this  day  drink  of  it  in  His 

kinjfdom." When  the  ceremony  was  complete,  and  Huss 
had  been  stripped  of  his  priestly  prerogatives, 
in  order  to  be  given  over  to  the  secular  arm, 
they  brought  forward,  to  place  upon  his  head, 
the  paper  mitre  with  pictures  of  fiends  traced 
upon  it.    As  they  did  so,  they  exclaimed,  "We 
devote  thy  soul  to  the  devils  of  hell!"    "But  j 
I,"  said  IIuss,  reverently  folding  his  arms  and  i 
looking  toward  heaven,  "commend  it  to  my' 
most  merciful  Master,  Jesus  Christ."  Glancing 
at  the  mitre,  on  each  side  of  which  was  traced 
the  ̂ vord  Ileresiarch,  he  calmly  said,  "  My  Lord 

*  Jesus  Christ,  though  innocent,  deigned  to  wear 
for  wretched  me  a  rougher  crown  of  thorns." 

Huss  was  now  given  over  to  the  secular  arm. 
Sigismond  directed  the  Elector  Palatine  to  give 
him  in  charge  to  the  proi)cr  officers.  By  these 
— the  magistrates  of  Constance — he  was  handed 
over  to  the  executioners.  They  were  directed 
to  burn  hira,  with  all  that  belonged  to  him — his 
clothes,  his  knife,  his  purse,  from  Avhich  not  a 
penny  was  to  be  withdrawn. 

Huss  was  led  to  the  place  of  execution  be- 
tween two  officers  of  the  Elector  Palatine,  and 

without  being  chained.  The  princes  followed, 
with  an  escort  of  800  armed  men.  An  immense 
crowd,  allured  by  anxiety  or  curiosity,  pressed 
upon  their  rear. 

Turning  from  the  direct  route,  the  procession 
passed  in  front  of  the  Episcopal  palace.  The 
books  of  Huss  had  been  gathered,  and  the  bon- 

fire made  of  them  was  in  full  blaze.  He  only 
smiled  at  the  futile  malice  that  would  serve  to 
make  his  writings  still  more  famous. 

At  last  the  scene  of  execution  was  reached. 
It  was  to  the  west  of  the  city,  outside  the  Got- 
leben  Gate,  surrounded  by  green  fields  and  gar- 

dens. As  the  procession  reached  the  place, 
Huss  kneeled  and  repeated  in  prayer  the  lan- 

guage of  the  penitential  Psalm.  "  Lord  Jesus, 
have  mercy  on  me!"  "O  God,  into  thy  hands 
I  commit  my  spirit !"  were  supplications  repeat- 

edly uttered  by  him.  "What  this  man  may 
have  done  before,"  said  some  among  the  crowd, 
"we  know  not ;  but  now  certainly  we  hear  him 
speak  and  pray  in  a  godly  and  devout  manner." 

Huss  wished  to  address  the  multitude,  but 
the  Elector  forbade  it.  He  was  allowed,  how- 

ever, to  speak  to  his  keepers.  "  Ye  have  shown 
yourselves,"  said  he,  "not  merely  my  keepers but  brethren  most  beloved.  And  be  assured 
that  I  rest  with  firm  fxith  upon  my  Saviour,  in 
whose  name  I  am  content  calmly  to  endure  this 
kind  of  death,  that  I  may  this  day  go  to  reign 
witli  Him."  The  words  Avere  in  German,  and 
clearly  bespeak  the  attachment  and  affection 
that  subsisted  between  liim  and  his  jailers. 

The  stake  was  now  driven  into  the  earth,  and 
Huss  was  l)ound  to  it  by  wet  cords  and  the  sooty 
chain  borrowed  from  a  cottager  who  had  used 
it  to  hang  kettles  over  the  fire,   Huss  looked  at 

it,  and  said,  "Christ,  for  my  sake,  was  bound 
witli  a  harsher  and  more  cruel  one.  Why  should 
I  Ijhisli  or  shrink,  for  His  sake,  to  be  bound 

with  this?" The  fagots  were  then  piled  around  the  vic- 
tim. Once  more  Huss  was  asked  to  recant. 

Again  he  refused.  The  Marshal  and  Elector 
entreated  hiin.  Huss  protested  his  innocence, 
and  declared  that,  in  all  he  had  written  or  spok- 

en, he  had  aimed  simply  to  rescue  dying  men 
from  the  tyranny  of  sin.  "Wherefore,"  said 
he,  "I  will  this  day  gladly  seal  that  truth  which 
I  have  taught,  written,  and  ])rcachcd,  established 
as  it  is  by  the  divine  law  and  by  holy  teachers, 

by  the  i)ledge  of  my  death." 
On  hearing  this,  the  Marshal  and  Elector 

Avithdrew.  The  executioners  kindled  the  flames. 
Amidst  the  smoke  and  blaze  Huss  could  still  be 
observed  engaged  in  prayer.  Repeatedly  was 
he  heard  to  say,  "O  Christ,  thou  Son  of  the 
living  God,  have  mercy  on  me!"  He  bowed 
his  head,  or  from  exhaustion  it  fell  toward  his 
bosom.  But  his  lips  still  moved.  At  last  all 
was  still.  The  charred  carcass  was  motionless 
and  the  spirit  had  ficd. 

As  the  fagots  burned  away,  the  body  was  to 
be  seen  still  held  fiist  to  the  stake  by  the  iron 
chain.  The  fragments  of  the  burning  fagots 
were  pushed  back  with  poles,  by  the  execution- 

ers, around  the  half-consumed  skeleton.  The 
bones  and  limbs  were  struck  at,  that  their  bro- 

ken fragments  might  the  sooner  be  consumed. 
The  head  rolled  down.  It  was  beaten  to  pieces 
Avith  a  club  and  thrown  back  into  the  flames. 
The  heart  was  found,  pierced  with  a  sharp  stick, 
and  roasted  apart  until  it  was  all  consumed. 
One  of  the  executioners  was  seen  with  some  of 

Huss's  garments  in  his  possession.  The  Elector 
promising  compensation,  ordered  him  to  throv/ 
them,  with  whatever  else  belonged  to  IIuss,  upon 

the  blazing  pile.  "The  Bohemians,"  said  he, 
"would  keep  and  cherish  such  a  thing  as  a  sacred 
relic."  When  all  had  been  consumed,  and  the 
fire  extinguished,  the  ashes  and  every  fragment 
or  memorial  of  the  scene  of  martyrdom  were 
shoveled  up  and  carted  away  to  be  emptied  into 
the  Rhine. 

Thus  perished,  at  the  early  age  of  forty-two, 
in  the  full  vigor  of  his  faculties,  and  in  the 
strength  and  promise  of  opening  manhood,  one 
of  those  men  whom  after  centuries  have  been 
constrained  to  acknowledge  well  worthy  of  the 
martyr's  crown.  His  real  crime,  in  the  eyes  of 
the  Council,  was  his  refusal  to  submit  his  con- 

science to  their  authority.  Gerson,  at  first  one 
of  his  most  bitter  and  prejudiced  opponents,  de- 

clared immediately  after  his  execution,  that  he 
might  have  been  saved  if  an  advocate  had  been 
allowed  him,  and  his  cause  been  properly  con- 

ducted. On  the  Council  itself  the  guilt  of  the 
wrong  which  refused  to  Huss  the  common  right 
of  criminals  must  rest.  They  might  thank  their 
own  rash  audacity  for  the  terrible  scenes  that 
desolated  Bohemia  for  the  next  decade — scenes 
for  Avhich  the  execution  of  Huss  furnished  the 
inspiration. 

\ 
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Of  the  abilities,  character,  and  bearing  of 
liuss,  we  must  speak  with  the  highest  respect. 
A  more  gifted  or  better  balanced  mind  than  his 
it  is  rare  to  find.  A  more,  stainless  purity,  a 
more  incorruptible  integrity,  a  more  unswerving 
devotion  to  the  conscientious  convictions  of  truth 

and  duty,  will  be  sought  for  long  in  vain.  The 
heroism  of  the  man  shines  out  through  all  his 
career.  Worn  out  by  disease,  suffering,  anxiety, 
and  a  harsh  imprisonment,  he  is  ever  calm,  col- 

lected, and  decided.  Less  impulsive,  and,  in 
some  respects,  less  impressive  in  speech  than 
his  friend  Jerome,  he  was  full  as  convincing  and 
far  more  winning.  He  never  makes  a  mistake. 
He  has  nothing  to  retract.  Every  utterance, 
every  measure,  is  deliberate  and  w^ell  weighed. 
Six  months  of  tedious  imprisonment  attended 
with  great  physical  suffering  and  extreme  debil- 

ity, foil  to  subdue  his  resolute  spirit.  Bribes 
and  terrors  are  alike  spurned,  and  to  the  last 
moment,  none  of  his  disciples  need  to  blush  for 
his  master.  Even  his  enemies  were  constrained 
to  admire  him,  and  they  could  not  but  eulogize 
his  noble  bearing  and  respect  his  manly  and  he- 

roic spirit.  "  Tliey  went,"  says  ̂ neas  Sylvius, 
who  afterward  filled  the  Papal  chair,  and  who 
knew  all  the  circumstances  of  the  trial  and  ex- 

ecution of  Huss  and  Jerome,  "they  went  to 
their  punishment  as  to  a  feast.  Not  a  word  es- 

caped them  which  gave  indication  of  the  least 
weakness.  In  the  midst  of  the  flames  they  sang 
uninterruptedly  to  their  last  breath.  No  phi- 

losopher ever  suffered  death  with  such  constan- 
cy as  they  endured  the  flames." 

PEACOCK. 
IT  was  the  afternoon  of  a  beautiful  and  sunny 

day,  in  the  early  spring  time. 
"The  freshness  of  the  soften'd  air 

Still  told  that  winter  had  been  there." 
But  for  away,  in  the  sheltered  hollows  of  the 
hill-side,  fresh  patches  of  verdure  were  daily 
gaining  on  the  fast-retreating  snows.  A  few 
bright,  hazy  clouds  were  floating  lazily  along 
the  horizon,  trailing  their  soft,  wdiite  folds  of 
drapery  against  the  deep  lapis-lazuli  blue  of  the 
sky ;  and  the  Avarmth  of  the  sun,  and  the  twit- 

tering of  the  swallows,  if  they  could  not  "make 
a  summer,"  at  least  gave  promise  of  one  near 
at  hand — when  a  fair-haired,  bright-eyed  little 
girl,  of  twelve  years  old,  with  her  sun-bonnet 
hanging  on  her  arm,  emerged  from  the  back- 

door of  a  large,  substantial-looking  farm-house, 
and  glancing  cheerfully  up  at  the  sunny  sky,  as 
if  her  young  spirit  drank  in  its  congenial  blithe- 
ness,  daintily  and  cautiously  picked  her  way 
over  the  wet  chips  and  moistened  ground  of  the 
door-yard  to  a  large  barn,  whose  wide-flung 
doors  hung  hospitably  open,  and  from  the  dusky 
interior  of  which  a  clear,  manly  voice  might  be 
heard  whistling  the  cheerful  air  of  a  popular 
tune. 

"  Jim  !"  said  the  little  maiden,  peering  earn- 
estly in  at  the  open  door,  and  shading  her  bright 

eyes  with  her  hand — for  the  long,  slanting  rays 
of  dusky  yellow  sunlight  which  streamed  across 

the  darkness  of  the  barn  dazzled  her  vision ; 
"Jim — Jim  O'Brian  !  are  you  here  ?" 

There  was  no  answer ;  but  the  merry  music 
suddenly  ceased. 

"  Jim !"  repeated  the  child,  after  a  moment's 

pause,  "  are  you  here  ?" "'Deed,  tliin.  Miss  Tazie,  I  am,"  answered 
a  rough  but  good-humored  voice,  speaking  witli 
a  strong  Hibernian  accent.  "  Didn't  ye  hear 

me  v'ice  ?" "Yes,"  said  the  little  girl,  "I  heard  you; 

but—" 

"  But  ye  thought  I  wasn't  in  it !  Ye  thought, 
mebbee,  me  v'ice  wor  here,  and  mesiJf  wasn't — 
is  that  it  ?  Oh,  fie  then.  Miss  Tazie  dear ;  if 
mesilf  said  that,  I  w^onder  wouldn't  it  be  a  bit 
of  a  blunder  now?" 

"No,"  said  Miss  Theresa,  laughing.  "I 
mean  I  heard  you  singing,  Jim  ;  but  I  couldn't 
see  you — and  I  can't  see  you  now  r 

"  Thrue  for  yer,  Miss  Tazie;  and  what  is 
the  raison  of  that,  I  wonder  ?  Is  it  becaze  me- 

silf is  so  little,  or  becaze  yeez  don't  look  in  the 

right  place  ?" "  But  where  arc  you,  Jim  ?" 
"  Sure,  thin,  I'm  up  stairs." "Where  ?" 
' '  Why,  whei-e  would  I  be  but  up  in  the  barn- 

chamber,  sitting  by  the  winder  ?" 
"Oh  yes,"  said  the  little  girl,  advancing  to 

the  foot  of  the  stairs  ;  "  and  are  you  going  to 

stay  there  ?" "  Well,  I  supi)ose  I'll  stop  here  till  me  work 
is  done ;  that  is,  if  I'm  not  tuck  off"  or  called 

away." 
' '  Why,  what  work  are  you  about  ?  What 

are  you  doing  up  there  ?" 
"  Well,  thin,  it's  sowing  I  am." 
"  Sewing?  Oh,  Jim!  I  did  not  know  that 

you  knew  how  to  sew." "  Ye  didn't,  now !  Well,  thin,  Miss  Tazie, 
it  seems  I  can  do  more  nor  ye  thought  I  could ; 
and  mebbee  ye  don't  know  all  me  accomplish- 

ments yet." "  I'd  like  to  see  you  sew,  Jim.  May  I  come 

up  ?" 

"Why  wouldn't  ye?  Sure  ye  may  if  yer 
like  ;  on'y  mind  the  broken  step,  and  don't  git 

a  fall." 
"Oh,  I  don't  mind  the  broken  step  a  bit," 

said  the  healthy,  active  little  girl,  springing 
with  agile  movements  up  the  steep  ladder-stairs, 
at  the  foot  of  which  she  had  been  standing  dur- 

ing the  foregoing  colloquy  with  her  unseen  com- 
panion. "  So  here  I  come,  Jim.  I  should  like 

to  see  some  of  your  sewing,  of  all  things  in  the 
world  !  I  did  not  know  that  men  ever  sewed," 
continued  she,  advancing  toward  Jim  O'Brian, 
a  middle-aged,  burly,  but  honest  and  good-na- 

tured-looking Irishman,  who,  seated  upon  a  long 
grain  chest  by  the  open  barn  window,  was  busi- 

ly plying  his  needle.  "  Why,  Jim,  so  you  are 
really  sewing  !  I  thought  you  were  only  fun- 

ning.   Why,  Jim,  how  droll  you  do  look  1" 
"  And  so  ye  did  not  belave  me.  Miss  Tazie  ?" 

said  O'Brian,  looking  up  with  a  merry  twinkle 
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ill  his  honest  bhic  eyes.  "Now  is  not  that 
hard  on  mc,  and  I  telling  ye  the  blissid 
ihruth  ?" 

"  Oil,  what  a  funny  big  needle,  Jim  !  Do 
let  mc  look  at  it.  Wliy,  it  has  got  three  flat 
sides  to  it ;  and  oh  !  what  a  great,  big  eye !  I 

guess,  Jim,  that's  the  sort  it's  easy  for  the  cam- 
els to  go  through  ;  and  you  are  sewing  with 

twine,  too!  Oh!  Jim,  I  don't  sec  how  you can  sew  at  all  with  such  needles  and  sush 

thread." 
"  Betther  a  dale  than  I  could  wid  one  of  yer 

little  linnikin  things,  which  would  be  lost  in  me 

clumsy  big  fingers.  Pea-coc/c it's  mesilf 
wouldn't  know  had  I  hould  uv  it  or  not." 

"  I  don't  believe  I  could  set  a  stitch  with 
yours,  Jim.    Do  let  me  try." 

"No  no,  ]\Iiss  Tazie;  don't  be  bothering 
me.  Keep  off !  Ye'll  on'y  hurt  yer  own  hands, 
and  be  a  hindering  mine ;  and  what  'ud  be  the 
use  ?  No,  ye  keep  to  your  work,  and  lave  mc 
keep  to  mine  ;  that  will  be  best  for  the  two  of 

us." "And  what  a  funny  thimble,  Jim!  Why, 
it  has  got  no  top  to  it !" 

"No  more  it  don't  want  one,"  said  Jim, 
stitching  away  resolutely. 

"  And  what  in  the  world  are  you  making, 

Jim  ?" 
"I  ain't  making  nothing,"  said  O'Brian ; 

"I'm  a  mendi'iKj.  Yer  grandpa  said  I  wor  to 
go  to  mill  o'  Monday ;  and  so,  yer  see,  I  wor 
jist  getting  me  ould  male-bags  ready  ;  and, 
pea-coc/j  !  it's  time  they  teas  mended  !  See 
the  tundering  big  patch  I'm  after  putting  on 
this  one  !" 

"  Jim."  said  little  Theresa,  musingly,  as  she 
stood  watching  his  operations  ;  "  Jim,  what  do 
you  always  say  '  pea-coc/;'  for  ?" 

"Why,"  said  Jim,  "sure  there  isn't  any 
liarum  in  that^  any  way.    Is  there,  now?" 

"  No ;  no  liarm^  Jim — no,  I  suppose  not ;  nor 
any  good  either." 

"I  dun'  know  that,"  said  Jim,  gravely; 
"mebbec  if  I  didn't  say  that  same  I'd  say 
worser." 

"  But  it  does  sound  so  droll !  What  in  the 
world  do  you  say  it  for 

"Oh,  bccaze  —  becaze.  Miss  Tazie  dear,  ye 
see,  I've  got  the  trick  of  it.  I  larned  it  a  good 
while  ago." 

"  You  learned  it,  Jim  ?  Why,  it  was  a  fun- 
ny thing  to  learn,  I  think ;  and  who  taught  you, 

I  wonder  ?" 
"And  who  tacked  me,  is  it,  Miss  Tazie? 

Well,  then,  nobody  didn't  tache  me  to  say  it ;  I 
larned  it  of  myself— jist  tuck  it  up,  as  it  v/ere  ; 
but  she  at  first  \nxt  me  upon  saying  it — May  the 
holy  saints  make  her  bed  in  glory,  and  kape  her 
in  blissidness  forever  and  ever  !  Amen." 

"  She  !  her  !"  said  little  Theresa,  resuming 
the  conversation  after  a  few  moments'  pause ; 
for  James's  unexpected  and  vehement  exclama- 

tion had  surprised  and  silenced  her  ;  "  and  was 
it  a  woman,  then,  who  taught  you  to  say'  pea- 

cock?' " 

"  No,"  said  Jim,  gravely,  "  she  wasn't  a  wo- 
man ;  she  was  a  young  leddy — a  raal  born  led- 

dy ;  but  she  was  not  much  older  nor  yer.self. 
Miss  Tazie.  And  1  didn't  mane  she  tached  mc 
to  sny  it,  nather — on'y  that  she  first  put  mc 

upon  saying  it." "Jim,"  said  the  little  girl,  after  another 
short  pause,  "  I  came  out  to  ask  you  to  tell  me 
a  story  this  afternoon  ;  can't  you  tell  me  about 
that  young  lady  ?    Now  do .'" 

"I  could,"  said  O'Brian,  hesitating.  "But 
what  wud  be  the  use  ?  'Twas  a  good  while  ago 
— 'twas  whin  I  first  comed  out  to  this  country." 

"  Oh !  do  tell  me  now — that's  my  good  Jim ; 
you  never  did  tell  me  about  your  coming  over 
here.  Begin  at  the  beginning  now;  tell  me 
how  you  came  to  leave  Ireland,  and  all  about 
your  passage  out,  and  where  you  landed,  and 
all ;  will  you  now?  That's  my  good  Jimmy  ; 
and  I  will  sit  here,  close  by,  and  sec  you  work." 
And  springing,  as  she  spoke,  up  on  to  the  top 
of  the  grain-chest,  she  seized  upon  the  peck 
measure  in  which  James  had  deposited  his  ball 
of  twine,  his  shears,  and  wax,  and  hastily  in- 

verting it,  and  perching  herself  upon  it,  she 
rested  her  plump,  round  arms  upon  her  lap,  and 
prepared  herself  to  listen  vigorously. 

"Whist!  Miss  Tazie!"  said  Jim,  gathering 
up  his  scattered  implements.  "What  do  ye 
make  way  v/id  me  woruk-box  for  ?  Oh,  pea- 
cock  !  but  it's  yersilf  has  the  illigunt  manners  I 
Free  and  aisy  ye  are,  onyhov/ !" 

"Never  mind  the  w-ork-box,  Jim  (here's your 
wax,  though).  Now  tell  me  how  you  came  to 
leave  Ireland,  and  all  about  it." 

"Well  thin,  Miss  Tazie,  if  yer  must  know, 
it  was  becaze  I  met  wid  the  big  sorrow  there — 
I  lost  me  on'y  child,  me  little  Jamsie.  He  wor 
nigh  upon  four  year  old,  and  oh !  Miss  Tazie, 
he  wor  jist  the  cutest,  crabbedest,  puttiest  lit- 

tle fellow  ye  iver  did  see ! — full  of  his  fun,  and 
with  his  putty  blue  eyes,  and  his  curly  yellow 
hair.  Ah !  and  the  mither's  heart  Avor  bound 
up  in  him — not  to  say  me  own,  too.  Oh,  Miss ! 
he  wor  so  crabbed  and  knowing  like,  ye'd  jist 
die  to  hear  him  talking  so  sinsible,  and  he  so  lit- 

tle !  And  it's  not  a  bit  of  a  lie  I'm  telling  ye, 
he'd  sing  and  whistle  'Paddy  Carey'  and  'Rory 
O'More'  betther  and  more  corrict  nor  mesilf 
could  do.  And  whin  I'd  come  home  to  me  bit 
place  at  night,  afther  me  day's  woruk  wor  over, 
he'd  kim  rinning  out  to  mate  me,  and  lape  up 
into  me  arums,  and  he'd  talk  so  cute  like ! 

"  But  he  wor  tindher,  Miss ;  he  wasn't  like  a 
working  man's  child  should  be  at  all ;  he  wor 
rosy,  too,  and  as  plump  as  a  partridge !  But 
he  Avas  sojl  like,  jist  as  soft  as  a  bit  of  butter ; 
there  wasn't  any  good  strength  at  all  in  him, 
and  he  couldn't  stand  hate  nor  cold ;  and  one 
day  he  tuck  the  convulsions,  and  before  the 
blissid  sun  wint  down  God  had  me  little  Jamsie 
— and  I  had  no  child  ! 

"Well,  ye  see,  JMiss  Tazie,  I've  thought 
since.,  mebbee  the  blissid  Vargin  seen  he  w^or  too 
tinder  and  delicate-like  for  a  poor  m:in's  child ; 
sure  and  sartin  his  little  bones  would  uiver  have 
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hardened  to  the  labor  that  would  be  his  portion 

in  this  life  ;  sure,  he  couldn't  work ;  and  so,  jist 
in  marcy,  she  tuck  him  to  hiven  while  he  wor 

still  at  his  play.  I  can  see  this  noiv,  Miss  Ta- 

zie— and  praise  be  that  I  can  .'—but  I  couldn't 
see  it  then,  nohow  ;  me  way  was  all  dark!" 

"My  father  says,"  said  little  Theresa,  sooth- 
ijigiy—for  in  virtue  of  her  being  the  daughter 
of  a  clergyman,  she  held  herself  called  upon  to 

speak  a  "good  word"  in  due  season — "my  fa- ther says,  that  what  seems  to  us  a  great  sorrow 
at  the  time,  often  proves  to  be  a  great  blessing ; 

only  we,  poor  mortals,  can  not  see  it." 
"True  for  ye,  and  I  dare  say  his  honor's 

right  entirely.  But,  Miss  Tazie,  dear,"  said 
James,  with  that  sudden  transition  from  grief 
to  mirthfuhiess  which  is  one  of  the  many  pecul- 

iar traits  of  the  Irish  character,  "what  do  you 
talk  that  a  way  for  ?  Poor  folks,  indeed !  Why 
thin,  it's  yersilf  and  poverty  might  be  married 
ony  day  in  the  week,  and  the  priest  his  own  silf 
wouldn't  so  much  as  speak  to  forbid  the  bans." 

"Vv^hat  do  you  mean,  Jim,  by  thatf''  said Miss  Tazie,  glancing  from  beneath  her  long 
lashes  an  indignant  look,  half  questioning,  half 
angry.  "I  don't  want  to  marry  poverty  any 
day  in  the  week.    What  do  you  say  that  for  ?" 

"  No  more  I  wouldn't,  if  I  was  ye,"  said  Jim, 
laughing  heartily.  ' '  No  more  T  don't  want  ye 
to,  Miss  Tazie,  darlint !  No,  no.  I  on'y  meant 
there  wasn't  any  sort  of  relationship  between  yer- 

silf and  poverty." 
Little  Theresa  nodded,  as  much  as  to  say 

"  Go  on  ;"  but  it  was  plain  to  see  that  Jim's  logic 
was  not  altogether  satisfactory,  and  that  she  con- 

sidered the  ])roposed  match  as  a  very  ineligible 
connection  for  her. 

"Well,  then,"  resumed  O'Brian,  going  back 
to  his  story,  "I  sorrowed  badly  for  me  child. 
Ye  see,  me  own  father  and  mither  died  airly, 
while  I  wor  but  a  slip  of  a  boy  mesilf,  and  I 
niver  had  the  brother  nor  sister ;  and  little  J amsie 
was  all  I  had,  of  me  own  like,  in  the  wide  world, 
and  my  very  heart  hungered  for  him.  Day 
aftlier  day  I  wint  out  to  me  woruk  wid  the 
heavy  sorrow  lying  like  a  big  stone  on  me  ; 
and  whin  I'd  come  back  at  night,  sure  it  would 
be  Avorse  agin  ;  for  besides  me  own  miss  of  him, 
there  wor  the  poor  woman  jist  fritting,  fritting 
for  her  child,  and  I'd  no  rist  be  day  or  be  night ! 

"And  thill  it  was  that  the  throuble  kim  upon 
Ireland,  ye  know — the  potato-rot  and  the  fam- 

ine, ye've  heard  tell  on't — and  in  the  hoith  of  it 
the  master  I  worked  for  died  sudden,  and  no- 

body knew  what  had  becura  of  the  property. 
Sure  all  had  gone  to  the  bad  entirely ;  and  his 
family  wor  all  broke  up,  and  every  thing  they 
had  was  canted,  and  I  was  lift  widout  a  hand's 
turn  of  woruk,  and  ivery  thing  had  riz  on  us. 

"Thin  hersilf—that's  Nora— begun  to  taze 
me  to  go  to  '^^lerica  wid  her.  She  said  she  had 
two  brithers,  and  mesilf  an  uncle  there— but 
more  by  token,  we  niver  seen  'um  yit,  and  niver 
is  like  to ;  for  her  two  brithers  is  in  New  Or- 

leans, and  me  uncle  had  died  up  in  Mount  Re- 
a//-— and  why  wouldn't  we  go  ?    Sure,  she  said, 

we'd  the  money  thin  to  bring  us  over,  and  if  wc 
waited  much  longer,  the  way  things  was,  we 
wouldn't,  mebbee,  be  able  to  go. 

"  And,  oh,  thin  the  ilhgunt  stories  that  Nora, 
the  crather,  tould  of  the  country  !  How  wages 
wor  so  high,  and  things  so  chape,  it  was  jist 
mate  three  times  the  day,  and  no  thanks  to  no- 

body !  And  how  the  price  of  one  day's  woruk 
would  buy  a  pair  of  boots,  or  the  making  of  a 
gownd  and  a  pair  of  shoes ;  and  how  gould  wor 
to  be  picked  up  in  the  very  streets,  it  wor  so 
plinty;  and  how  the  very  poorest  there  was 
wore  on'y  the  broadcloth  coat,  and  the  silk 
gownd,  and  they  wouldn't  let  yer  wear  ony  oth- er ;  and  how  it  was  no  use  at  all  to  he  bother- 

ing to  take  our  ould  things  wid  us,  for  they'd  be 
after  giving  us  new  directly  we  got  there.  And 
oh,  pea-coc/t the  big  fools  ive  was !  we  niver 
thought  to  be  asking  who  they  wor,  that  'ud  be 
so  ginerous  to  us !  and  more  be  token,  we  niver 
found  out  to  this  day. 

"Well,  Miss  Tazie,  the  long  and  the  short 
of  it  all  was  :  me  own  place  wor  jist  like  a  grave- 

yard to  me,  now  Jamsie  wor  gone,  and  ould 
Ireland  going  to  the  bad,  day  be  day ;  and  me- 

silf didn't  care  did  I  go  or  stay,  so  I  jist  let  the 
Avoman  have  her  way,  and  so  we  comed  over  to 
'Merica." 

"And  did  you  have  a  good  passage,  Jim? 
Tell  me  about  your  voyage." 

Well,  Miss,  I  don't  say  but  we'd  some  hard 
weather ;  but  it  wor  middling  good  the  most  on't, 
and  we  had  a  putty  good  run,  but  we  was  aw- 

ful crowded !  Misery,  sickness,  and  death  goes 

ivery  where,  and  ye've  a  right  to  say  they 
wouldn't  be  missing  in  an  emigrant  ship,  wid 
more  nor  four  hundcrd  passingers  in  her  !  But 
we  came  over  safely — thanks  be  to  the  Power 

that  kep  us !" "And  Avhere  did  you  land,  Jim  ?  And  how 
did  you  like  the  looks  of  our  country?" 

"  We  landed  in  New  York,  Miss  ;  and  faith, 
Miss  Tazie,  glad  enough  were  we  to  set  fut  on 
the  firm  land  agin.  But,  indade,  and  I  had  no 
time  to  spind  in  looking  about  me,  for  me  mon- 

ey wor  mostly  gone,  and  I  had  to  be  seeking  for 

woruk." 
"  But  where  did  you  go  first,  Jim  —  the  very 

first,  yjVsf  of  alir 
"  Oh,  pea-coc/c  !  Mesilf  found  it  hard  to  get 

a  shilter  for  our  heads  at  first,  for  I'd  nobody 
to  spake  the  good  word  for  me,  and  but  little 

money  in  me  pouch ;  and  the  timid  folks  wor  in' dread  of  the  ship-faver,  and  the  respictahle  ones 
wor  afraid  of  the  diet,  and  the  poorest  ones 
wor  afraid  of  me  poverty ;  and  so  I  had  to  take 
jist  what  I  could  get,  and  that  wor  poor  enough. 
I  wint  into  a  boarding-house,  they  called  it ;  but 
oh  !  Miss  Tazie,  what  a  place  that  was  ! — noisy, 
crowded,  hot,  and  dirty ;  full  of  crying  children, 
scolding  women,  and  drinking  men.  Oh  thin, 
but  indade  hersilf  wor  homesick  and  favered 
there  — -  and  she  praying  me  to  take  her  out  of 
it  or  she'd  die — and  what  could  I  do  ?  Every 
day  I'd  go  to  the  intelligence  ofiice  and  thry 
for  woruk.  and  couldn't  get  it.    There  wor  plin- 
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ty  woriik  to  be  done — plinty  of  persons  want- 
ing servants  —  but  /  didn't  seem  to  be  the  one 

they  wanted. 
"  One  gintleraan  wanted  a  man  to  do  house- 

woruk  ;  bat  he  couldn't  take  the  two  of  us,  and 
sure  I  couldn't  lave  hersilf  behint  me.  One 
wanted  a  salesman,  and  I  didn't  know  the  mon- 

ey. One  wanted  one  thing,  and  one  wanted  an- 
other ;  but,  pea-coc/j !  it  seemed  as  if  nobody 

wanted  jist  me  !  At  long  last  there  kim  one 
gintleman,  and  he  wanting  a  driver ;  and  sure, 

I  thought,  that'll  do  for  me  ;  faith,  but  I'm  that, 
if  I'm  any  thing." 

"  '  Arc  ye  used  to  horses  V  he  sez  to  me. 
"  '  Sure,  thin,  I  am,  Sir,'  sez  I.  '  I've  been 

round  horses  iver  since  I  wor  big  enough  to 
stride  one.' 

"  'And  are  ye  used  to  driving  ?'  he  sez. 
"  "Deed,  thin,  and  I  am,  Sir,'  sez  I. 
"  '  And  what  have  yer  been  used  to  driv- 

ing ?'  he  sez. 
"  'I've  druve  a  jaunting-cart  and  a  tax-cart, 

yer  honor,'  sez  I. 
"  The  gintleman  laughed.  '  I  wanted  a  man 

to  drive  a  coach  and  pair, '  sez  he  ;  '  have  yeez 
iver  done  that  ?' 

"'No,  yer  honor,  Sir,'  sez  I,  'sure  and  I 
niver  did.'    And  I  seen  I  wouldn't  do  for  him. 

"And,  Miss  Tazie  dear,  ivery  day  whin  I'd 
go  back  hersilf  would  come  out  to  mate  me  ; 
and  whin  I'd  shake  me  head  she'd  fling  the 
apron  over  her  face  and  cry. 

"  Well,  there  wor  an  ould  woman,  one  Miss 
M'Gra,  stopping  at  the  same  house  —  and  she 
from  the  one  place  wid  us,  and  knew  all  our 
folks,  ou'y  she  wor  unknownst  to  me,  for 
she'd  been  in  the  country  before  iver  I  wor 
born,  and  knew  all  its  ways  like.  She  sez  to 
me,  one  day,  sez  she,  '  It's  ye  are  too  honest, 
Mr.  O'Brine,'  sez  she.  '  If  ye  go  on  this  a- way 
telling  on  yerself,  and  putting  the  bad  word  on 
ye,  ye'll  niver  git  a  sitivation.  Who's  to  take 
ye  if  ye  let  on  ye  can't  do  nothing  ?' 

"  '  Thrue  for  ye,  mistress,'  sez  I ;  '  but  how 
can  I  help  it  ?  I  can't  put  the  lie  on  'em,  can 

I?' "  'No  more  ye  needn't,'  sez  she;  'ye  can 
tell  the  thruth,  but  ye  needn't  tell  the  lohole 
thrath,  any  way.  Whin  they  axes  ye  kin  ye 
do  this,  or  kin  ye  do  that?  can't  yer  jist  put  a 
bould  face  upon  ye,  and  make  as  though  ye 
know'd  all  about  it,  and  let  them  take  yo  on 
thrial  ?' 

"  'Yes,  gossip,'  sez  I ;  '  and  whin  I'd  be  tried 
I'd  be  found  wanting,  and  sure  I'd  be  dismiss- 

ed.' "  'Well,'  sez  the  ould  woman,  '  and  what  if 
yer  was  ?  Sure  yo'd  a  had  yer  board  and  wages 
for  that  much  time,  at  least — and  larned  some- 

thing, too,  if  ye  was  not  jist  that  stupid  ;  and 
ye  might  got  a  char-ac-ter  for  being  honest,  and 
civil,  and  steady,  and  quite  into  the  bargain ; 
and  sure  that  would  help  pass  ye  into  another 
place  ;  and  there,  if  ye  kep  your  eyes  open,  ye'd 
larn  a  little  more ;  and  so  ye'd  keep  moving  on, 
larning  one  thing  here,  and  another  there,  till, 

little  by  little,  ye'd  i)ick  up  a  dacint  eddication, 
and  ye'd  larn  in  time  to  be  a  raal  servant,  and 
tliin  ye'd  be  fit  for  a  first-rate  place  and  arne 
the  good  wages.' 

"Well,  now.  Miss  Tazie  dear,  there  wor 
sinse  in  what  the  ould  body  sed  ;  and  I  thought 
it  all  over  in  me  bed  that  night ;  and  the  next 
day  I  wor  at  the  intelligence  office  agin,  hoping 
I'd  have  betther  luck  ;  and  sure  enough  there 
corned  in  a  young  gintleman,  wid  a  young  led- 
dy  wid  him,  and  oh  !  Miss  Tazie  dear,  me  heart 
warmed  to  'um  at  wonst  they  kim  in  ;  for  I  seen 
at  wonst  that  they  wor  the  rael  gintry. 

"  He  was  a  fine,  portly-looking  young  man, 
Avid  a  ruddy  cheek  and  a  bright  blue  eye,  and  a 
stately  Avay  wid  him  ;  and  his  sister — the  young 
leddy — oh  !  Miss  Tazie,  she  wor  on'y  a  slip  of 
a  girl ;  but  wasn't  she  the  big  beauty — wid  her 
cheeks  jist  as  red  as  the  roses,  and  her  great, 
beautiful  blue  eyes,  and  her  long,  fair  hair  ?" 

"Was  her  hair  like  mine,  Jim?"  said  little 
Theresa,  tossing  back  her  sunny  curls. 

"  No,  Miss  Tazie  dear,  it  wasn't,"  said 
O'Brian,  regarding  her  attentively.  "Your 
hair  is  fair  and  i)utty,  but  it's  not  like  hers 
was.  Hers  wor  more  browner ;  and  in  the  sun 
it  glinted  jist  like  threads  of  raal  gould — sich 
as  the  fixiries  spin.  Oh!  l.knew  they  wor  the 
raal  gintry  jist  as  soon  as  me  two  eyes  fell  on 
them  ;  I  seen  it  in  their  very  walk — I  heard  it 
in  their  v'ices — I  felt  it  in  ivery  thing  they  sed 
or  done.    There  was  no  mistaking  them  ! 

"  Well,  they  walks  up  to  the  desk  in  a  quite 
way,  and  he  spakes  to  the  intelligencer  man  ; 
and  then  he  turns  round  to  us,  and  looks  about, 
and  he  sez, 

"  '  The  gintleman  is  wanting  a  gar'ner.  Is 
any  of  yeez  used  to  gar'nering  ?'  And  nobody moved  a  foot. 

"Oh,  thin,  Miss  Tazie,  I  bethought  mo  of 
what  old  J^,ristress  M'Gra  had  sed  ;  and  I  gets 
up,  wid  the  blood  tingling  all  over  me  body,  as 
if  it  would  spurt  out  at  me  finger-ends,  and  I 
jist  walks  over  to  the  table,  and  I  sez,  '  Could  / 

sarve  yer  honor  ?' "And  he  takes  a  long  look  at  me,  and  then 
he  sez,  kind  of  pleasant  like,  and  friendly,  as  it 
were, 

"  '  Ye  look  strong  and  able,  my  friend, '  he 
sez.    '  Do  ye  understand  gar'nering  ?' 

"  'I  knows  how  we  gardens  at  home,  yer 
honor,'  sez  I ;  '  but  I'm  new  to  the  country,  and 

the  ways,  mebbee,  is  ditrerent  like.' 
"'And  where  have  ye  worked?'  he  sez  to me. 

"  '  Sure  I  bin  in  some  of  the  best  gardens  in 
Ireland,  yer  honor,'  sez  I  ;  and  so  I  had,  but 720^  as  the  gardener.  (May  I  be  forgiven  that 
much  of  a  lie,  for  mo  case  wor  disperate  !) 

"  '  But  who  have  ye  worked  for  at  homo,  my 
man  ?'  he  sez  to  me  next. 

"  'I  worked  for  Colin  O'Hara  last,  yer  hon- 
or,' SGz  I ;  and  that  wor  all  true. 

"  'Was  ye  AeacZ-gar'ner  there?'  sez  he. 
"  Oh,  raurther  !  thinks  I,  now,  thin,  I'm  bate 

intirely ;  for  I  can't  tell  him  such  a  big  lie  as 
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that,  and  he  and  the  swate  young  leddy  looking 
full  in  the  face  of  me  ;  and  thin  I  jist  thinkcd 

to  mesilf,  '  The  truth  may  be  blamed,  but  can't 
be  shamed,'  and  I  made  answer  to  him, 

"  '  'Deed,  thin,  yer  honor,  I'll  not  put  the  lie 
on  ye.    I  loasn't  head-gar'ncY  there.' "  Whin  I  sed  that  the  gintleman  turned  and 
spoke  to  the  young  leddy,  and  they  both  smiled, 
and  then  they  two  talked  together  a  piece  in 
some  kind  of  a  furren  tongue  —  it  might  be 
Frinch  ;  I  don't  think  it  wor  the  Latin,  for  1 
niver  hecrd  Father  Riley  spake  it  so  nately; 
and  wouldn't  it  be  jist  a  sin  and  burning  shame 
to  be  saying  they'd  bate  his  Riverence  at  that, 
and  he  brought  up  to  the  same,  and  they  on'y 
two  young  Fro-^es^-ants  ?  Well,  thin  he  turns 
to  me  agin,  and  he  sez, 

'  How  lo7ir/  did  ye  sarve  Sir  Colin  ?'  he  sez. 
"  'I  stopped  wid  himself  four  years  and  five 

months,  yer  honor.' 
"  '  And  have  ye  a  character  from  Sir  Colin  ?' 
"  'What  is  it,  yer  honor,  Sir?'  sez  I. 
"  'A  recommend,  that  is,'  sez  the  intelli- 

gencer man.  '  Haven't  ye  a  bit  writing  from 
Sir  Colin  to  spake  for  yer  ?' 

"'No,  then,  Sir,'  I  sez,  'I  haven't  —  the 
more's  the  pity.  But  the  way  it  was,  the  ould 
master  died,  and  the  family  wor  broke  up,  and 
I'd  not  the  heart  to  be  throubling  the  mistress, 
poor  lady,  and  she  in  the  great  sorrow,  too ;  and 
more  nor  that,  I  didn't  know  would  it  be  asked 
of  me,  cither.' 

"Thin  the  gintleman  and  the  Intelligenoer 
looked  at  each  other,  and  I  could  read  the  mean- 

ing jist  as  plain  as  if  they  sed  the  words,  '  That's 
on'y  an  excuse  ^  they  a/l  sez  the  likes  of  that 
and  a  bright  thought  comed  into  me  head.  I 
had  an  ould  letter  from  the  master  about  sell- 

ing some  oats  for  him  ;  I'd  seen  it  the  night  be- 
fore whin  I  bin  counting  out  me  bit  money, 

and  I  jist  kep  it  for  the  sake  of  the  ould  times ; 
so  I  whips  out  me  wallet  and  gives  him  the  let- 

ter ;  and  whin  he'd  read  it,  he  sez  to  me, 
"  'That's  as  good  as  a  recommend,'  he  sez  ; 

'  for  it  shows  yer  employer  put  the  trust  in  yer. 
And  is  there  nobody  here  who  knows  yer  to 

speak  for  yer  ?' 
"  'Not  a  one,  yer  honor,'  sez  1.  'There's 

not  a  one  in  the  country,  save  me  ould  woman, 
as  iver  I  laid  me  two  eyes  on  tul  I  kim  here.' 

"  'So  much  the  betther  for  ye,'  sez  he,  laugh- 
ing ;  '  yc'll  have  the  fewer  followers.'  And 

then  he  axed  me  a  hape  more  quistions,  and 
I  made  answer  to  them  all  the  best  I  could ; 
and  then  he  talked  agin  to  the  young  leddy, 
and  sure  I  am  she  spoke  the  good  word  for  me, 
for,  after  a  little,  he  sez, 

"  'Well,  my  man,  I  think  I'll  give  ye  the 
trial.    What  wages  do  ye  ask  me  ?' 

"  'Ffiith,  yer  honor.  Sir,'  sez  I,  'yer  own 
self  knovv-s  best  about  that.  Sure  ye  knows  the 
work  and  the  wages,  and  meself  don't ;  and  I'll 
go  bail  for  it  yer  honor  is  not  the  one  to  take 
the  mane  advantage  of  a  poor  man  ;  for-hy  he 
a  stranger.  Make  the  tarms  to  suit  yerself. 
Jist  take  me  on  thryal,  and  give  me  what  me 

worruk  is  worth ;  and  I'll  be  contint  and  grate- 

ful to  yeez.' "'Very  well,'  he  sez.  'Ye  may  begin  at 
twinty-five  dollars  a  month,  and  yer  house-rint 
and  firing,'  sez  he  ;  '  and  if  I  find  ye  arne  m.ore 
I'll  pay  ye  more.' "  Oh  !  Miss  Tazie,  wasn't  that  the  glad  hour 
for  me  ?  The  heart  in  me  wor  so  full,  I  wor 
feared  the  big  tears  would  burst  out  if  I  spoke 
agin,  and  so  I  only  bows. 

"  Well,  he  goes  up  to  the  desk,  and  he  takes 
out  a  bit  card  and  writes  on  the  back  of  it,  and 
then  he  calls  me. 

"  '  Here  is  me  address,'  he  sez,  'and  yer  di- 
rections ;  here  is  yer  railroad  ticket — ye'll  come 

in  the  cars.' 
"  'And  ivhin  will  we  come,  yer  honor  ?'  I  sez. 
"  'Tuesday  is  the  first  of  the  month,'  sez  he, 

'  and  ye  may  come  either  Saturday  or  Monday, 
as  you  like,  and  begin  Avork  on  Tuesday.  And 
I've  only  this  direction  to  give  ye  to  begin  with,' 
sez  he  ;  '  mind  me  orders,  and  don't  desave  me. 
If  ye  don't  know  how  to  do  any  thing,  don't 
purtend  ye  do,  and  do  it  wrong  ;  but  ask  me 
how  I'll  have  it  done,  and  I'll  show  ye,' 

"  'Yes,  indade,  yer  honor,"  sez  I,  "I  shall 
do  that  same,  and  thank  ye  too  ;  sure  ye  knows 
I'm  not  used  to  the  country  nor  its  Avays  ;  but, 
fiiith,  I'll  do  yer  bidding,  and  be  forever  obliged 
to  ye  for  your  instructions,  and  mebbeel'll  make 
up  in  zale  w'hat  I  wants  in  experience.' 

"  'Very  well,'  sez  he;  and  then  he  and  the 
young  leddy  bade  me  '  good-day'  sort  o'  friend- ly; and  wint  out ;  and  I  jist  waited  till  they  had 
gone,  to  be  sort  of  civil  like,  and  thin  I  were 
following  after,  for  I  wor  dying  to  tell  me  wo- 

man, whin  the  Intelligencer  stops  me. 
"  'Here,  thin  !'  he  sez,  'and  ain't  ye  going 

to  pay  me  fee,  and  ye  afther  getting  such  an  ii- 

ligunt  situation?' "  'Be  me  sowl.  Sir!'  sez  I,  'wall  ye  plaze  to 
excuse  me  ;  sure  I'd  be  the  mane  baste  to  thry 
to  be  shot  of  it  that  a-way ;  but,  ye  see,  I  Avor 
bothered  like,  talking  to  the  quality.' 

"  So  I  pays  him  his  fee,  and  then  I  sez  to 
him,  '  If  ye  plaze,  Sir,  what  is  the  wages  I'm  to 

be  getting?' "  'I  didn't  take  notice,'  sez  he;  'sure,  and 
don't  ye  know  Avhat  wages  ye  hired  for  ?' 

"'The  gintleman  sed  twinty-five  dollars  a 
month.  Sir,'  sez  I. 

"  'Well,  then,  if  he  sed  twinty-five  dollars 
a  month  I  suppose  he  meant  it;  Avhat  do  yer  ask 

me  for,  if  ye  know'd  it  yer  own  self?' 
"  'Faith,  Sir,'  sez  I,  'it's  meself  don't  know 

the  money  ;  what  loud  it  he  in  pounds,  shillings, 

and  pence  ?' "'Oh,  tliafs  it,  is  it  ?'  sez  he;  'yer  green, 
hey?    Sure  that's  five  pound  a  month.' 

"  'Oh,  wisha-Avisha  I'  sez  I;  '  fiA^e  pound  a 
month,  and  me  house-rint  and  firing!  Oh, 
that's  the  illigunt  AA'ages !  Be  me  soavI,  but  it's 
a  made  man  I  am  entirely!'  and  I  catched  up 
me  hat,  and  was  out  of  the  shop  and  doon  the 
street  in  a  jiffy  ;  for,  oh  !  the  Avay  seemed  long 
to  me  till  I'd  tell  poor  Nora ! 
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"Whin  I  got  into  the  street  wliere  the  board- 
inijj-liousc  wor,  snre  enough  I  seen  her  —  the 
poor  crathcr — and  she  hining  over  the  shop- 
door,  looking  up  and  doon,  thrying  to  got  a 
brithe  of  frish  air,  mcbbec;  for  though  it  wor 
on'y  about  this  time  of  year,  it  wor  warm  for  tho 
season,  and  tho  close,  dirty,  miserable  little 
shop  wor  hot  and  stifling  to  the  poor,  worried, 
hcart-sorc,  home-sick  woman — and  1  seen  the 
stain  of  tears  upon  her  cheek.  When  she  seen 
me  she  started,  and  looked  wild  like  at  me,  and 
I  made  her  a  sign  to  come  out  wid  me,  and  she 
flung  her  shawl  over  her  head  and  rin  out  to 
me  ;  and  whin  we  had  turned  the  corner  I  tuck 
hould  of  her  arm,  and  sez  I  to  her,  '  Nora,  wo- 

man !  how  would  yces  like  to  be  wife  to  a  gin- 
tleman's  head  gar'ner,  wid  a  natc  little  cottage 
all  to  ourselves,  and  live  pounds  a  month?' 

"  Poor  woman  !  she  looked  in  me  face,  and 
the  big  tears  kirn  ;  and  then  she  sed,  sadly, 
*  Jim,  yc'vc  bin  dhrinking.  Me  poor  lad!  the 
sorrow's  too  hard  on  ye  !' 

"  'No,  no,  Nora,'  sez  I;  'it's  not  drunk  I 
am  ;  on'y  me  head's  turned  wid  the  luck,  for 
it's  all  tnie  !  Nora,  woman  dear,  it's  no  lie  I'm 
telling  ye  ;  and  we'll  be  out  of  this  before  Sat- 

urday night !' 
"  Oeh  !  thin  the  poor  crather  she  cried  worse 

nor  iver,  for  the  very  joy. 
"  'Nora,  mavourneen,'  sez  I,  'sure  and  do 

ye  cry  now^  whin  we're  jist  out  of  the  woods  ? 
Whist !  woman  dear.  Sure  ye  must  rin  in  and 
get  on  yer  cloak,  and  go  out  wid  me  and  buy 
me  a  new  jacket  and  a  gar'ner's  apron  ;  and  ye 
must  rid  yersdf  w^  a  little,  too,  Nora,  that  we'll 
not  be  bringing  discredit  on  the  new  master ; 
for,  plaze  the  Lord  to  spare  our  lives,  we'll  be 
laving  this  the  day  after  to-morrow.' 

"  So  while  herself  wor  making  ready  to  go 
out,  I  jist  slips  up  to  the  man  of  the  house,  and 
'  Hev  ye  got  a  place  yet,  O'Brine  ?'  sez  he. 

"  'I've  heerd  of  one,'  sez  I ;  for  I  thought  it 
wor  best  to  keep  dark  till  all  wor  sure,  for  how 
eould  I  know  who  might  thry  to  cut  me  out  ? 
'  There  is  one  Colonel  Berkley  as  wants  a  man.' 

"  'What !'  sez  he,  '  Colonel  James  Berkley, 
of  W  ,  is  it?' 

"  '  The  very  same  !'  sez  I.  '  Did  ye  iver  hear 
tell  of  him  ?' 

"  'Didn't  I  ?'  sez  he.  'Why,  he  is  one  of 
the  very  tip-tops  !  Ye  loould  be  in  luck  to  get 
service  wid  Idm  !  And  what  is  he  wanting  ?' 

"  'I  think  it's  a  gar'ner,'  sez  I. 
"  '  And  don't  ye  wish  ye  may  get  it  ?'  sez  he, sneering  like.  Well,  I  never  let  on  another 

word  ;  and  whin  herself  kim  down  we  wint  but 
together  and  bought  our  little  matters  ;  and 
Saturday  morning  we  wint  oif  to  W  in  the 
steam-cars. 

"  Oh  !  and  was  not  that  the  beautiful  place  ? 
and  didn't  we  find  a  home  there  ?  Here  there 
was  no  lack  of  any  thing  ;  there  Avas  full  and 
plinty  to  do  with  ;  and  tliere  wor  all  sorts  of  il- 
ligunt  tools  (more,  be  token,  than  I  iver  seen 
before,  or  knew  the  uses  of) ;  and  all  kinds  of 
grand  viach-ms,  to  do  every  thing  in  the  world 

vasij  like  ;  and  a  natc  little  cottage,  close,  near- 
hand,  convanient,  all  to  ourselves  !  Oh  I  Miss 
Tazie,  I've  been  alive  iver  since  I  wor  born,  but 
I  niver  yet  laid  me  two  eyes  on  the  bate  of  it ! 
Sure  and  I  giv  satisfaction,  too ;  for  I  had  a 
cha-mc-ter  to  earn,  and  me  heart  was  in  me 
woruk.  I  used  to  be  at  it  in  the  morning  while 
the  stars  Avor  in  the  sky,  and  I  wouldn't  quit  at 
night  till  I'd  sec  no  longer.  Yes  ;  and  ivery 
thing  thriv  wid  me  ;  me  flowers  and  me  vegeta- 

bles got  the  praise  ;  and  herself  wor  contint, 

and  the  heavy  sorrow  passed  ofi'  us,  and  I  wor happy. 

"  There  wor  many  young  leddies  in  the  fam- 
ily. There  was  the  master's  wife,  and  her  two 

sisters,  and  the  master's  young  sister,  and  his 
cousin  ;  fine,  tall,  beautiful  young  leddies  they 
wor,  all  of  'um ;  but  tiic  best  of  'um  all,  to  my 
thinking,  was  the  master's  sister.  Miss  Kosa- 
mond — her  that  I  seen  at  the  Intelligencer's,  ye 
mind.  She  wor  the  youngest  of  them  all,  and 
she  wor  in  the  gardens  more  nor  all  the  others 
put  together.  The  other  leddies  they  jist  walk- 

ed a-round,  wid  their  fine  Icddy  and  gintlcman 
company,  and  laughed  and  talked  j)lcasantly 
enough ;  but  ah !  Miss  Ixosamond's  wor  the 
light  foot  that  v/or  round  me  beds  and  borders 
the  last  thing  at  night,  the  first  in  the  morning. 
She  wor  just  like  the  golden  butterflies ;  oh, 
how  she  did  love  the  flowers  !  I  could  niver 

tell  her  a  thing  about  them  but  she  know'd  it 
all  aforehand ;  and  whin  a  new  flower  bloom- 

ed she  found  it  out  before  the  bees  did.  Yes  \ 
and  she  had  iver  the  kind  word  to  say  to  me,  if 

it  wor  only  'A  beautiful  day,  James!'  or  'A 
fine  rain  for  yer  carnations,  last  night,  James'' 
It  wor  cheering  like  ;  and  I'd  be  as  pleased  as 
if  the  Queen  of  the  Fairies  had  spoke  to  me. 

"  And  now,  Miss  Tazie,  I'm  coming  to  what 
put  me  upon  telling  yeez  this  story — how  I  lam- 

ed to  say  '  pea-coc^• Well,  ye  see,  whin  I  kim 
there  first  I  had  a  bad  trick  of  swearing.  I  used 
to  say,  '  Be  God  !'  (saving  yer  presence)  ivery 
tin  words  I'd  say.  Well,  it's  a  wrong  thing ; 
but  it's  a  way  they  has  at  home  ;  and  I  wor  so 
used  to  it  I  wouldn't  know  whin  I'd  say  it,  and 
if  I  did  I'd  think  it  no  harum,  becaze  I'd  been 
used  to  it  all  me  days.  I've  lift  it  out  in  tell- 

ing you  this  becaze  I  have  larned  betther  now ; 
but  if  this  time  had  been  that  time  ye'd  have 
heard  it  fifty  times  or  more. 

"Well,  one  fine  sunnner  day,  in  the  after- 
noon, Miss  Rosamond  came  out.  She  had  jist 

got  some  new  plants,  and  I  sliould  go  and  set 
them  out  for  her  ;  and  I  wor  ready  enough  to 
do  that,  for  and  indade  it  wor  me  delight  to  do 
her  bidding,  and  most  of  all,  to  have  herself 
stand  by  and  dirict  me  woruk.  These  wor  very 
chice  plants,  and  Miss  Kosamond  Avor  very  pur- 
ticlar  'bout  their  names.  Every  one  on  'um 
wor  wrapped  up  in  its  own  paper,  wid  its  own 
name  on  it ;  and  Miss  Rosamond  had  some 
nice  little  smooth  white  tallies  in  lier  hand,  and 
as  she  unrolled  each  paper,  Avliile  I  set  out  the 
bulb,  herself  wrote  its  name  on  the  tally,  and 

I  guv  it  to  me  to  set  out  by  the  root.  By-and- 
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by,  whin  I  had  set  out  one  of  'um,  she  wint  to 
toss  me  the  tally  to  put  wid  it,  and,  pca-cocA:  / 
if  she  didn't  make  a  mistake,  and  fling  her  fine 

great  gould  pincil  right  away  into  the  hole 
among  all  the  dirt !  Of  course  I  picked  it  up 
in  less  than  no  time  ;  and  as  I  wiped  it  on  me 
sleeve  and  handed  back  agin,  I  sez, 

"  <Be  God,  Miss  Rosamond,  I'd  like  to  plant 
the  root  that  'ud  bear  sich  goulden  fruit  as  this 

is!' "  'James  !'  sez  she,  sort  of  cold  like  and  re- 

provingly ;  and  I  thought  mebbec  I'd  made  too 
free.  She  didn't  say  another  word  ;  but  I  seen 
she  wor  displeased  wid  me,  and  I  was  ready  to 
have  bit  the  end  of  me  tongue  off  for  being  so 
bould. 

"  *  I  humbly  ax  yer  pardon,  Miss,'  sez  I ;  and 
I  didn't  spake  agin,  on'y  '  Yes,  Miss,'  and  '  No, 
Miss,'  till  the  job  wor  done. 

"  'There,  James,'  she  sez  to  me,  and  she  aft- 
er giving  me  the  last  one,  '  that  is  all ;  and  ye've 

done  them  jist  the  way  I  wanted  them  done.' 
"  'I'm  on'y  too  proud  if  I've  plazed  ye.  Miss 

Rosamond,'  sez  I.  'I'm  thinking  they  can't 
but  grow ;  and,  be  God,  I  hope  they  will,  and 
bear  the  finest  flowers  iver  ye  seen  yet.' 

"  'Oh,  James  !'  sez  she  agin  ;  and  this  time 
she  sed  it  in  a  sich  a  kind  of  frightened,  sob- 

bing Avay,  catching  up  her  brithe  like.  I  thought 
for  all  the  world  she  had  cut  her  hand  wid  me 

big  knife  ;  and  I  started  up,  and  I  sez,  '  Miss 
Roscfmond,  are  ye  hurtcd  ?' 

"  '  Yes,  James,'  sez  she,  spaking  kind  of  sad 
and  mournful  like.  '  It  hurts  me  to  hear  ye 
take  yer  Maker's  name  so  lightly.  I  think  it  is 
sinful. ' 

"  'I  ax  yer  pardon.  Miss  Rosamond,'  sez  I ; 
'  sure  I  didn't  mane  to  offind'ye.  I  ax  yer  par- 

don. Miss,  a  thousand  times.' 
"  'It's  not  me  pardon  ye  most  need  to  ask, 

James,'  sez  she,  '  though  sich  language  is  dis- 
respictful  and  displazing  to  me,  too,'  sez  she, 
spaking  high  and  stately,  as  if  she  wor  the  very 
Tope  hissclf ;  '  but  what  is  tin  thousand  times 
worse,'  sez  she,  '  it  is  disrespictful  and  displaz- 

ing to  Jlim  Avho  has  forbidden  us  to  take  His 
holy  name  in  vain,'  sez  she. 

"  Well,  now.  Miss  Tazie,  ye'll  mebbce  not  be- 
lave  it,  but  it's  no  lie  I'm  telling  ye  :  though 
I'd  heard  that  same  Commandmint  iver  since 
I  w^or  a  cliild,  I  niver  before  thought  of  its 
vianing. 

"  '  I'll  niver  say  it  agin  as  long  as  I  live.  Miss 
Rosamond,'  sez  I.  '  Sure  I'd  be  the  thafe  of 
the  world  if  I'd  be  disrespictful  to  ycrself,  let 
alone  Iliven's  glory !  And  I'll  jist  drop  it  en- 

tirely from  this  out.''  But  that  wor  aisier  sed 
nor  done,  Miss  Tazie  ;  for  ye  see,  oidd  dogs  and 
oidd  habits  is  hard  to  break  ;  and  as  I  spoke  I 
looked  up  at  her.  She  wor  standing  upon  a  lit- 

tle bank,  just  over  aginst  me,  wid  her  back  to 
the  setting  sun.  It  might  be  that  the  red  light 
which  wor  behint  her,  and  jist  o\^-pos-\t  to  me, 
dnzzled  me  eyes,  or  else  it  wor  the  tears  which 
blinded  rac ;  but  as  she  stud  there,  widout  her 
bonnit,  and  she  drest  all  in  white,  wid  her  great 

innocent  blue  eyes  a-looking  up  to  hiven,  and 
the  sun  shining  on  the  long  goulden  hair  falling 
round  her  shoulders,  she  looked  for  all  the  world 
so  like  them  beautiful  picters  of  the  Blissid  Var- 
gin,  and  the  Holy  Saints  wid  the  glory  round 
their  heads,  which  I  used  to  see  in  some  of  the 
fine  ould  churches  at  home  in  the  ould  country, 
that,  before  I  thought  of  it,  I  whipped  off  me 

hat  and  begun  to  say  an  '  Ora  pro  nobis.'  Ah  I 
ye  need  not  laugh,  Miss  Tazie  !  If  ye'd  bin 
there,  too,  and  seen  her,  ye'd  have  done  the 
same  (supposing  yer  had  bin  a  Catholic — which 
yer  not,  more's  the  pity !)." 

"And  what  did  the  young  lady  say  to  that?" 
said  Miss  Theresa,  recovering  her  gravity  with 
an  effort. 

"  Oh !  she  niver  knew  what  I  done  it  for;  I 
didn't  say  it  out  loud,  but  in  me  heart,  softly 
like  ;  and  whin  I  seen  her  looking  at  me,  I  jist 
rubbed  me  arum  over  me  head,  this  a-way,  and 
clapped  on  me  hat  agin ;  and  if  she  tuck  notice 
of  me  at  all,  she  on'y  thought  it  was  hot  and 
tired  I  was ;  oh  !  slie  niver  mistrusted,  and  I 
niver  let  on ;  but  iver  since,  from  that  day  to 
this  out,  Avhin  I  thry  at  me  prayers  to  think  of 
the  Blissid  Vargin  and  the  Holy  Saints,  I  can 
on'y  see  Miss  Rosamond  standing  as  she  stud 
that  day,  between  me  and  the  goulden  light, 
wid  the  glory  round  her  head !  And  often  after 
that,  whin  I  wor  jist  ujjon  saying  them  words — 
for  they  would  slip  out,  unknownst  to  me — I'd 
catch  mcsilf  up,  jist  in  time,  and  I'd  turn  it 
into  '  pea-coc/c .''  and  thin  she'd  smile,  and  say, 
'  Thank  ye,  James.'  And  faith  I  wor  as  proud 
of  them  words  as  if  I'd  found  a  purse  of  gould ; 
and  that's  the  how  I  larned  to  say  pea-coc/c.'" 

"  Why,  Jim  !"  said  little  Theresa,  "how  you 
did  love  her !  didn't  you  ?" 

"  No  !  Miss  Tazie,"  said  O'Brian,  indignant- 
ly, "  I  didn't.  Sure  and  it  wasn't  for  the  likes 

of  me  to  be  loving  the  likes  of  her ;  I  wasn't 
her  aquil.    Love  her?    'No  ;  1 7-ivejinced  her 

"  And  where  is  she  now,  Jim  ?" 
"Gone  to  glory!"  said  Jim,  without  looking 

up. 
"Dead!— what— dead?"  cried  little  Tazie, 

bending  forward,  her  widely  opened  eyes  dilat- 
ing in  sudden  terror.  "Oh!  Jim,  you  do  not 

mean  to  say  that  she  is  deadf 

No,  ]Miss,"  said  James,  speaking  thick  and 
huskily,  but  unconsciously  giving  utterance  to 
the  sublimest  truth  the  lips  of  man  can  utter : 
"  The  likes  of  her  can  not  die!  She  has  gone 
from  this  world  sure  enough ;  but  whereiver 
God  and  the  holy  angels  is  living  in  blissidness, 
there,  I  know,  sure  and  sartin.  Miss  Rosamond 

is  living  too !" There  was  a  few  minutes'  silence  while  Jim 
stitched  busily  at  his  meal-bags,  and  little 
Theresa  sat  twirling  his  great  shears,  apparent- 

ly lost  in  thought.  At  last,  bending  forward, 
she  spoke,  but  low  and  softly, 

"Jim,  if  3-0U  don't  mind,  will  you  tell  me 
about  her  sickness  and  death  ?  I  should  like 
to  hear  more  about  her." 

"Well  then,  Miss  Tazie,  I  can't  be  telling 
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ye  much  about  it,  for  I  don't  know  much  mc- 
sclf;  I  tliink  it  wor  the  consumption,  though; 
for  I  hcer  tell  the  mithcr  of  'urn  died  wid  it 
soon  after  that  one  wor  born.  The  first  I  iver 
knew  of  her  bein^;  sick  wor  at  Christmas-time. 
She  hadn't  ben  out  to  the  green-houses  for  some 
days,  and  I  tell  ye  we  missed  her  there.  It 
seemed  to  me  the  flowers  missed  her,  they  niver 

bloomed  so  good  whin  she  wouldn't  be  looking 
at  them ;  and  meself  missed  her  most  of  all,  for 
I'd  no  heart  to  me  woruk  and  she  not  coming 
to  overlook  me;  but  it  had  been  damp  and 
rainy,  and  I  niver  mistrusted  but  tJiat  wor  the 
reason, 

"Well!  come  Christmas-day,  they  wor  to 
have  a  power  of  company,  as  they  allers  did  on 
that  day;  and  I  should  make  up  ivergveen 
wreaths  to  dress  off  the  rooms:  for  though 

tliey  was  'Mericans  born  they  comed  of  an  ould 
English  stock,  and  they  loved  to  keep  up  all  the 
ould  country  ways. 

"  Well !  whin  I'd  made  me  wreaths,  and  cut 
me  flowers,  it  come  into  me  head  I'd  jist  make 
up  a  Z/o-kay  ̂ or  Miss  Rosamond,  for  I'd  hearn 
tell  that  she  wor  born  at  Christmas-time :  so  I 
cut  a  beautiful  passion-flower — did  ye  iver  sec  a 
passion-flower,  JNIiss  Tazie?"  Theresa  shook  her 
head.  "Well  thin,  indade  it's  a  pity  but  ye 
did !  it's  the  most  holiest  and  curiousest  flower 
ye  iver  did  see  !  I  have  an  ould  gar'nering  book 
at  home,  and  it  tells  all  about  it.  What's  this  it 
sez  ?  Stop  a  bit :  it  sez,  '  This  holy  and  beauti- 

ful flower,  which  wor  named  in  memory  of  the 
death  and  passion  of  our  Blissid  Saviour,  wor 
first  diskivered  by  the  mourning  disciples,  on 
the  hill  of  Calvary,  on  the  morning  afthcr  the 
Crucifixion.'  And  then  it  goes  on  to  tell  how 
it  bears  the  cross,  and  the  nails,  and  the  thorns, 
and  the  rays  of  glory,  and  the  twilve  disciples! 
And  it's  all  true,  Miss  Tazie.  Sure  I've  seen  'um 
meself,  oftin  and  oftin.  Oh !  I  wish  ye  couldhc 
seeing  one  of 'um ;  I'd  walk  miles  to  get  ye  one, 
jist  to  be  looking  at,  it  is  so  wonderful  curious. 
But  them  flowers  is  what  we  used  to  call  '  eggs- 
hot-igs,'  and  doesn't  live  on'y  in  green-houses ; 
and  I  don't  know  as  there  do  be  any  green- houses round  here. 

"So  I  put  me  passion-flower  in  the  middle 
of  me  6o-kay,  becazc,  ye  see,  it  wor  a  raal 
Christmas  flower ;  and  thin  I  put  little  white 
lilies  and  green  leaves  all  roiind  it ;  white  lilies 
and  gi-een  leaves ;  white  lilies  and  green  leaves ; 
jist  them  and  nothing  more.  Oh,  it  looked  iUi- 

giint .'" "  What  were  the  white  lilies  for,  Jim  ?  What 
do  they  mean?" 

"Well,  I  think  white  lilies  is  holy  like,  isn't 
they?  Sure  is  not  they  the  on'y  flower  our 
Lord  tuck  notice  of  whin  he  wor  upon  airth  ? 
and  where  is  this  it  sez,  '  Of  all  the  flowers  of 
the  whole  airth.  He  has  chosen  Himsilf  one 
lily!'  Isn't  that  in  Scripture,  Miss  Tazie?  I 
don't  justly  know,  but  yer  pa  would.  Oh  yes, I  guess  lilies  is  holy! 

"Whin  me  flowers  wor  all  fixed,  I  tuck  me 
basket  on  me  arum  to  carry  them  up  to  the 

house  ;  it  had  been  wet  and  rainy  for  some  days 
(I  told  ye  so,  yer  know),  but  the  night  afore 
Christmas  the  wind  changed  sudden,  it  cleared 
up  fair  and  cold,  and  it  friz  ;  and  next  morning 
(Christmas-dny,  ye  mind),  oh,  Miss  Tazie,  it 
wor  jist  a  glory  to  be  looking  at  it !  Ivery  little 
branch  and  twig,  '/rai/  up  to  the  very  tip  top  of 
the  tallest  trees,  wor  cased  in  ice,  clear  and 
shining  as  barley  candy,  forenent  the  blue  sky ! 
There  wasn't  much  wind  at  all ;  but  now  and 
agin  there'd  be  a  little  brith  to  sweep  the  boughs 
togither  ;  and  thin  the  brittle  ice  would  crackle 
and  kirn  down,  all  shining  like  diamonds  and 
jewels !  And  the  ground  below,  it  looked  for 
all  the  world  as  if  forty  thousand  rainbows  had 
been  thrashed  up  fine  and  sowed  over  it  broad- cast ! 

"  Ye  have  seen  sich  days,  Miss  Tazie,  often  ; 
for  ye  have  them  here,  one  or  more  sich,  mostly 
ivery  winter.  But,  ye  mind,  I  wor  new  to  the 
country  thin,  and  the  sight  of  it  fairly  bewitched 
me. 

"  So,  as  I  wor  saying,  I  wint  up  to  the  house, 
and  as  I  kim  across  the  lawn,  I  jist  looked  up 
and  there  wor  Miss  Rosamond,  all  drist  for  the 
grand  company,  and  she  standing  her  lane  in 
the  big  winder  of  the  liba-ra-ry,  a-looking  out 
wid  her  two  beautiful  great  eyes,  as  blue  and 
shining  as  the  winter  sky ;  and  /  thought  to  the 
full  as  hivenly ! 

"Whin  she  seen  me,  she  smiled  and  beck- 
oned, and  signed  to  me  wid  the  hand  that  I 

should  bring  the  flowers  to  her ;  so  I  wint  into 
the  servants'-hall  and  the  housekeeper  met  me 
and  said  she  should  take  me  basket.  But  I  tould 
her  how  that  I  seen  INIiss  Rosamond  at  the  win- 

der, and  how  she  bade  me  come  in ;  and  so,  by 
her  lave,  I'd  make  bould  to  take  them  to  the 
liba-ra-ry  door  mesilf;  and  sure  enough,  whin 
I  got  into  the  hall  ]\Iiss  Rosamond  opened  the 
door  and  called  me  in. 

"  'A  merry  Christmas  to  yez,  James!'  she 
sez  ;  '  and  is  not  tins  a  sj)lindid  Christmas  morn- 

ing?' 

"'Ye've  a  right  to  say  that,  I\Iiss,'  sez  I. 
'Oh!  its  jist  splindid  to  be  looking  at!  One 
would  think  the  dumb  airth  knew  the  holy  day 
it  wor,  and  had  drist  hirsilf  up  in  her  best  to 
kape  it !  Why  the  trees  is  all  decked  out  in 
jewels  and  diamonds,  and  all  out-doors  is  spark- 

ling and  glistening  like  the  streets  of  the  New 

J erusalem ! ' "  'Yes !  James,'  sez  she  ;  'and  I'm  glad  that 
it  happens  to-day  of  all  others.  Earth  ought  to 
look  like  heaven  to-day,  for  this  is  the  day  that 
heaven  came  down  to  earth.' 

"  'I  only  wish  that  yerself  would  kim  out 
into  the  garden.  Miss  Rosamond,'  sez  I,  'and 
see  some  of  our  trees  there !  AVhy  the  big  willow 

is  a  regular  show  !' "  'And  I  wish  I  could,  James,'  she  answers 
me  back  agin.  'But  I  am  not  very  well ;  I  have 
taken  cold,  and  I  have  a  little  cough,  and  they 
think  it  is  not  prudent  for  me  to  go  out.'  Oh, 
Miss  Tazie,  me  heart  misgived  me  whin  she 
spoke  them  words. 
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"Thin  I  opens  me  basket  and  gives  her  me 
flowers ;  and  whin  she  seen  the  bo-kay  she  wor 
plazed,  I  tell  ye,  and  her  eyes  sparkled,  and 
her  cheeks  grew  redder  than  the  roses ;  and  she 
sez  to  me,  '  That  is  the  welcomest  gift  I  have 

had  to-day,  James.'  Yes,  she  did— them  Avor 
her  very  words.  Miss  Tazie ;  and  thin  she  turns 
around  toardst  the  table  and  takes  up  her  illi- 
gunt  little  purse,  and  takes  out  a  nate  little  bit 
of  gould,  and  slipt  it  into  me  hand,  and  she  sez, 
'  I  haven't  been  well  enough  to  go  out  and  buy 
me  Christmas  gifts  for  any  of  me  friends,  James, 
so  you  must  take  this  and  buy  something  to 

plaze  ycrself.' "  Ah,  Miss  Tazie !  I  niver  hoarded  up  gould 
before  nor  since ;  and  sure  it's  but  little  of  that 
same  mcself  iver  had  to  be  hoarding ;  but  I  have 

that  piece  by  me  yet,  and,  -pea-cock  !  it's  the  last 
bit  of  money  I  iver  ivUl  part  wid. 

"  Well !  I  wint  home  ;  but  that  evening,  as  I 
sot  in  me  lodge  a-thinking  of  Miss  Rosamond, 
I  felt  so  troubled  that  a  big  groan  burst  from 
me  full  heart,  all  unknownst  to  me;  and,  'the 
blissid  saints  be  round  us!'  sez  me  woman; 
'  Why,  Jim  O'Brinc !  man  alive,  why  how  yer 
scart  me !  Whatever's  come  over  ye,  to  be  groan- 

ing that  a- way?  and  this  the  blissid  Christmas 
too!'  And  then  I  up  and  tould  her  how  that 
Miss  Rosamond  Avor  sick,  and  that  me  heart 
misgivcd  me  that  she  would  niver  be  well  agin. 

"'Oh,  pshaw!  nonsense!'  sez  me  woman; 
'yes  she  will.  She's  young  and  strong,  bless 
her!  and  ye  may  be  sure  it's  she  as  will  have 
the  illigunt  care  and  the  best  of  doctering. 
Oh !  sure  she  will  do  well  enough.  Why,  Jim, 

man !  rouse  up !  ye'vc  got  the  megrims !' 
"Well!  that  didn't  comfort  me  any.  I 

didn't  say  no  more  to  Nora — 'twasn't  no  use ; 
but  I  jist  kept  thinking  of  her  wid  the  glory 
round  her  head  ;  and  I  wor  sartin  she  wor  more 
fitter  for  hivcn  than  airth ;  and,  sure  enough, 
she  niver  iror  well  agin  ! 

"All  the  winter  she  wor  better  and  worser; 
novvT  up,  and  now  down ;  and  come  spring  she 
faded  faster  still ;  and  she  that  wor  used  to  be 
on  the  liglit  foot  round  the  garden  airly  and  late 
kim  out  now  only  at  noon  in  the  warm  sunny 
days. 

"Ah!  thin,  her  brither,  the  poor  master! 
He  xconldn't  belave  it,  and  he  hurried  her  away 
this  way  and  that  way — now  it  wor  to  some 
Vv'ondcrful  springs ;  now  to  a  famous  doctor ; 
now  to  the  say-side ;  thin  to  the  mountains ; 
and  agin  to  the  pine-woods.  And  she,  sweet 
lamb !  wint  jist  as  they  bid  her.  But  it  wasn't 
no  use !  And  ivery  time  she'd  kim  back  her 
great  wonderful  eyes  looked  larger  and  clearer, 
and  her  sweet  cheeks  more  rosy,  and  her  little, 
thin,  thrimbling  white  hands  paler  and  thinner ! 

"And  thin,  Miss  Tazie,  I  wasn't  let  to  see 
her  ony  more;  but  day  be  day  I  sarched  the 
whole  garden  for  the  very  chi-cest  fruit  and  flow- 

ers for  her ;  and  the  night  before  she  died  me 
woman  wor  called  in  to  sit  up  wid  her  (not  but 
she  had  a  rigular  sick  nurse  besides,  but  ye  see 
she'd  a  fancy  to  have  Nora  round  her — she  knew 

her  ways),  and  I  made  up  a  little  cross,  all  of 
white  flowers,  and  herself  tuck  it  to  her ;  and 
she  telled  me  Miss  Rosamond  held  it  in  her 
hands  all  night,  and  died  wid  it  lying  on  her 
breast.  Ah,  Miss  Tazie,  dear!  thaVs  nothing^ 
I  know — and  she  wasn't  a  Catholic ;  but  it  xcor 
a  comfort  to  me  to  know  that  she  died  wid  the 
emblem  of  salvation  in  her  hands, -and  that  it 
wor  mcself  as  furuislied  it  to  her." 

"How  old  was  she  when  she  died,  Jim?" 
asked  little  Theresa,  striving  hard  to  wink  away 
the  tears  which  would  fill  her  pretty  bright 

eyes. "  On'y  jist  fifteen.  Miss.  Mcsilf  read  it  on 
her  coffin:  '  Rosamond  Berkley,  aged  15.'  And 
oh  !  it  was  a  sight  to  remember,  Miss  Tazie ! 
To  see  her  lying  smiling  there,  and  the  great, 
grand  pieters  of  all  her  ancestors — iver  and  iver 
so  far  back — all  hanging  there  forenenst  her! 
Great,  stately,  beautiful  leddies !  in  their  silks, 
and  satins,  and  furs ;  and  noble,  grand-looking 
gintlemen,  in  lace  rufiies  and  scarlet  cloaks! 
jist  as  natural  as  very  life !  looking  as  though 
they'd  walk  right  out  of  their  frames !  And 
she,  sweet  lamb !  the  flower  of  'um  all,  lying 
pale  and  still  in  that  great  silent  room!  Ah, 
well !  God  knows  best ! 

"Well,  after  that,  Miss  Tazie,  the  master, 
poor  man !  I  pitied  him  (though,  indade,  that 
seems  strange  for  me  to  be  saying,  and  he  a 

grand  estated  gintleman,  and  I  on'y  his  serv- 
ant) ;  but  I  thought  how  me  own  heart  ached 

whin  the  light  wint  out  of  me  little  Janisie's 
blue  eyes — not  that  I'd  aquil  me  child  to  Miss 
Rosamond,  or  liken  his  loss  to  mine ;  by  no 

manes! — on'y  I  suppose  the  heart's  sorrow  is 
the  same  in  rich  or  poor!  Well,  he  wor  rest- 

less like,  and  it  Avor  plain  to  see  the  Avorld  Avor 
changed  to  him. 

"He  tried  to  busy  hisself;  he  kim  out  into 
the  garden  and  made  great  changes ;  he  moved 
the  trees  and  planned  great  improvements ;  but 
his  heart  Avor  not  in  it.  Miss  Tazie,  /  kncAA'. 
One  day  he  ordered  me  to  cut  doAvn  an  old  tree, 
and  he  standing  by  Avhile  I  dun  it ;  and  close 
near-hand  to  it  Avor  a  bunch  of  white  vi'lets 
Avhich  Miss  Rosamond  had  set  there,  and  as  I 
dug  round  the  tree  I  wor  in  dread  for  them 

vi'lets;  and  at  last  I  jist  tuck  oft"  my  hat  and 
put  over  them. 

"  'NiA'er  mind  tlie  A'i'lets,  man,'  sez  the  mas- 
ter to  me.  '  They  isn't  worth  saA'ing ;  there's 

plinty  more  of  'um  in  the  garden.'  And  before 
I  thought  I  spoke  right  out,  and  I  sez  : 

"  'Miss  Rosamond  set  them  there  Avid  her 
oAvn  hand,  yer  honor!  I  seen  her  Avhin  she 

dun  it.' "Oh,  Miss  Tazie,  dear!  Avhin  I'd  sed  it  I 
Avor  fiiirly  frightened,  for  the  poor  master  he 
dropped  one  hand  on  me  shoulder  and  kivered 
his  face  Avith  the  other,  and  he  Avint  deadly 
pale,  and  giv  sich  a  great  choking  sob — I  could 
have  torn  me  fool's  tongue  out  be  the  roots  for 
saying  it;  and  I  spoke  out,  all  thrimbling  and 
frightened  like,  and  I  sez  :  '  She's  a  blissid  an- 

gel noAV,  Sir.' 



MARE  VICTUM. 653 

"  '  She  always  was,  James,'  scz  he  ;  and  he 
giv  me  hand  a  grip  and  walked  away. 

"Well!  about  a  month,  or  mebbec  it  might 
be  tiuo  months  afther  that,  he  walks  out  to  me 
one  day,  and  he  scz  to  me:  'James,'  he  sez, 
'  I'm  going  to  Europe,'  he  scz.  '  I  can  not  stop 
here.  j\Ie  uncle  will  take  the  place  while  I  am 
gone  ;  and  if  ye  like  to  remain  he  will  employ 
ye  on  tlie  same  terras ;  but  if  ye  prefer  to  lave 
I  will  give  yer  a  good  recommind,'  he  sez,  '  and 
pay  ye  a  quarter's  wages  in  advance.' 

"  'Is  any  of  the  family  to  remain  here.  Sir?' sez  I. 

'No,'  he  sez;  'they  will  all  travel  with  me.' 
"  'Then,  yer  honor.  Sir,'  sez  I,  '  I'll  go  ;  for the  heart  of  me  would  be  broke  intirely  to  be 

stopping  here  and  yeez  all  gone.  No,  I'll  go ! 
and  plaze  Hiven  to  bring  ye  all  home  safe,  and 
if  yer  laants  mc,  I'll  be  on'y  too  proud  to  be  tak- 

ing sarvice  wid  ye  agin.' 
"And  so  I  lift  whin  they  did.    And  now, 

Miss  Tazie,"  said  O'Brian,  rising  and  shaking 
out  his  work,  "me  patch  is  on — see  what  a 
banging  big  one  it  is !  And  I  must  go  down 
now  and  feed  me  crathers.  And  so,  ?iow  ye 
know  how  I  wor  cured  of  swearing." 

"  Stop  one  minute,  Jim,  if  you  jilease,"  said 
little  Theresa,  speaking  fast  and  breathlessly. 
"  Do  you  think,  Jim,  if  I  tried  hard — veri/  hard 
indeed,  Jim — I  could  ever  be  like  your  Miss 

Rosamond  ?" 
"No,  Miss  Tazie,"  said  O'Brian — regarding 

his  little  companion  affectionately,  and  shaking 
his  head  slowly  and  reluctantly,  as  if  loth  to 
discourage  her  laudable  ambition — "No,  Miss 
Tazie,  dear !  I  doubt  yer  couldn't !  Yer  a  nice 
little  girl,  and  a  good  one,  and  if  yer  life  is 
spared  I  dare  say  ye'll  make  a  fine  young  wo- 

man. But  Miss  Rosamond !  I  niver  saw  any 
one  else  like  her ;  and  I  don't  belave  I  iver  will 
— at  least  not  in  this  world.  I  suppose  there's 
more  of  them  in  hiven  !" 
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HAT  means  this  clamor  in  the  summer  air, 

These  pealing  bells,  the  firing  of  these  gmis"? 
What  news  is  this  that  runs 

Like  lightning  every  where? 
And  why  these  shouting  multitudes  that  meet 

Beneath  our  starry  flags  that  wave  in  every  street? 
Some  mighty  deed  is  done, 
Some  victory  is  won  ! 

What  victory?    No  hostile  Power,  or  Powers, 
Dare  pour  their  slaves  on  this  free  land  of  ours ; 

Wliat  could  they  hope  to  gain,  beyond  their  graves? 
It  must  be  on  the  waves : 

It  must  be  o'er  the  race  of  ocean-kings, 
Whose  navies  plow  a  furrow  round  the  Earth. 

The  same  great  Saxon  Mother  gave  us  birth, 

And  yet,  as  brothers  will,  we  fight  for  little  things! 
I  saw  her  battle-ships,  and  saw  our  own, 

Midway  between  the  Old  World  and  the  New: 
I  feared  there  was  some  bloody  work  to  do. 

And  heard,  in  thought,  the  sailor-widows'  moan! 
Triumphant  waved  their  fearless  flags;  they  met, 

But  not  with  lighted  match  or  thundering  gun: 
They  meet  in  peace,  and  part  in  peace,  and  yet 

A  victory  is  won  ! 
Unfold  the  royal  battle-rolls  of  Time, 

In  every  land,  a  grander  can  not  be: 
•So  simple,  so  sublime  I 

A  victory  o'er  the  Sea ! 
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What  would  they  thmk  of  this,  the  men  of  old, 

Against  whose  little  world  its  waters  rolled, 
Immeasurable,  pitiless  as  Fate, 

A  Thing  to  fear  and  hate? 

Age  after  age  they  saw  it  flow,  and  flow. 
Lifting  the  weeds,  and  laying  bare  the  sands ; 

Whence  did  it  come,  and  whither  did  it  got 
To  what  far  isles,  what  undiscovered  lands? 

Who  knoweth?    None  can  say,  for  none  have  crossed 
That  unknown  sea;  no  sail  has  ventured  there. 

Save  what  the  storms  have  driven,  and  those  are  lost, 
And  none  have  come — from  where? 

Beyond  the  straits  where  those  great  pillars  stand 
Of  Hercules,  there  is  no  solid  land; 

Only  the  fabled  Islands  of  the  Blest, 
That  slumber  somewhere  in  the  golden  West; 
The  Fortunate  Isles,  where  falls  no  winter  snow. 

But  where  the  palm-trees  Avave  in  endless  spring, 
And  the  birds  sing, 

And  balmy  west  winds  blow ! 
Beyond  this  bright  Elysium  all  is  sea; 

A  plain  of  foam  that  stretches  on,  and  on, 

Beyond  the  clouds,  beyond  the  setting  sun. 
Endless  and  desolate  as  Eternity  ! 

At  last  from  out  the  wild  and  stormy  North — 

Or  is  it  but  a  dream? — a  bark  puts  forth 
Into  that  unknown  sea.    It  nears  me  now; 

I  see  its  flapping  sails,  its  dragon  prow. 
Its  daring  men ;  I  know  the  arms  they  bear  ; 
I  know  those  shaggy  Jarls  with  lengths  of  yellow  hair ! 

They  go,  and  come  no  more. 
Still  lies  the  sea  as  awful  as  before  ! 

Who  shall  explore  its  bounds,  if  bounds  there  be? 
Who  shall  make  known  to  Man  the  secret  of  the  Sea? 

The  Genoese !    His  little  fleet  departs, 

Steered  by  the  prospering  pilot  of  the  wind; 
The  sailors  crowd  the  stern  with  troubled  hearts, 

Watching  their  homes  that  slowly  drop  behind: 
His  looms  before,  for  by  the  prow  he  stands. 
And  sees  in  his  rapt  thoughts  the  undiscovered  lands! 

All  day  they  sail ;  the  sun  goes  down  at  night 
Below  the  waves,  and  land  is  still  afar ; 

The  sluggish  sailors  sleep,  but  see,  his  light 
As  steady  as  a  star! 

He  pores  upon  his  chart  with  sleepless  eyes. 
Till  day  returns  and  walks  the  gloomy  skies. 
In  vain  the  sullen  sailors  climb  the  shrouds, 

And  strain  their  eyes  upon  the  giddy  mast ; 
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They  see  the  sky,  the  sun,  the  anchored  clouds — 
The  only  land  is  past ! 

Day  follows  day ;   night,  night ;   and  sea  and  sky 
Still  yawn  beyond,  and  fear  to  fear  succeeds. 

At  last  a  knot  of  weeds  goes  drifting  by, 
And  then  a  sea  of  weeds ! 

The  winds  are  faint  with  spice,  the  skies  arc  bland, 
And  filled  with  singing  birds,  and  some  alight, 

And  cheer  the  sailors  with  their  news  of  land, 
Until  they  fly  at  night. 
At  last  they  see  a  light ! 

The  keen-eyed  Admiral  sees  it  from  his  bark, 
A  little  dancing  flame  that  flickers  through  the  dark  ! 

They  bed  their  rusty  anchors  in  the  sand. 
And  all  night  long  they  lie  before  the  land, 

And  watch,  and  pray  for  Day ! 

When  Morning  lifts  the  mist,  a  league  away, 

Like  some  long  cloud  on  Ocean's  glittering  floor, 
It  takes  the  rising  sun — a  wooded  shore, 

"With  many  a  glassy  bay! 
The  first  great  footstep  in  that  new-found  world 

Is  his,  who  plucked  it  from  the  greedy  main. 
And  his  the  earliest  kiss,  the  holiest  prayer ; 

He  draws  his  sword,  his  standard  is  unfurled. 
And  while  it  lifts  its  wedded  crowns  in  air 

He  plants  the  cross,  and  gives  his  world  to  Heaven  and  Spain  ! 
His  silver  furrow  faded  in  the  sea. 

But  thousands  followed  to  the  lands  he  won : 

They  grew  as  native  to  the  waves,  as  free 
As  sea-birds  in  the  sun ! 

Their  white  sails  glanced  in  every  bay  and  stream  ; 
They  climbed  the  hills,  they  tracked  the  pathless  woods, 

And  towns  and  cities  o'er  the  solitudes 
Rose,  as  in  a  dream ! 

The  happy  Worlds  exchanged  their  riches  then ; 
The  New  sent  forth  her  tributes  to  the  Old, 

In  galleons  full  of  gold, 
And  she  repaid  with  men ! 

Thus  did  this  grand  old  sailor  wrest  the  key 

From  Nature's  grasp,  unlocking  all  the  Fast, 
And  thus  was  won  at  last 

A  victory  o'er  the  Sea  !  ;  ̂  

III. 

The  victory  of  To-Day 
Completes  what  he  began. 

Along  the  dark  and  barren  watery  way, 
And  in  the  Mind  of  Man ! 
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He  did  but  find  a  world  of  land,  but  we 

What  worlds  of  thought  in  land,  and  air.  and  sea ! 

Beside  our  ships,  whose  masts  o'ertop  the  trees 
On  windy  hills,  whose  hulls  ai'e  palaces, 

His  crazy  caravels 
Were  little  sea-shore  shells ! 

His  weary  months  of  wanderhig  seem  a  dream; 
For,  sped  bv  our  broad  sails,  and  flashing  wheels, 
We  shorten  the  long  leagues  with  sliding  keels, 

And  turn  the  months  to  days,  and  make  the  sea  a  stream! 
The  worlds  are  nearer  now,  but  still  too  far; 

They  must  be  nearer  still  I    To  Saxon  men, 
Who  dare  to  think,  and  use  the  tongue  or  pen, 

^^^lat  can  be  long  a  bar  ? 

We  rob  the  Lightning  of  its  deadly  fires, 
And  make  it  bear  our  words  along  the  wires 

That  run  from  land  to  land.    Why  should  we  be 
Divided  by  the  Sea  ? 

It  shall  no  longer  be !    A  chain  shall  run 

Below  its  stormy  waves,  and  bind  the  worlds  in  one! 
'Tis  done! 

The  Worlds  are  One  ! 

And  lo!  the  chain  that  binds  them  binds  the  Race 

That  dwells  on  either  shore ; 

By  Space  and  Time  no  more 
Divided,  for  to-day  there  is  no  Time,  or  Space ! 

We  speak — the  Lightnings  flee, 
Flashing  the  Thoughts  of  Man  across  the  Conquered  Sea ! 

IV. 

Eing,  jubilant  bells  !   ring  out  a  merry  chime, 
From  eveiy  tower  and  steeple  in  the  land; 

Triumphant  music  for  the  march  of  Time, 
The  better  days  at  hand! 

And  you,  ye  cannon,  through  your  iron  lips. 
That  guard  the  dubious  j>eace  of  warlike  Powers, 
Thunder  abroad  this  victory  of  ours. 

From  all  your  forts  and  ships! 

We  need  your  noisy  voices  to  proclaim 

The  Nation's  joy  to-day  fi*om  shore  to  shore ; 
The  grim  protection  of  your  deathful  flame 

We  hope  to  need  no  more ; 
For,  save  our  English  brothers,  who  dare  be 
Our  foes,  or  rivals,  on  the  land,  or  sea? 
Nor  dare  We  fight  again,  as  in  the  Past; 

For  now  that  We  are  One,  contention  ends; 

AVe  are.  We  must  be  friends: 

This  victory  is  the  last! 
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''NIPPED  IN  THE  BUD." 
"  TTOU  Ccan  depend  upon  me,  and  dismiss  ev- 

-L  eiy  anxiety.  The  dear  girl  shall  be  watch- 
ed over  with  parental  solicitude." 
I  trust  her  to  you,  ma'am,"  said  the  plant- 

er, bowing  with  old-fashioned  gallantry.  "  Don't 
be  too  hard  on  the  youug  people,  though.  '  JMuch 
study  is  a  weariness  to  the  flesh.'  That's  viy 
experience."  And  IMajor  Clayton's  burly  fig- 

ure and  good-natured  face  loomed  up  in  the 
dark,  threadbare-looking  parlor  as  he  rose  to 
go.  "An  old  man's  darling,  you  see;  and  it 
isn't  so  easy  to  say  good-by  for  three  long 
months." 

"  She  has  every  liberty  consistent  with  our 
strict  rules.  Major  Clayton;  but,  you  know, 
where  one  has  such  a  great  responsibility — " 
Madame  Dubois  paused,  shook  her  head,  and 
sighed. 

"  I  feel  for  you,  ma'am.  It  must  be  great. 
I  feel  it  so  with  only  one  young  thing  to  look 
after ;  and  you  have — how  many  ?" 

"  Over  two  hundred  in  our  winter  session. 
Yes ;  one  really  sinks  down  overwhelmed  at 
times." 

Elorida  Clayton's  haughty  mouth  curled  with 
a  sarcastic  smile,  unobserved  by  her  absent- 
minded  principal,  intent  on  bowing  her  visitor 
out,  and  locking  up  the  roll  of  bills  he  had 
handed  her — the  advance  board  and  tuition  for 
the  term  just  commenced,  which  was  to  "fin- 

ish" several  of  her  elder  pupils,  Florida  among the  rest. 
Major  Clayton  had  never  seen  the  long, 

dreary  dining-room  in  which  table  etiquette 
was  taught  by  a  general  scramble  for  the  thick 
slices  of  bread  and  butter,  the  morsels  of  cheese, 
and  cups  of  weak  tea,  which  formed  two  of  the 
daily  meals  at  this  celebrated  establishment. 
He  had  never  visited  the  crowded  dormitories 

where  each  young  girl's  trunk  was  at  once  ward- 
robe, bureau,  and  ottoman,  and  a  solitary  wash- 

stand  without  a  screen  did  duty  as  a  bath-room. 
Florida  complained ;  but  all  girls  hated  board- 

ing-schools, and  the  Major  heroically  denied 
the  impulse  to  take  her  home  with  him,  on  each 
successive  visit,  and  mitigated  the  rigors  of  her 
banishment  as  far  as  possible  by  keeping  her 
with  him  at  the  Charleston  Hotel  while  in 
town,  buying  her  every  thing  she  imagined  she 
wanted,  and  leaving  her,  as  on  this  occasion,  a 
plentiful  supply  of  pocket-money  when  he  forced 
himself  to  return  to  his  plantation. 

"  Good-by,  puss  !  Don't  study  too  hard  and 
lose  these  roses — for  somebody's  sake,  as  well -as 
your  old  father's — hey  ?  Let's  know  when  you 
want  more." 

When  Major  Clayton  pinched  his  daughter's 
cheek  and  made  this  friendly  offer,  it  was  not  in 
allusion  to  the  roses  blooming  thereon.  This 
old-ftishioned  country  gentleman  had  not  even 
heard  of  those  "standards"  for  sale  "by  all 
principal  druggists,"  but  with  a  parting  squeeze which  had  reddened  the  slender  white  hands  he 
bestowed  on  her  the  remainder  of  the  check  he 

had  just  cashed  at  the  Planters'  Bank  to  meet 

the  modest  demand  of  Madame  Dubois  for  the 
aforementioned  board  and  lodging.  The  tui- 

tion was  in  the  same  ratio  of  demand  and  sup- 
ply ;  but  it  needed  some  judicious  management 

to  clear  five  thousand  a  year  above  expenses, 
and  the  salaries  demanded  by  first-class  teach- 

ers was  a  consideration  as  well  as  the  butchers 
bill. 

"  I  am  to  go  and  see  Mrs.  Thomas  half-holi- 
days, you  know  —  tell  her,  papa,"  whispered 

Florida,  eagerly.  "  Oh  !  if  you  knew  how  dull 
it  is  here  !" The  oMajor  paused  for  a  second.  Mrs.  Thom- 

as, Florida's  new  hotel  acquaintance,  was  not 
overwise  or  steady,  and  now  her  husband  had 
suddenly  been  summoned  North  on  business ; 
so  that  she  was  quite  left  to  herself.  But — and 
he  looked  at  the  low  wainscoting  and  stiff  dec- 

orations of  the  drawing-room,  at  the  hard,  thin 
face  before  him — it  was  dull  for  the  poor  child  ; 
and  it  hurt  him  to  leave  her  there  with  every 
alleviation. 

"  Now  and  then,  puss.  Now  and  then,  if 
you  please,  Madame  Dubois.  Flory  has  a  friend 
at  the  Charleston,  and  might  look  'round  on  her 
occasionallij.  Of  course  you  don't  lose  sight  of 
her,  yon  know."  And  with  this  qualification 
the  indulgent  father  endeavored  to  cheat  the 
feeling  of  uneasiness  the  request  had  called  up. 

"Under  my  constant  supervision,  Sir;  of 
course,  it  is  understood  that  Miss  Clayton  visits 
only  with  that."  The  smile  crossed  her  pupil's 
face  again  in  the  shelter  of  her  father's  broad 
figure  ;  but  besides  that  there  was  a  strange 
restlessness  until  the  permission  was  finally  ac- 
corded. 

Madame  Dubois  hurried  away  to  secure  this 
last  installment  of  her  rapidly  increasing  gains. 

"Your  class  is  exercising,  I  believe.  You 
will  join  them,  and  fall  into  your  place  at  once, 
jMiss  Clayton,"  she  said,  as  the  dilapidated  hack 
that  conveyed  the  Major  to  the  railroad  depot 
clattered  down  the  street.  "  Supper  at  six — 
study  hours  at  seven." 

And  so  ended  the  fortnight's  holiday. 
It  was  one  of  those  damp,  murky  afternoons 

so  peculiar  to  a  Charleston  winter.  The  chimes 
of  old  St.  Michael's  sounded  the  passing  horn- 
as  ten  of  the  young  ladies — for  they  exercised 
in  detachments — issued  from  the  low  wooden 
gateway  of  the  very  narrow  street  in  which  Ma- 
dame's  establishment  was  situated.  The  second 
English  teacher  was  nominally  in  charge  of 
Company  B  or  C,  but  presently  diverged  to- 

ward King  Street  for  purposes  of  her  own, 
charging  them  by  no  means  to  leave  the  Bat- 

tery, unfrequented  at  this  season,  until  she  re- 
turned to  marshal  them. 

Every  feminine  knows  how  reviving  and  ani- 
mating a  class-walk  usually  is,  the  uniform 

march  being  broken  only  by  a  titter  or  giggle 
from  tlie  members  young  enough  to  think  of 
enjoying  themselves,  or  the  reprimand  of  the 
teacher  passed  sharply  down  the  line.  But  aft- 

er Miss  Walker — who  was  universally  disliked 
and  detested,  of  course,  by  all  her  charges — had 
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left  them,  they  broke  into  little  groups  of  two 
and  three  ;  while  Florida  and  her  friend  Juliet 
Semes  seated  themselves  near  the  sea-wall  and 
watched  the  white-capped  waves  roll  in  with  the 

tide,  and  the  dark-crested  palmettos  rising  from 
the  islands  far  out  in  the  harbor. 

"  I  don't  think  you're  very  entertaining,  Flori- 
da, I  must  confess,"  said  Juliet,  presently,  tired 

with  counting  the  white  caps,  to  see  if  they 
really  did  come  in  groups  of  three,  as  some  one 
had  told  her  they  did.  It  was  rather  tiying 
when  Juliet  had  been  shut  up  with  the  dozen 
girls  who  did  not  go  home  for  vacation,  and  the 
five  teachers  who  had  no  homes  to  go  to. 

"  You  haven't  told  me  how  Mrs.  Thomas  had 
her  new  dresses  made,  or  what  you  had  for  din- 

ner every  day.  When  I'm  married  I  intend 
always  to  order  the  dinner  to  suit  myself,  and 
have  vierangues  every  day  at  desert.  Don't 

you?" 
"  I  never  intend  to  get  married,  Juliet.  No, 

I  shall  never  marry  ;  I've  made  up  my  mind  to 

that!" "Oh,  dreadful !  Florida.  For  goodness' sake 
don't  talk  so!"  Juliet  looked  as  distressed  as 
if  her  friend  had  announced  a  determination  to 

enter  a  convent,  or  throw  herself  to  the  "cruel, 
crawling  foam"— to  be  washed  ashore,  and  be 
"found  drowned"  by  a  low,  vulgar  coroner's 
jury. 

"No,  I  repeat  it  solemnly,  Juliet.  How  can 
I  marry?" 

' '  Oh,  that's  easy  enough.  I  mean  to,  the  very 
moment  I  get  away  from  this  hateful  place — 
Charlie  Tombs,  or  Julian  Pringle,  or  some  one, 
I  haven't  decided  who  yet.  But  I  don't  intend 
to  wait  long,  for  I'm  dying  to  go  North ;  and 
papa  says  he  never  will  take  any  of  us,  and  I'm 
going  to  stipulate  that  for  a  wedding  trip." 

"You  don't  understand  me,"  said  the  superb 
Florida,  with  an  impatient  wave  of  the  hand. 

"  Well,  of  course  I  don't  knoiv^  but  /  gener- 
ally say  what  I  mean,  and  I  think  it's  the  eas- 
iest thing  in  the  world  to  get  married  ;  though, 

to  be  sure,  it's  a  great  bother  to  have  to  order 
every  thing  from  New  York  or  Philadelphia,  and 
not  know  whether  it's  going  to  fit.  Georgia 
Tombs's  wedding-dress  didn't  come  till  the  very 
day,  and  then  it  was  large  enough  for  her  moth- 

er.   I  never  pitied  any  one  so  in  all  my  life  !" 
"But  you  don't  see,"  said  Florida,  again, 

Avith  a  dreary  little  sigh.  "It's  my  lot  in  life, 
though,  papa  doesn't  understand  me.  I  never 
shall  find  a  kindred  spirit !" 

"I'm  sure  tliat's  what  you  called  me  last 
term."  The  dull  perceptions  of  the  good-na- 

tured Georgian  began  to  comprehend  that  a 
change  had  come  over  the  ardent  friendship 
sworn  to  be  perpetual  five  months  ago.  She 
drew  away  hurt,  and  a  little  indignant,  to  pee) 
a  banana  Avhich  made  its  appearance  from  her 
pocket,  and  swallow  it  in  silence.  No  shocks 
of  fortune  could  destroy  Juliet's  appetite.  Fruit 
and  confectionery  were  her  resource  in  all  trials ; 
and  her  chief  enjoyment,  as  described  by  her- 

self, was  "a  new  novel,  a  basket  of  fresh  figs, 

or  a  pound  of  chocolate  bonbons,  and  a  good 

easy  sofa." "You  don't  know  all"  —  and  Florida  lifted 
her  blue  barege  vail  and  glanced  around  for  the 
tenth  time  at  their  scattered  companions.  Not 
one  of  them  was  within  ear-shot.  It  was  too 
cold  for  them  so  close  to  the  water — they  hated 
going  out,  and  the  Battery  of  all  places. 

"  Why  don't  you  tell  me,  then — la !  they  ain't 
within  a  mile,  and  no  signs  of  Walker  either." 
A  secret  was  almost  as  good  as  a  pine-apple  or 
a  new  bonnet.  Juliet  was  ready  to  forget  her 

pique, 
"  You  don't  know  John  Habersham,  or  you'd 

pity  me.  I  can  see  father's  set  his  heart  on  it. 
He  talks  just  as  if  I  was  engaged  to  him," 

"Why,  I  thought  you  were,  when  you  first 

came !" 
"Oh,  that  was  ages  ago,  and  I  was  a  mere 

child !"  She  was  sixteen  and  one  month  now. 
"Besides  you  never  saw  him,  or  you'd  under- 

stand," 
"Has  he  got  red  hair?  That  irow/c/ be  enough. 

Does  he  squint?" ' '  Oh,  he  looks  well  enough  for  that  matter, 
only  he's  too  tall  and  stout,  and  has  such  a  loud 
voice,  and  is  always  on  horseback,  and  talks 
crops  and  markets  till  I  want  to  stuff  my  fin- 

gers in  my  ears  and  run  away.  Oh,  Julie! 

there  he  is !" Not  John  Habersham  I  That  outline  could 
never  be  filled  by  the  slight  graceful  figure  that 
suddenly  appeared  to  Juliet's  astonished  vision. 
So  romantic  too,  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  with  a 
broad-leaved  hat  draAvn  over  his  face.  He 
raised  it  slightly  as  he  came  near,  and  darted 
such  a  glance  at  Florida,  who  turned  pale  and 
clutched  Juliet's  hand  till  she  could  scarcely 
keep  from  screaming.  The  clear,  olive  com- 

plexion, the  deep  fiery  eyes,  the  white  teeth 
gleaming  through  the  dark  mustache,  never  be- 

longed to  the  planter  absorbed  in  corn  and  cot- 
ton. And  that  low,  musical  voice  in  which  he 

murmured  a  salutation  in  a  foreign  tongue — no 
one  would  desire  to  fly  from  such  a  tone  1  It 
was  not  Italian — Juliet  knew  enough  of  that 
by  an  incessant  practice  of  "^A  non  giunge^'' and  various  other  popular  arias,  to  detect  the 

difi^erence  ;  and  it  did  sound,  ignorant  as  she 
was,  far  more  like  a  lover's  caressing  greeting 
than  the  formal  courtesy  of  a  stranger  and  a 
foreigner. 

Juliet  v.  as  spell-bound  at  such  a  realization 
of  one  of  her  favorite  heroes.  But  the  return- 

ing Walker,  looming  up  in  the  distance,  broke 
the  enchantment.  Her  instinctive  note  of  warn- 

ing gained  her  a  smile,  and  word  of  thanks — as 
the  stranger  passed  on,  assuming  an  air  of  com- 

plete self-absorption  in  wonderful  transition 
from  the  eager  look  and  words  of  interest  of  the 
moment  before. 

"Oh,  Florida!  who  is  he?" 
"  If  I  could  only  trust  you  !  On  your  sacred 

honor,  Juliet?" "As  true  as  I  sit  here.  Oh,  I  don't  wonder 
you  don't  want  to  marry  John  Habersham.  Oh, 
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isn't  ho  si)lcndid  ?  I  coiiKl  but  think  of  a  prince 
in  disguise,  or  Claude  Melnottc.  Yes,  isn't  he 
like  Claude  Melnottc  when  lie  walks  in  the  gar- 

den, you  know  ?" 
"Juliet,  if  you  tell,  you  will  risk  his  life — 

only  think,  his  life.  He's  an  exile,  and  people 
are  watching  for  him,  but  you  will  have  to 
know,  and  I  told  him  so  last  night.  And  he 

said  if  you  betrayed  him — oh,  you  can't  think how  dreadful  he  looked ;  and  I  know  he  put  his 
hand  on  his  dirk,  when  he  swore  he  would  kill 
you  if  you  did.    I  believe  he  would. 

Juliet  looked  after  the  figure  now  leaning 
against  one  of  the  few  trees  that  had  aimed  at 
the  dignity  of  casting  a  shadow ;  with  a  thrill 
of  actual  bodily  fear,  in  addition  to  the  excite- 

ment of  this  opening  romance. 
*'0h,  never!  You  know  I  never  tell;  and 

that  wasn't  Walker  after  all.  Do  let's  hear, 
Florida.  We  slia'n't  have  a  moment  after  she 
gets  here  ;  and  I  shall  never  go  to  sleep  if  I  don't know.  How  he  watches  its,  though  he  seems 

to  be  looking  after  that  ship!" 
"  That's  his  way ;  you  never  know  when  he  is 

looking  at  you,  and  he  makes  every  one  afraid 
of  him.  Mrs.  Thomas  is  as  afraid  as  death, 
and  minds  every  thing  he  tells  her,  for  all 
they're  such  friends.  It's  because  he's  a  Span- 

iard, partly,  and  partly  because  he  knows  he's 
always  watched.  Don't  look  at  him,  Julie  ;  it 
makes  him  angry." 

"But  how  do  you  know  so  well  what  he 
likes?  What's  his  name?  Is  he  a  Count? 
What  has  he  done  in  Spain  ?" 

"It  is  not  Spain  —  Cuba.  He's  a  Cuban 
and  a  patriot,  and  was  a  Colonel  under  Lopez, 
young  as  he  is.  But  then  his  family  is  so  dis- 

tinguished, and  he's  so  brave  ;  and  though  he 
has  had  to  fly  and  leave  his  estates — he  has  two 
or  three,  and  so  many  slaves  that  he  does  not 
even  know  the  number.  As  soon  as  Cuba  is 
free,  and  he  says  it  must  be  very,  very  soon — 
any  day  —  he  is  watching  for  the  news  —  then 
he  will  go  back  triumphantly,  and  take  his  own 
name  and  title  again." 

"Oh  yes.  You  didn't  tell  me  what  his  name 
was.  It's  all  just  like  a  novel,  isn't  it  ?  Better 
than  one,  I  think,  really  to  see  him."  Juliet's 
interest  was  unfeigned,  and,  as  a  proof  of  it,  the 
twin  banana  in  her  pocket  was  quite  forgotten. 

"Carlos — and  he's  not  a  count,  but  a  mar- 

quis." "  Oh  that's  better  still.  I'm  rather  tired  of 
counts — ain't  you  ?  they're  so  common.  Mar- 

quis of  what?" 
"Oh,  I  can't  tell  you,  for  you  know  the  dan- 

ger is  so  great ;  but  he  passes  foi-  a  planter  from 
Texas  now.  That's  what  they  think  he  is  at 
the  hotel ;  and  he  has  C.  L.  on  his  baggage. 
They  think  he  is  French  ;  he  speaks  French  al- 

together there,  and  so  beautifully  that  you 
never  would  know.  Isn't  it  strange  that  we 
should  meet?  Oh,  I  always  sympathized  with 
those  poor  fellows  so.  Calhoun  Habersham — 
he's  worth  ten  of  John,  though  he's  only  sixteen 
— used  to  come  and  talk  to  mc  by  the  hour,  and 

bring  mc  all  the  accounts  in  tlie  newspapers,  so 
that  I  knew  all  about  it  the  minute  he  began  to 
talk  about  his  country.  He  can  scarcely  think 

of  any  thing  el.<e.  Is  he  going?  I  don't  dare 
j  to  look  after  him." 
I  "Yes,  I  think  lie  is.  No,  he's  only  just  gone 
farther  on,  and  he's  sitting  outside  the  railing 
— there,  near  the  summer-house." 

"Don't  point,  .Juliet  I''  broke  in  Florida,  nerv- 
I  ously.  "  There's  Walker  at  last.  Oh,  if  you 
tell !  oh,  he  will  certainly  kill  you,  and  it  will 
ruin  him!  There  are  spies  sent  out  after  him 
now,  only  they  think  he  is  in  New  Orleans. 
He  had  to  fly  without  clothes,  or  money,  or  any 
thing;  and  he  expects  remittances  from  his 
mother  every  day.  She  is  just  as  devoted  to 
the  cause  as  he  is ;  but  she  pretends  not  to  be, 
so  as  to  keep  the  estates." 

"Miss  Clayton — how  often  have  I  suggested 
to  you  young  ladies  to  keep  exercising,  and  not 
expose  yourselves  to  this  damp  sea-air  ?  it  will 
ruin  your  complexions.  Miss  Semes  and  Miss 
Clayton,  fall  behind.  Miss  Morion,  join  Miss 
Micldleton;"  and  the  return  commenced.  There was  an  end  to  conferences  and  confidences  for 
the  present ;  and,  chafing  helplessly  at  the  re- 

straint, Florida  Clayton  found  herself  once  more 
a  martyr  to  practice  and  study  hours. 

Madame  Dubois  exercised  rigid  scrutiny  over 
her  cook  and  her  store-room;  she  could  tell,  to 
a  lump,  every  pound  of  sugar  that  was  given 
out,  and  knew,  to  a  day,  how  long  the  tea  and 
butter  should  last.  But  she  did  not  know — and 
how  should  she,  poring  over  her  endless  account- 
books  ? — how  much  food  for  the  imagination 
found  its  way  to  the  dormitories  of  her  young 
ladies  in  the  shape  of  novels,  French  or  English, 
or  how  rapidly  their  social  and  moral  education 
progressed.  Was  it  her  fault  if  her  pupils  de- 

ceived her  and  went  to  the  Battery  instead  of 
the  dress-makers ;  or  stole  out  on  the  gallery, 
and  thence  to  the  great  fig-tree  at  the  end  of 
the  garden,  when  she  was  quietly  asleep  in  bed 
and  the  bells  chimed  "Days  of  Absence"  at  the 
midnight  ?  And  had  not  Major  Clayton  himself 
given  permission  for  his  daughter  to  visit  at  the 
Charleston?  It  was  not  at  all  worth  while  to 
inquire  how  often  her  pupil  was  seen  there,  or 
what  occupied  the  holiday  afternoons  which  gave 
her  a  breath  of  rest  and  peace. 

*'  It's  none  of  my  affairs,  mother,  and  I  sup- 
pose I'm  an  old  busy-body,  but  I  can't  bear  to 

see  that  girl  throw  herself  away  so." 
Judge  Pickens  had  unbuttoned  his  vest,  tak- 
en off  his  neckcloth,  and  wiped  his  glv^ssy  bald 

forehead  until  it  shone,  after  the  exertion  of  a 
two  hours'  dinner  at  the  table  (riiute,  where  no- 

thing worth  notice  on  the  bill  of  fare  had  escaped him. 

"What  girl  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Pickens,  drowsily, 
from  the  depths  of  a  rocking-chair  and  the  shel- 

ter of  a  large  palm-leaf  fan,  which  threatened 
the  glories  of  her  best  cap  at  every  nod. 

"Why,  that  handsome  daughter  of  Clay- 
ton's, with  the  great  black  eyes  and  red  cheeks." 
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"I  don't  see  as  any  thing  ails  her,  particu- 
larly ;"  and  Mrs.  Pickens  roused  up  a  little,  for 

she  had  married  off  nine  daughters  of  her  own,  j 
and  felt  a  natural  interest  in  all  young  girls  of  | 

an  age  to  throw  themselves  away.  "  She's  got beautiful  manners — beautiful — I  like  to  see  her 
come  into  the  room — and  the  handsomest  hair 

I've  beheld  since  our  Jocassa's,  though  it's  not 

quite  as  long  as  Marie  Antoinette's  Avas." *'It's  that  young  monkey  I  mean — that 
Frenchman— that's  always  hanging  'round  Sam 
Thomas's  wife.    He'd  better  come  home  and  | 
look  after  her ;  fooling  away  there  in  New  York, 
I  hain't  a  doubt." 

"I  thought  he  seemed  quite  attentive  to 
her.  There !  and  I  ain't  often  mistaken." 
Mrs.  Pickens  drew  her  cap  well  on  to  her  fore- 

head and  pinned  the  strings  back  over  the  top, 
giving  her  benevolent  countenance  an  unusual- 

ly belligerent  expression,  as  of  one  prepared  for 
any  fray  she  might  encounter. 

"Yes,  quite  too  much  so  for  any  woman  that 
writes  Mrs.  to  her  name.  Seems  to  me  it's 
very  hot  for  race  week.  Just  hand  me  that 
other  fan,  won't  you  ?" 

"  Talk  about  wovien  being  uncharitable,  Judge 
Pickens  !  I  should  just  like  to  know  what  men 
are,  all  of  'em.  You're  not  a  mite  better  than 
the  rest  of  your  sex — not  a  mite.  One  minute 
you  say  that  young  man's  after  Plory  Clayton, 
and  the  next  that  he's  paying  attentions  to  a 
married  woman !  How  can  he  be  after  both, 
I'd  like  to  know  ?" 

"'Tain't  harder  work  than  hoein'  cotton,  I 
guess — not  much.  Well,  I  s'pose  I  am  hard, 
but  I  hate  a  foreigner  as  I  hate  a  Yankee  ;  ain't 
much  to  choose.  And  that  girl  of  Clayton's, 
if  she  was  a  daughter  of  mine,  should  be  locked 
up  on  bread  and  water,  before  she  should  be 
marching  'round  galleries,  and  singing  songs  in 
a  private  parlor,  by  the  hour,  with  them  mus- 

taches about  touching  her  cheeks.  Don't  tell 

me!" "You're  awfully  prejudiced,  Judge,"  retort- 
ed motherly  Mrs.  Pickens;  "and  always  was. 

I've  told  you  so  a  hundred  times.  What's  to 
hinder  her  marrying  him  if  she  wants  to  ?  She 
looks  like  a  born  nobleman's  lady,  with  that  high 
head  of  hers !" 

"T/e  isn't  going  to  make  her  one!  But  I 
ain't  going  to  dispute  about  it — it's  hot  enough 
now.  Where's  my  silk  handkerchief  ?  These 
flies  bite  as  if  it  Avas  summer." 

Mr.  Pickens  caught  the  bandana,  drawn  off 
the  bureau  by  his  wife  and  thrown  at  him,  with 
as  little  unnecessary  exertion  on  her  part  as  pos- sible. 

' '  There  it  is !  How  do  you  know  he  isn't  a 
nobleman?"  she  added,  mysteriously,  glftiiciug 
round  at  the  keyhole,  and  under  the  bedl 

" riddle-stick's  end!  How  do  I  know  I 
ain't  an  Abolitionist?" 

J ust  as  much  as  you  do  know.  I'm  not  to 
be  imposed  upon  at  my  time  of  life.  I've  read 
enough  about  foreigners  that  pretend  to  be  lords 
and  are  only  blacklegs ;  but  from  the  very  min- 

ute I  saw  this  Mr.  Charles  I  said  to  myself 
he'd  turn  out  to  be  something  extraordinary." 

:     ' '  Gracious !  are  the  women  all  gone  out  of 
I  their  senses?"    There  was  a  tone  of  conscious 
'  triumph  in  his  wife's  communication  that  roused 
the  Judge  from  his  favorite  attitude  for  an  aft- 

ernoon nap,  bolt  upright  on  the  sofa,  his  feet 
stretched  out,  and  his  face  shielded  from  the 
sun  and  flies  by  an  ample  silk  handkerchief. 
"  First,  Sam  Thomas's  wife  goes  distracted,  and 
follows  him  'round  from  pillar  to  post ;  then  that 

I  pretty  girl ;  and  now  here's  my  respectable  old 
woman,  with  her  head  turned.    I  think  I'd  bet- 

ter ferret  him  out.    I've  been  aching  to  the  last 
six  weeks.   Where  did  he  come  from?  What's 
he  doing  here  ?    IIow  does  he  live  ?  That's 
what  I  want  to  know." 

"If  you  wasn't  so  unbelieving —  But,  la, 
there's  no  use  trying  to  convince  you !  You've 
sent  so  many  people  to  the  Penitentiary  that  it's 
got  to  be  a  regular  fever  with  you.  You  seem 
to  think  every  body  ought  to  go." 

"I  don't  doubt  but  this  chap  does,  if  the 
truth  was  told.  Who  knows  any  thing  about 
him?  That's  the  point  in  question."  And  the 
Judge  made  a  judicial  gesture,  as  if  addressing 
"gentlemen  of  the  jury." 

"Well,  suppose  I  do."  It  was  too  much  to 
resist  being  able  to  bring  such  convincing  proof 
to  confound  this  suspicious  disposition.  Mrs. 
Pickens  had  expressly  promised  not  to  tell  her 
husband  only  two  hours  before,  but,  as  she  rea- 

soned, "A  man  and  his  wife  are  one,  so  it 
wouldn't  be  telling,  after  all." 

"Marquis  of  Fiddlesticks!"  burst  forth  the 
Judge,  indignantly,  at  the  recital  of  the  roman- 

tic incidents  connected  with  tht3  escape  of  the 
Marquis  de  Legarra — known  at  present  as  Mon- 

sieur Charles  Leroux,  of  Galveston,  Texas  — 
from  a  bloody  encounter  in  the  late  expedition  ; 
with  a  few  thrilling  particulars  of  the  combat, 
and  a  wound  received  by  the  gallant  exile,  which 
still  bled  internally  when  he  was  in  the  least 
annoyed  or  excited. 

"Hum,  Mrs.  Pickens,  and  w^ho's  going  to 
vouch  for  all  this  ?" 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Thomas  says  he  brought  quanti- 
ties of  letters  to  people  of  the  very  first  respect- 

ability in  town,  but  he  has  not  delivered  one  of 
them,  because  so  much  depends  on  his  keeping 
secret.  He  doesn't  care  for  himself,  you  know, 
but  he  says  his  life  is  worth  so  much  to  Cuba." 

"Letters!  Oh,  I  thought  he  escaped  with 
just  the  clothes  he  had  on,  and  not  even  a 

pocket-handkerchief  or  a  clean  shirt!" 
"Well,  so  he  did,"  said  Mrs.  Pickens,  indig- nantly. 

"How  did  he  bring  his  letters,  then,  let  alone 
stopping  to  have  them  "written  ?  That's  a  like- 

ly story  to  begin  with." The  Judge  knew  his  witness,  and  having  had 
no  doubt  whatever  of  being  able  to  trip  up  the 
evidence  from  the  first,  took  it  quietly. 

"There's  no  use  telling  you  any  thing,  Mr. 
Pickens.  Just  as  I  said.  You  wouldn't  believe 
your  own  mother!     He's  got  the  letters  any 
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way  ;  for  he  showed  them  all  to  Mrs.  Thomas, 

and  I  snpijosc  you'll  allow  she  can  read  writing. 
And  he  didn't  have  any  elothcs,  not  an  article,' for  when  he  arrived  he  bought  a  carpet-bag  with 
his  last  dollar,  and  stuffed  it  out  with  some- 

thing, so  nobody  should  suspect.  And  she  lent 
him  the  money  to  get  those  very  clothes  he  wears, 
and  a  trunk,  and  things  respectable.  There 

now ! " 
But  instead  of  being  overwhelmed  by  the  ac- 

cumulated proof,  the  Judge's  eyes — what  were 
to  be  seen  of  them — twinkled  maliciously.  Mrs. 
Pickens  grew  exasj)erated.  The  heart  which  the 
warmth  of  her  partisanship  had  excited  and 
the  continued  incredulity  were  too  much  for 
her,  iEind  she  fired  her  last  shot. 

"Well,  if  you  won't  believe  it,  you  won't; 
and  there's  the  end  of  it.  But  let  me  tell  you 
that  Mrs.  Thomas  has  written  letters  to  his 

mother  time  and  again  since  he's  been  here, 
and  such  beautiful,  affectionate  ones,  she  says — 
it  would  make  you  cry  to  read  'em  over.  He 
can't  write  since  his  arm  was  hurt ;  but  he  tells 
her  what  to  say,  and  she's  sealed  them  with  his 
coat  of  arms,  and  directed  them  to  Madame 
Luisa  de  Legarra,  and  put  them  in  the  post- 
office  herself.  There,  what  do  you  think  of 

that?" How  many  answers  did  she  ever  see  ? — hey, 
Mrs.  Pickens! — that's  the  idea." 

"Oh,  I  never  thought  of  that."  And  the 
beaming  face  of  a  moment  ago  looked  slightly 
crest-fallen. 

"I  don't  doubt  her  lending  him  money — not 
a  mite.  You  see,  Mrs.  Pickens,  she's  just  such 
a  fool,  and  ought  not  to  be  left  alone  twenty- 
four  hours.  I  always  said  she  wasn't  capable  of 
taking  care  of  herself  The  other  one,  though, 
has  got  sense  enough,  if  she  ain't  over  head  and 
ears  in  love." 

"  "Where  in  the  world  are  you  going,  Judge  ?" asked  Mrs.  Pickens,  in  alarm,  as  he  comrnenced 
to  replace  his  neckcloth — in  a  leisurely  way,  how- 

ever, refolding  and  smoothing  it  over  his  knee. 
"Just  goin'  to  look  'round  a  little.  There's 

no  goin'  to  sleep  for  these  plaguy  flies.  Be 
lu.ving  mosquitos  next  thing." 

' '  But  you  ain't  going  to  tell  ?  You  won't  get 
him  into  trouble,  poor  fellow !  after  all  he's  gone 
through?" 

"You  don't  suppose  Pve  got  a  woman's 
tongue  in  my  head,  now,  do  you,  Mrs.  P.,  and 
can't  keep  a  thing  twenty-four  hours  ?"  Where- 

upon he  proceeded  to  array  himself,  still  leisure- 
ly, and  with  no  obvious  purpose  under  the  sun 

but  getting  a  breath  of  fresh  air  outside.  • 
Mrs.  Pickens,  ever  easily  beguiled,  sank  into 

her  nap  with  double  enjoyment  from  its  post- 
ponement. Mrs.  Thomas,  in  the  little  dressing- 

room  attached  to  the  parlor  and  bedchamber 
which  formed  her  suit  of  apartments,  sat  with 
true  Southern  enjoyment  of  the  brushing  and 
curling  process  which  occupied  herself  and 
maid  the  interval  between  dinner  and  tea  daily. 
Florida  was  supposed  to  be  quietly  following 
the  example  of  the  good  Mrs.  Pickens  in  the 

adjoining  chamber.  But,  alas  !  she  had  not  the 
calmness  of  spirit  which  metaphorically  rocked 
that  good  lady's  slumbers  ;  and  she  had  stolen 
out  of  the  door  communicating  with  the  corri- 

dor, and  now  stood  in  the  shelter  of  one  of  the 
gray,  stone  i)illars  sup])orting  the  gallery,  rest- 

less, eager,  starting  at  every  footstep,  and  hear- 
ing her  ov/n  heart  beat  above  the  din  of  house 

and  street. 
It  was  a  heavier  hand  than  the  one  she  look- 
ed for  which  was  laid  on  her  shoulder,  vailed 

only  by  transparent  lace,  and  gleaming  by  con- 
trast with  the  dark  stone  work  against  which 

she  leaned. 

"He  won't  be  here  for  half  an  hour  yet, 
Miss  Flory.  I've  watched  him  and  his  cigar 
safe  down  street,  I  wouldn't  look  after  him 
too  much  tliough,  if  I  was  you,  or  too  long  at 
him,  when  he  does  come,"  said  the  bantering 
voice  of  her  father's  old  friend,  Judge  Pickens. 
She  turned  proudly  to  resent  it ;  but  his  keen 
gaze  turned  the  blush  of  anger  into  her  cheek, 
and  her  eyes  sank  again.  She  had  always 
dreaded  him,  and  yet  they  had  been  so  very 

guarded ! 
"  I'm  an  old  man,  Miss  Flory,  and  I've  seen 

a  little  more  of  the  world  than  you  have,  by 

fifty  years  or  so.  Now  I've  only  got  one  thing 
to  say,"  and  his  voice  sank  to  a  grave  earnest- 

ness. "Don't  make  any  promises  that  won't 
bear  thinking  of  when  you  say  your  prayers,  or 
do  any  thing  that  would  give  your  father  a  heart- 

ache." 

What  did  he  suspect  ?  What  did  he  know  ? 
She  tried  to  regain  her  self-control — her  voice. 
But  the  portly  figure  passed  on  as  leisurely  as  it 
had  strolled  up  to  meet  her,  and  she  stood  alone 
for  a  moment  in  a  strange  whirl  of  wonder  and 
shame  and  doubt;  then  turning  suddenly,  hurried 
back  to  the  unoccupied  parlor  of  her  friend,  and, 
burying  her  face  in  the  sofa  pillows,  lay  quite 
still  till  the  twilight  began  to  gather. 

Estrella  rnia  !  bien  viia!" 
"No,  no!"  she  said,  starting  up  and  waving 

away  the  form  that  bent  over  her. 
A  heavy  frown  passed  over  the  dark  face. 

"  I  go,  then ;"  and  he  turned  with  folded  arms. 
"You  have  decided !" 

"Yes!  no — no!  Stay  one  moment,  Carlos, 
mi  vida  "  she  murmured,  in  his  own  passionate 
tongue, 

"Yes,  you  do  not  dare  any  thing  for  my 
sake — for  Cuba's.  I  am  deceived.  I  trusted 
you  as  my  life — my  honor.  But  you  are  weak 
and  irresolute — you  are  a  woman !  I  go  alone ; 

at  once !" "  Stay,  Carlos !  I  did  not  say  so.  I  can  not 
tell !  Give  me  one  day  more — until  I  am  here 

again !" 

"  Yoii  do  not  love  me." 
"I  do  ;  you  can  not  dream  how  much !" 
"But  I  would  die  for  you,  and  you  will  not 

promise." 
If  she  did — if  she  promised  to  forsake  all  for 

him — could  she  recall  it  in  her  prayers  ?  Could 
she  dare  to  say  to  herself  that  it  would  not  bring 
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down  her  father's  gray  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the 
grave  ?  She  had  tried  to  forget  all  this  before, 
but  those  few  faithful  words  had  loosed  con- 

science from  the  bondage  of  self-will  and  pas- 
sion. 

You  do  not  love  me,"  he  said  again,  look- 
ing down  at  her  with  stern  coldness. 

But  though  she  held  out  her  hands  to  him 
and  affirmed  it  more  eagerly,  a  sudden  chilling 
conviction  that  he  spoke  the  truth  forced  itself 
upon  her.  It  was  a  strange  fascination  that 
bound  her  to  him.  She  conld  not  rest  out  of 
his  sight ;  every  pulse  thrilled  to  the  touch  of 
his  hand ;  the  thought  of  separation  was  like 
death ;  and,  yet,  what  was  love  ?  Trust,  con- 

fidence, repose  ?  What  if  these  were  its  ele- 
ments ?  In  place  of  them  she  found  only  fear, 

and  now  a  suspicion  that  she  could  not  conquer; 
though  she  said  to  herself,  again  and  again, 
that  she  wronged  him  cruelly. 

"I  am  to  stay  then,  and  you  will  go  with 
me  ;  you  will  enter  into  all  our  plans  ;  you  will 
be  a  patriot's  wife,  and,  if  I  die,  weep  for  me!" 

The  wild  enthusiasm  of  her  nature  flashed  up 
again.  The  pause  was  filled  with  mad  visions 
of  conflict  and  defeat,  of  a  gloomy  prison,  the 
scaffold,  and  the  block ;  that  noble  head,  bared 
for  the  executioner,  rolling  in  the  dust  at  his 
feet — the  fire  of  those  burning  eyes  quenched 
by  a  stroke  !    Oh  never,  never ! 

"You  do  not  speak.  I  see,  I  stand  alone. 
Not  all  alone !  My  noble  mother,  praying  for 
her  son  in  exile — the  memory  of  the  brave — the 
liberty  of  my  country — these  never  fail!" 

He  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breast,  and  she 
could  see  by  the  waning  light  a  sudden  pallor 
overspread  his  features  as  he  sank  back  heavily 
on  the  sofa  beside  her. 

"  Carlos !  oh,  w^hat  can  I  do  ?  What  is  it  ? 
I  promise  !  Speak  to  me  !  Do  you  hear  that  I 
promise  ?   I  will  go  with  you — do  all  you  say !" 

His  lip  moved,  but  there  were  no  words ; 
only  a  faint  gurgling  sound  as  the  bright  life- 
blood  welled  from  his  lips,  crimsoning  her  white 
arms  as  she  supported  him,  trickling  slowly, 
slowly  down  the  silvery  folds  of  her  dress ; 
while  his  eyes,  upraised,  smiled  faintly  back  to 
hers,  as  he  lay  clasped  to  her  heart. 

"Help!  help!"  Oh,  w^ould they ncA'cr come ? 
Must  he  die  Avithout  aid !  Her  strength,  her 
senses  suddenly  seemed  failing  her.  She  had 
killed  him !  Her  coldness  and  suspicion — her 
mute  denial !  If  he  would  only  smile  again — 
only  speak — once  more  unclose  those  heavy- 
lidded  eyes — she  w^ould  promise,  swear,  bind 
herself  for  life  or  death !  Could  she  doubt  her 
own  heart  longer? 

Mrs.  Thomas  was  going  North  to  join  her 
husband.  That  was  natural.  Major  Clayton 
had  written  to  Madame  Dubois  to  remit  Flor- 

ida's last  month  at  school,  and  allow  her  to  ac- 
company her  friend,  as  he  "felt  himself  too 

much  a  prisoner  to  crops  and  gout  to  be  able  to 
give  her  that  pleasure  himself."  Was  not  her 
board  paid  in  advance?    Was  there  not  an 

application  for  the  half  of  the  bed  and  eightli 
of  the  wash-stand  occupied  by  Miss  Clayton  ? 
Was  Madame  to  inquire  into  it  too  closely  ? 
By  no  means.  Monsieur  Charles  Leroux  was 
about  to  return  to  his  aflairs  in  Galveston  ;  he 
had  already  been  absent  too  long.  How  simple 
were  all  these  transactions  ! 

It  Avas  not  term-time,  but  Judge  Pickens 
found  much  to  occupy  him  in  the  way  of  bus- 

iness. What  made  him  so  anxious  about  the 
arrival  of  the  Southern  mail,  and  why  did  he 
receive  so  many  telegraphic  communications? 
They  interfered  so  seriously  at  last  with  the 
sleep  and  appetite  of  Mrs.  Pickens  that  orders 
were  given  at  the  office  for  the  book-keeper  to 
retain  them  until  inquired  for.  Why  should 
women  desire  to  know  who  intended  to  run  for 
Congress,  and  what  decision  the  political  cau- 

cuses at  Jonesville  and  Macon  had  arrived  at — 
especially  those  entirely  satisfied  by  the  share 
of  "rights"  they  had  always  participated  in? 

Juliet  Semes  was  dying  of  envy.  Florida  to 
go  North  before  her — to  purchase  a  bonnet  at 
Genin's — to  buy  gloves  at  Stewart's — to  dine  at 
the  St.  Nicholas  daily — to  eat  as  many  ices  and 
as  much  fruit-cake  as  she  liked,  surrounded  by 
the  fabulous  splendors  of  Taylor's  newly-fres- 

coed and  gilded  Alhambra !  But  then  Florida 
was  not  what  she  had  once  been  to  her.  "A 
blight,"  as  Juliet  expressed  it,  had  come  over 
their  friendship.  She  was  certainly  fickle. 
How  she  had  blushed  over  her  father's  delight- ed allusions  to  John  Habersham  when  she  first 
came  there,  and  confessed  that  it  might  end  in 
something  one  of  those  days,  especially  when 
she  found  not  another  of  all  Madame's  pupils 
had  the  slightest  claim  to  being  engaged.  And 
how  she  had  raved  over  that  young  Spaniard 
only  at  the  commencement  of  the  term ;  so 
wrapped  up  in  him  that  she  forgot,  for  three 
successive  weeks,  to  borrow  the  concluding  vol- 

ume of  "  The  Doom  of  Dunmore ;  or,  the  Bride 
of  a  Day"  from  Mrs.  Thomas,  keeping  Juliet  in 
torturing  suspense !  So  Miss  Semes  bore  the 
parting  by  the  aid  of  a  wounded  spirit,  and  re- 

tracted the  promise  she  had  made  to  ask  Flor- 
ida for  her  first  bridemaid,  bestowing  the  ap- 

pointment on  Augusta  Middleton,  who  liked 
confectionery  as  well  as  she  did,  and  shared  her 
passion  for  shrimps  and  pickled  limes. 

The  Wilmington  boat  lay,  lazily  puffing  and 
blowing,  at  the  end  of  its  long,  dirty  wharf. 
"Uncles,"  with  wrinkled,  black  faces  and  frosty 
hair,  walked  around  the  freight  as  if  to  calcu- 

late to  a  certainty  the  lightest  end  to  take  hold 
of.  The  "boys,"  who  drove  jingling,  dilapi- 

dated hacks,  and  private  carriages,  scarcely 
fresher  or  more  elegant,  made  great  disjjlays  of 

energy  in  shouting,  "  Clar  de  track !"  and  "  Wha' 
you  'bout  dere  ?"  but  had  none  to  expend  on  the 
baggage  which  presently  blocked  up  the  gang- 

way. Little  groups  of  passengers  and  their 
friends  began  to  crystallize  about  the  deck  and 
in  the  cabin.  Frail  invalids,  who  had  come 
southward  full  of  hope,  and  now  only  prayed 
that  they  might  reach  home  to  die,  looked  out 
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wearily  at  the  glare  and  bustle,  and  longed  for 
the  fresh  sca-brcc/.e  that  was  to  give  thcni  mo- 

mentary vigor  again  ;  wliih;  gay  belles,  who  had 
fluttered  through  race-week  and  February  balls, 
turned  imj)aticntly  away  from  these  living  ser- 

mons on  the  vanity  of  life. 

Conspicuous  among  these  stood  Florida's 
new  chaperone  in  the  gayest  of  plaid  silks  and 
the  most  cherry-colored  of  ribbons,  bandying 
jests  and  compliments  with  her  own  train  of 
gallants  and  any  who  might  chance  to  claim 
acquaintancesiiii)  from  neighboring  circles.  So 
completely  was  she  absorbed  in  the  triumphs  of 
the  moment  that  nothing  short  of  an  explosion 
would  have  distracted  her  attention  from  the 
business  in  hand. 

How  long  the  hour  seemed  to  Florida,  alone 
in  her  state-room,  breathing  the  close,  heated 
air,  unable  to  fix  her  thoughts  for  a  moment  on 
the  book  she  had  taken  mechanically  to  stifle 
thought  and  reflection.  It  was  too  late  now. 
She  had  promised — she  had  taken  an  oath  so 
fearful  that  her  lips  trembled  to  pronounce  it, 
and  in  three  days  more  it  would  be  sealed  by 
marriage  vows. 

Already  she  obeyed  Legarra  as  if  she  had 
been  his  slave ;  ever  since  that  terrible  night, 
and  those  days  of  utter  prostration  which  fol- 

lowed, when  she  was  maddened  by  their  separ- 
ation and  his  danger,  a  frown,  an  approach  to 

agitation  on  his  part,  triumphed.  It  was  the 
same  unquestioning  servitude  she  had  so  often 
wondered  at  in  Mrs.  Thomas,  when  she  first 
knew  the  secret  bond  between  them,  and  how 
even  her  jewels  were  pawned  to  furnish  the 
sums  he  demanded,  always  to  be  paid  by  those 
remittances  that  never  came.  A  hard,  unnat- 

ural feeling  rose  up  whenever  she  thought  of 
her  father;  but  now  that  distance,  and  oaths, 
and  a  lifetime  were  separating  them,  it  gave 
way  to  an  anguish  that  almost  forced  her  to  cry 
out.  The  narrow  berth  seemed  like  a  coffin  in- 

closing, stifling  her.  Was  this  a  foretaste  of 
the  days  that  were  to  come?  What  was  re- 

morse like  ? — penitence  unavailing,  and  finding 
no  place  for  forgiveness,  though  sought  care- 

fully with  tears  ? 
"The  gentleman,  Miss — "  and  the  yellow- 

turbaned  face  of  the  stewardess  followed  the 
slight  tap  that  announced  her  at  the  door. 

"Yes,  directly,"  she  said,  almost  sullenly,  so 
unlike  the  greeting  the  coming  of  a  betrothed 
lover  should  receive.  It  was  his  own  arrange- 

ment that  they  should  remain  in  their  respect- 
ive state-rooms  until  they  had  crossed  tlie  bar, 

to  avoid  the  possibility  of  any  uncomfortable 
encounter  or  questioning.  Why  had  he  in- 

truded on  her  so  soon  ?  She  waited  to  wrap  a 
shawl  about  her  and  shade  her  face  with  a  vail 
before  she  went  out  to  meet  him.  But  it  was 
not  the  dark  form  of  the  Cuban  that  filled  up 
the  narrow  entrance  of  the  passage  leading  to 
the  saloon.  John  Habersham's  kindly  face, 
softened  into  strange  gravity,  startled  her  more 
even  than  her  father's  would  have  done.  And 
behind  him,  with  a  package  of  letters  and  busi- 

ness-lik(!  papers.  Judge  Pickens  raised  his  hand warningly. 

She  followed  them  without  a  word,  clinging 
to  John  Habersham's  arm  as  she  threaded  the 
crowd,  passing  the  state-room,  where  Legarra 
was  content  to  remain  a  voluntary  prisoner,  and 
so  close  to  the  unconscious  Mrs.  Thomas  that 
their  vails  fluttered  together  for  an  instant ; 
tliey  crossed  the  slippery  gangway ;  it  was  with- 

drawn the  next  moment ;  black,  turbid,  impass- 
able waters  swelled  up  between  them  and  the 

heavy  hull  turned  seaward.  She  felt  that  her 
father  was  dying,  and  that  she  deserved  it ;  and 
she  felt,  besides,  as  Peter  might  have  done  when 
the  angel  guided  him  past  the  sleeping  guards, 
and  he  heard  the  great  iron  gates  of  the  prison 
clank  together  behind  him. 

Mrs.  Thomas,  "weak  but  not  wicked,"  pur- 
chased the  absence  of  her  vindictive  and  re- 

criminating escort  by  nearly  the  full  am.ount 
of  the  liberal  check  received  from  her  husband 

for  her  expenses  Northward  ;  and  Florida's 
trunks,  strange  to  say,  were  added  to  the  russet 
box  inscribed  "  C  X.,  Galveston^  Texas"  though 
what  use  he  could  possibly  make  of  a  lady's wardrobe  Mrs.  Thomas  could  not  divine.  Nev- 

ertheless it  saved  her  all  thought  and  perplexity 
regarding  them,  and  she  was  too  thankful  to  pur- 

chase liberty  at  any  price. 

Mrs.  Pickens  wonders  to  this  day  how  "  that 
runaway  barber  from  New  Orleans,  who  im- 

posed on  Flory  Clayton  so  shamefully,  ever 
learned  French  and  Spanish  so  beautifully,  and 
got  money  enough  from  Mrs.  Thomas  to  pay 
his  board  bills :  above  all,  how  he  ever  man- 

aged to  hold  that  stufi"  that  every  body  took  for blood  in  his  mouth,  and  talk,  too,  when  he  had 
those  turns  !  No  wonder  Florida  was  frighten- 

ed, poor  thing  !  with  that  horrid  story  of  an  in- 
ward wound,  and  she  had  come  as  near  as  any 

thing  to  oflfering  to  nurse  him  herself  when  he 
was  pretending  to  be  sick  after  it !"  She  ad- 

mires her  husband's  shrewdness  and  sagacity 
more  than  ever,  and  thinks  he  ought  to  be  made 
Judge  of  the  Supreme  Court,  since  she  found 
how  quietly  he  tracked  the  antecedents  of  their 
late  foreign  acquaintance  by  telegraph  and  de- 

tective, and  proved  that  letter  of  Major  Clay- 
ton's to  Madame  Dubois  a  forgery,  "though  he 

said  any  body  might  have  seen  that  with  half 
an  eye  !"  she  adds  to  any  new  acquaintance  to 
whom  she  may  happen  to  be  detailing  the  only 
romance  in  real  life  in  which  she  ever  enacted 

a  part. 
Florida  Clayton- is  Mrs.  Habersham  now — a 

noted  housekeeper,  and  excellent  mistress  to  a 
crowd  of  sable  attendants,  whose  clothes  she 
cuts,  and  whose  children  she  looks  after,  as  well 
as  two  of  her  own,  Clayton  and  Calhoun,  mis- 

taken by  most  people  for  twins.  When  the 
busy  day  is  over,  and  she  sits  by  her  husband 
on  the  broad  piazza,  while  he  smokes  his  cigar 
and  caresses  the  dear  head  laid  upon  his  knee, 
she  looks  thoughtfully  out  from  the  deep  shad- 

ows of  the  magnolias  on  to  the  far-oft^  lights  of 
her  father's  house  shining  faintly  through  the 
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distance,  and  thinks  how  grateful  she  ought  to 

be  that  he  is  spared  to  her,  and  that  John  for- 
gave her  so  nobly,  and  made  her  a  loved  and 

honored  wife,  when  he  knew  all. 
Yes,  all ;  for  pure  wife  and  mother  as  she  is, 

her  face  burns  with  a  sudden  glow  of  shame  as 
she  wonders  if  he  does  not  sometimes  recollect 
with  bitterness  that  her  forehead  has  been  touch- 

ed by  other  lips  than  his — polluted  lips  that  she 
shudders  to  recall.  But  this  memory  is  her 
punishment,  not  his  bane  ;  for  when  she  kneels 
by  his  side  and  winds  her  arms  around  him  in 
a  mute  plea  for  forgiveness,  burying  her  face — 
for  at  such  moments  she  can  not  raise  her  eyes 
to  his — he  lifts  her  brow  and  banishes  the  guilty 
flush  with  gentle,  womanly  kisses  that  speak 
more  lovingly  than  words. 

ENJOYING  OUR  WORK. 
THE  most  of  people  who  live  in  a  Christian 

community  believe  that  work  is  a  divine  in- 
stitution ;  but  there  are  few  who  have  more 

than  a  general  idea  of  what  is  meant  by  work 
as  a  divine  law.  As  for  tracing  the  wisdom  of 
God  in  it,  they  never  think  of  such  a  thing. 
Content  to  know  that,  somehow,  it  is  connect- 

ed with  the  system  of  Providence,  and  operates 
to  the  moral  advantage  of  society,  they  take  no 
pains  to  investigate  its  close  relations  to  the 
character  and  future  welfare  of  man.  Such 
persons  can  readily  see  how  work  provides  daily 
bread  and  clothing — how  it  moves  the  whole 
machinery  of  business — how  it  creates  a  nation's 
wealth,  and  builds  up  the  power  of  material  civ- 

ilization. Beyond  this  their  thoughts  never  ex- 
tend. Hence  their  opinions  on  this  subject  are 

defective  ;  and  they  never  realize  half  the  good 
of  work,  because  of  their  imperfect  conceptions 
of  its  true  value. 
Work  is  not  a  mere  provision  for  animal 

wants.  Without  doubt  it  was  designed  to  be 
the  means  of  our  livelihood  ;  but  this  is  its  low- 

est use.  Work  feeds  and  clothes  us.  It  gives 
us  homes,  and  furnishes  comforts  and  luxuries. 
All  this  it  does  as  God's  ordinance  ;  but  it  does 
much  more.  Work  is  a  great  auxiliary  to  the 
moral  and  spiritual  interests  of  life.  Not  only 
does  it  tend  to  preserve  us  from  vice,  but  it  pro- 

motes virtue,  by  occupying  our  time,  training 
our  faculties,  and  disciplining  our  nature  to  pa- 

tient, persevering  efforts.  Work  may  supply 
our  bodily  and  social  wants  ;  may  yield  all  that 
the  present  and  future  require  for  sustenance 
and  support ;  and  yet  its  obligations  are  not  dis- 

charged. It  is  a  moral  and  spiritual  law,  or- 
dained by  the  Creator  to  exercise  our  higher  at- 
tributes— to  aid  in  forming  a  pure  and  elevated 

tone  of  character.  For  the  sake  of  the  mind, 
no  less  than  for  the  body,  are  we  appointed  to  be 
creatures  of  toil.  The  "  sweat  of  the  brow"  has 
a  deeper  meaning  than  is  derived  from  ners-es 
and  muscles,  while  "  thorns  and  thistles"  speak 
another  language  besides  the  curse.  Work  is  a 
part  of  that  economy  which  contemplates  the  re- 

newing of  our  ruined  race.  If  Christianity  has 
been  sent  into  the  world  to  redeem  our  spirit- 

ual nature,  work  has  been  ordained  to  improve 
the  earth,  and  render  it  a  fit  theatre  for  the  dis- 

plays of  Christian  virtue.  How  beautifully  are 
religion  and  work  united  in  the  Decalogue  ? 
The  divine  command  is  to  labor  "six  days," 
and  to  rest  on  the  "seventh."  If  we  do  not 
work  for  six  days  we  can  have  no  Sabbath  ;  for 
the  Sabbath,  no  matter  how  observed,  can  not 
be  a  religious  day  to  him  who  fails  to  labor 
through  the  other  j)eriod  of  the  week.  Idleness 
can  never  have  a  Sabbath  ;  luxury  and  ennui, 
wasting  all  their  time  in  "inglorious  sloth," 
deaden  their  capacity  for  its  repose.  The  two 
institutions — Aveekly  labor  and  Sabbath  rest — 
are  joined  together,  and  neither  has  any  signi- 

ficance without  tlic  other.  Both,  therefore, 
are  typical  institutions  looking  to  the  future, 
and  foreshadowing  ideas  greater  than  them- 
selves. 

No  man  should  feel  that  his  work  is  a  mere 
earthly  necessity.  Nor  ought  he  to  look  upon 
it  as  drudgery.  Whatever  are  its  burdens  and 
toils,  there  is  always  a  thought,  a  sublime 
thought  beneath  them,  which  is,  that  there  is 
a  great  intellectual  and  moral  benefit  in  all  his 
appointed  tasks.  Of  this  benefit  nothing  should 
deprive  him.  Nothing  can  deprive  him  of  it, 
if  he  is  a  sincere,  right-minded,  true-hearted 
man.  Daily  industry  may  not  fully  repay  his 
hard  exertions ;  all  his  struggling  may  yield 
him  but  a  scanty  remuneration  ;  but  beyond  this 
there  is  another  rev/ard.  There  is  a  strength 
of  will,  a  silent  endurance,  a  peaceful  reconcili- 

ation to  the  dispensations  of  Providence,  a  heroic 
trust,  that  elevate  and  ennoble  his  humble  toil. 
So  far  as  a  man  considers  the  higher  connec- 

tions of  his  work,  that  far  is  he  above  circum- 
stances. In  that  sphere  the  penuriousness  of 

capital,  the  grinding  selfishness  of  employers 
can  not  reach  him.  Hence  there  is  always  an 
opportunity  for  him  to  enjoy  his  work.  Let  its 
earthly  aspects  be  ever  so  discouraging,  it  has 
more  than  food  and  raiment  in  it.  The  pres- 

ence of  a  divine  spirit  is  there — a  wdse  and 
beautiful  law  established  by  the  benevolence  of 
God — and  Avherever  that  law  is  obeyed,  wher- 

ever its  wisdom  and  beauty  are  felt,  the  good- 
ness of  the  Infinite  One  comes  to  the  heart  and 

enriches  its  feelings.  A  man  works  all  the 
better  by  thus  entering  into  the  moral  import  of 
labor.  God's  laws  justify  themselves  to  our 
reason.  If  we  yield  our  intelligence  to  their 
excellence,  as  well  as  our  service  to  their  au- 

thority, they  become  means  to  improve  and 
exalt  our  character.  No  one  avails  himself  of 
the  entire  power  of  any  great  law,  be  it  natural 
or  moral,  unless  the  convictions  of  his  mind,  no 
less  than  his  actions,  are  offered  in  homage  to 
its  wisdom  and  love.  For  the  obedience  that 
honors  God  is  not  a  blind,  thoughtless  obedience, 
but  one  that  sees  the  embodiment  of  Himself  in 
His  laws,  and  seeks  therein  for  fellowship  witli 
Him.  ]Men  grossly  err,  therefore,  who  find  in 
work  nothing  more  than  a  provision  for  outward 
life.  For  them  the  presence  of  God  is  there. 
If  they  labor  aright,  the  purity  and  glory  ©f  His 
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nature  will  shine  throui^h  the  law  and  brighten 
the  spiritual  faculties  of  their  being. 

To  enjoy  our  work,  we  must  be  conscious  of 
personal  improvement  through  its  instrumental- 

ity. It  must  alford  emijloyment  to  the  mind, 
stimulating  the  active  powers  of  the  intellect, 
and  enlisting  the  feelings.  Not  only  must  it 
keep  the  attention  awake,  but  it  must  exercise 
skill  and  ingenuity,  and  besides  this  lead  the 
thought  beyond  its  own  immediate  requisitions 
and  quicken  its  functions.  If  our  work  fail  to 
occupy  the  thinking  faculties,  it  soon  degener- ates into  dull  routine.  The  freshness  of  the 
mind  is  lost,  attention  becomes  mechanical, 
habits  put  an  end  to  vigor,  and  the  wdiole  in- 

tellect sinks  into  a  sluggish  mass.  All  occupa- 
tions, in  this  respect,  arc  not  alike.  Some  are 

more  intellectual  than  others.  Few,  however, 
are  necessarily  deadening  to  the  intellect.  By 
far  the  larger  part  of  human  employments  tend 
to  cultivate  and  enlarge  the  mind,  and  if  we 
used  them  aright  they  would  be  constant  means 
of  intellectual  progress.  There  is  always  some- 

thing to  be  learned  from  them.  The  most  com- 
mon day-labor,  the  humblest  mechanical  pur- 
suit, have  some  connection  with  natural  laws 

and  objects,  which,  if  properly  studied,  expand 
the  thought  and  refine  the  taste.  Every  thing 
is  an  outlet  into  a  grand  universe,  in  which 
truth  awaits  the  honest,  earnest  seeker.  Books 
and  men  are  not  the  only  teachers.  Nature  is 
full  of  private  help.  Intellectual  friends  are 
never  wanting.  A  mind  open  to  instruction, 
anxious  to  learn,  burning  with  eagerness  to 
know,  is  sure  of  aid  and  counsel.  Hugh  Mil- 

ler found  the  science  of  Geology  in  his  business 
as  a  stone-mason,  and  Pallissy,  the  potter,  had 
an  ample  field  unfolded  to  his  genius  wliile  he 
worked  in  ores  and  earths.  How  much  of  poetry 
Burns  saw  and  felt  as  he  followed  the  plow  ! 
WJiat  visions  of  beauty  and  glory  rose  upon  the 
mind  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd  as  he  watched  his 
flocks  on  the  hill-sides  of  Scotland!  If  our 
work  is  in  itself  not  directly  intellectual,  let 
us  remember  what  Bloomtield  the  poet  and 
farm-laborer,  Drew  the  metaphysician,  Bunyan 
the  Bedford  tinker,  accomplished.  These  men 
worked  and  thought.  They  had  minds  not  to 
be  satisfied  with  the  occupations  of  their  hands. 
Carey  belonged  to  this  class  of  men.  They  do 
not  reach  distinction  by  the  avenues  that  others 
tread  in  their  heralded  march  to  the  summits 
of  greatness,  but  through  hidden  paths,  aloof 
from  the  crowd,  away  from  observation,  their 
instincts  guide  them  up  the  steep  of  fame. 

In  this  view  work  is  discipline.  Day  by  day 
it  gives  one  a  greater  command  over  his  facul- 

ties, over  himself;  teaching  him  a  patient  sub- 
mission to  wise  laws,  exercising  him  in  the 

knowledge  acquired  by  eflbrt  and  experience, 
and  withal  fitting  his  mind  for  other  and  higher 
tasks.  Any  work,  if  well  done,  makes  a  man 
more  a  man.  However  humble  that  work  may 
be,  its  faithful  performance  employs  something 
more  than  skill  of  hand  and  ingenuity  of  brain. 
The  moral  nature  of  the  soul  enters  into  the 

thing  done,  and  it  is  a  stronger  nature  for  every 
effort  put  forth  to  express  itself.  No  law  of  life 
is  more  beautiful  than  that  which  provides  the 
conditions  of  progi'css  in  whatever  is  honestly 
and  honorably  executed.  Give  a  man  the 
homeliest  employment,  and  if  it  occupy  him 
aright  it  will  tend  to  qualify  him  for  something 
better.  True  work  never  enslaves  and  degrades 
the  mind.  Instead  of  this,  it  continually  calls 
out  the  rational  qualities  of  our  being,  and  trains 
them  for  vigor  and  scope  in  other  departments 
of  life.  In  his  sonnet  to  Milton,  Wordsworth 
says  : 

"And  yet  thy  heart 
The  lowliest  duties  on  herself  did  lay." 

The  great  poet,  gifted  with  that  insight  which 
reads  the  heart  in  its  relations  to  outward  objects, 

knew  how  "  lowliest  duties'"  are  the  firmest  step- 
ping-stones in  all  advancement.  For  the  same 

reason  the  "  lowliest"  work  may  bring  us  near- 
er to  God,  and  develop  a  capacity  for  what  lies 

beyond  itself.  A  man  never  knows  the  future 
purposes  of  Providence  toward  himself.  But 
this  is  always  to  be  believed  and  felt;  viz.,  if  a 
man  will  faithfully  do  the  work  assigned  him, 
living  up  to  the  measure  of  his  lot  and  perfect- 

ing himself  according  to  the  opportunity  grant- 
ed him,  the  good  Providence,  that  rules  the  world 

will  not  deny  him  the  means  of  progress.  One 
should  work  evermore  in  this  hopeful,  trusting 
spirit,  for  the  temper  of  mind  in  which  he  toils 
is  more  important  than  any  outward  result. 
Business  may  yield  profit,  sagacity  may  find 
short  roads  to  wealth,  hard  work  may  bring 
houses  and  lands,  but  it  is  all  a  sad  failure  if  a 
man  grows  not  thereby  into  a  larger  manliness 
of  soul.  For  the  material  can  never  compen- 

sate for  the  loss  of  the  spiritual,  and  a  defraud- 
ed heart  is  infinitely  worse  than  a  bankrupt 

purse. 
Probably  no  truth  in  human  history  is  more 

frequently  and  strikingly  illustrated  than  the 
one  now  under  consideration.  Men  are  not 

suddenly  and  amply  endowed  for  great  posi- 
tions, nor  is  it  usual  for  them,  by  one  quick  and 

mighty  bound,  to  spring  into  the  leadership  of 
society.  Not  only  is  time  demanded,  but  toil 
and  service  are  sternly  required  of  him  who 
is  destined  to  achieve  something  for  his  race. 
How  forcibly  David's  life  exemplified  this  fact ! 
No  one,  perhaps,  could  have  seen  any  connec- 

tion between  the  sheepfold  and  the  kingdom  of 
Israel.  Wise  men  would  have  been  puzzled  to 
trace  the  relation  that  a  boy's  careless  existence, 
lying  on  the  hill-sides  of  Judea  and  watching 
tlie  grazing  flocks,  bore  to  a  destiny  of  incom- 

parable grandeur.  What  occasion  was  there 
here  for  the  exercise  of  those  virtues  that  were, 

in  after  years,  to  make  David's  reign  a  memo- 
rable era  in  the  career  of  Israel  ?  And  yet  we 

know  that  this  mode  of  life,  its  peculiar  circum- 
stances, its  secluded  thoughtfulness,  its  silent 

meditativeness,  its  mute  companionship  with 
nature,  all  went  far,  under  divine  influence,  to 
mould  him  for  future  distinction.  The  encount- 

er with a  lion  and  a  bear"  was  more  than  a 
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victory  of  physical  force  ;  for  it  was  a  moral  les- 
son, never  forgotten,  of  where  his  strength  lay, 

and  what  unseen  hands  helped  him.  Then, 

too,  how  much  he  owed  to  his  daily  task— how 
his  watchful  oflSces  over  the  sheep  lifted  his 

heart  to  tlie  great  Shepherd— how  the  vast  heav- 
ens above  him  prompted  the  inquuy,  "What  is 

man,  that  Thou  art  mindful  of  him  ?"  Had  he not  been  a  shepherd-boy,  dwelling  away  from 
the  haunts  of  men,  enjoying  the  open  freedom 
of  nature,  and  living  in  the  fellowship  of  beau- 

tiful or  sublime  scenes,  he  would  never  have 
felt  the  presence  of  God  in  the  material  universe, 
nor  had  that  profound  insight  into  the  ways  of 
His  ever-working  providence  that  has  invested 
his  Psalms  with  such  a  hallowed  interest.  In 
this  history  of  David  we  see  that  even  miracu- 

lous power  did  not  disdain  to  recognize  the  use 
of  ordinary  means.  The  simple  life  of  a  shep- 
herd-43oy  trained  him  for  one  of  the  grandest 
theatres  on  which  man  ever  acted.  It  awak- 

ened thoughts  and  feelings,  inspired  impulses, 
quickened  affections,  that  not  only  educated  the 
mind  of  a  nation,  but  for  many  centuries  have 
proved  a  blessing  and  a  joy  to  the  most  culti- 

vated intellect,  to  the  Christian  piety  of  the 
world.  Had  God  chosen  he  might  have  made 
his  intellect  an  image-chamber  of  the  universe 
by  direct  inspiration,  and,  with  the  quickening 
touch  of  his  hand,  opened  all  the  founts  of  feel- 

ing to  send  forth  sweeter  and  healthier  waters 
than  those  which  miraculously  rolled  their  glad 
stream  along  the  pathway  of  Israel  in  the  des- 

ert. But  there  was  a  "more  excellent  way," 
Better  for  him,  better  for  the  w^orld,  that  the 
seal  of  Heaven  should  be  set  on  the  ordinary  in- 

cidents, the  everyday  scenes  of  life,  and  that 
out  of  these,  by  slow  and  painful  strife,  a  soul 
of  strength  and  majesty  should  emerge. 

If  we  would  enjoy  our  w'ork,  we  must  accept 
it  as  a  divine  thing  and  put  our  whole  heart  in 
it.  Work  that  is  a  mere  contract  with  men — 
work  that  has  exclusive  reference  to  hours  and 
tasks — is  not  work  in  that  truer  sense  which 
conveys  the  meaning  of  labor  as  an  institution 
ordained  by  God  to  renew  the  face  of  external 
nature,  and  to  restore  man's  sovereignty  over 
the  inferior  orders  of  creation.  Industry  and 
skill — the  strong  muscle,  the  resolute  will,  the 
cultivated  mind — may  remove  a  portion  of  the 
curse  that  rests  on  the  globe.  Machinery  may 
lessen  the  *'  sweat  of  the  bv-ow,^'  and  science  may 
raise  productive  crops  in  the  place  of  the  thorn 
and  thistle.  The  landscape  may  smile  beneath 
tlie  toils  of  a  cheerful  peasantry,  while  enter- 

prise, commanding  the  services  of  philosophy 
and  art,  may  build  cities  and  expand  its  mag- 

nificent system  of  trade  and  commerce  over 
continents  and  oceans.  These  are  vast  results. 
But  work,  as  a  divine  ordinance,  has  far  nobler 
ends  to  accomplish.  To  subdue  nature— to 
bring  the  soil,  the  atmosphere,  the  waters  under 
its  sway— to  convert  the  earth  into  a  home  fit 
for  man :  this  is  the  humblest  part  of  its  office. 
If  our  lost  sovereignty  over  the  material  uni- 

verse, so  far  as  delegated  to  man,  is  thus  to  be 

recovered,  the  sovereign  must  be  prepared  for 
his  empire  and  rule.  Of  what  avail  will  be  the 
reconstruction  of  the  palace  if  the  royal  mind  is 
not  clothed  with  a  dignity,  a  strength,  a  glory 
in  unison  with  its  high  enthronement  ?  Work, 
therefore,  is  designed  to  assist  in  preparing  man 
for  this  foretold  ascendency  over  matter.  But 
work,  by  itself,  can  never  contribute  to  this  re- 

sult. A  moral  spirit,  which  Christianity  breathes 
into  all  true  industry  and  business,  must  pene- 

trate our  work.  It  will  then  refine  and  en- 

noble our  being ;  and  as  the  "  sza:  dai/s''  of  toil 
are  tributary  in  God's  economy  to  the  Sabbath, 
so  all  our  labor  will  blend  with  religion  in  puri- 

fying and  exalting  our  nature. 

MARRIED  TO  THE  MAN  OF  HER 
CHOICE. 

FRANCES  TEMPLEMAN  was  no  ordinary 
child.  In  appearance,  in  mxanner,  she  dif- 

fered from  other  children ;  and  that  difference 
can  best  be  defined  by  a  simple  statement — she 
was  never  called  Fanny.  Readers  will  judge 
what  the  peculiar  character  of  a  child  must  be 
who  has  never  known  an  endearing  diminutive. 
But  let  them  beware  lest  their  judgment  be  too 
harsh,  Frances  was  passionately  loved  by  her 
parents,  respected  by  all  who  knew  her,  and  was 
herself  warm  and  true,  though  not  demonstra- 

tive in  her  attachments.  She  was  reserved,  not 
cold ;  full  of  controlled  sjairit,  not  wild,  nor,  in 
its  liglitsomest  sense,  gay  ;  dutiful,  though  will- 

ful ;  obliging,  but  careless  of  praise. 
At  eighteen  she  was  the  proudest  of  all  the 

proud  beauties  of  her  State.  In  thought,  in 
feeling,  she  had  been  a  woman  years  before, 
and  now  was  mistaken  for  a  woman  of  twenty- 
five.  She  was  much  courted,  mainly  by  men 
of  position,  advanced  in  life  ;  younger  admirers 
hung  upon  her  movements,  never  daring  to  ad- 

vance. It  was  predicted  that  this  woman  would 
make  a  brilliant  match,  and  none  other,  for 
never  was  there  a  Avoman  seemingly  more  fitted 
for  a  marriage  of  convenience.  Her  queenly 
form,  her  high  manner,  her  silvery  but  deliber- 

ate accents,  claimed  as  their  appropriate  sphere 
the  loftiest  position  in  society. 

One  who  knew  her  well — he  was  her  first 
cousin  and  only  intimate  friend — doubted  if  she 
would  ever  marry  at  all.  He  knew  that  to  a 
woman  eminently  refined  and  intellectual  the 
choice  of  a  husband  was  a  problem  almost  too 
hard  to  be  solved.  Such  a  woman  may  not 
confide  in  her  instincts,  for  instinct  in  such  wo- 

men is  subjected  to  the  domination  of  reason ; 
and  when  a  momentous  question  is  transferred 
for  decision  from  a  woman's  heart  to  a  woman's 
mind,  the  issue  is  always  protracted,  and,  of  ne- 

cessity, most  painful.  It  is  a  suit  in  English 
Chancery,  the  decision  of  which  can  scarcely 
ever  be  satisfactory.  Passion,  be  it  of  the  warm- 

est, as  most  surely  it  is  when  its  exhibition  is 
suppressed — passion  is  frittered  away  under  the 
slow  and  calm  examination  of  conflicting  claims. 
And  when,  at  last,  the  tardy  decision  is  reached 
— when  the  suitor  is  elected — he  is  elected  not 
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gladly,  not  witli  tlic  sweetly-thrilling  assent  and 
unfearinf^,  boundless  confidence  of  the  heart, 
but  with  the  dispassionate  coolness  of  the  judg- 

ment, as  a  choice  of  evils.  How  repugnant  it 
must  be  for  a  woman,  in  whom  exists  even  a 
trace  of  natural  delicacy,  to  i)lace  her  person 
and  destiny  coldly  in  the  keeping  of  a  man, 
simply  because  he  is  a  man,  many,  very  many 
women  know,  alas  I  too  well. 

Frances  Templeman  was  as  far  above  the  in- 
fluence of  sordid  motives  as  she  was  above  the 

reach  of  all  merely  worldly  considerations  and 
opinions  petty,  because  purely  egotistical.  Nat- 

urally self-reliant,  she  had  great  need  to  be  more 
so,  now  that  in  her  early  womanhood  she  was 
left  without  a  parent  and  without  a  guardian  in 
whom  she  could  in  the  least  confide.  Averse 
to  conversation  upon  the  subject  of  love,  her 
views  were  nevertheless  well  known.  They 
were  speculative  and  unexact,  more  nice  than 
comprehensive,  subtle  rather  than  true — as  opin- 

ions of  an  unknown /eeZ/nr/  must  ever  be.  The 
highest  tuition  of  her  emotional  nature — that 
nature,  which,  while  it  is  the  most  docile  pupil 
of  passion,  is  at  the  same  time  the  best  teacher 
of  the  intellect — she  had  never  experienced. 
She  had  never  loved.  It  is  much  to  say  even 
of  a  dull  girl,  that  she  has  reached  the  age  of 
eighteen  without  having  ever  loved ;  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  believe  when  asserted  of  a  girl 
exquisitely  organized  in  body  as  in  mind.  Yet 
it  was  literally  true  of  Frances  Templeman. 
Whoever  chooses  may  believe  that  her  pride, 
her  will  (or  any  other  quality  that  made  her  the 
exalted  woman  she  was),  suppressed  the  first 
tender  germs  of  the  "sweet  disorder;"  but  he, 
before  whom  her  inmost  soul  lay  unsheltered  as 
lake  before  the  sun,  knows  that  she  had  never 
felt  its  lightest  movement.  The  natural  infer- 

ence would  be  that  she  was  insusceptible  ;  and, 
satisfied  with  this  inference,  many  will  dismiss 
her,  as  somathing  more  or  less  than  woman. 
But  she  was  a  woman,  and  precisely  such  a  w^o- 
man  as  a  pure,  moral  atmosphere  and  an  ad- 

vanced civilization  tend  to  produce.  Her  coun- 
terpart may  be  found,  not  in  many  cities,  but  in 

almost  every  village  of  this  republic. 
Further  removed  from  the  vice  of  sentiment- 

ality than  the  vast  majority  even  of  7nen,  she 
nevertheless  possessed  the  sentiment  of  love  in 
its  most  subtle,  which  is  its  most  concentrated, 
form.  Could  a  proper  object  have  been  found, 
this  sentiment  might  have  known  the  arterial 
warmth  of  life ;  and  he  who  had  been  blessed 
with  her  love,  in  true  reciprocal  appreciation, 
would  have  had  but  little  to  ask  for  in  the  life 
to  come.  But  as  the  eye  is  dead  to  all  forces 
save  only  the  impalpable  ether  of  light,  so  her 
susceptibility  was  of  a  fineness  not  to  be  moved 
by  gross  or  ordinary  influences,  and  lay  dor- 

mant, but  not  dead,  within  her. 
It  is  questionable  whether,  taking  personal 

happiness  alone  into  view,  such  a  woman  ought 
ever  to  marry ;  certainly  it  is  unfortunate  when, 
as  a  result  of  abstract  reasoning,  she  concludes 
that  she  should.     This  Frances  Templeman 

did,  and  thus  women  like  to  her  are  prone  to do. 

Her  pui-jiose  fixed,  she  acted  with  yet  more 
than  her  wonted  prudence  and  deliberation. 
Five  years  passed  away  before  she  made  her 
choice.  Her  reserve,  and  the  common  belief 
that  she  had  decided  never  to  marry,  repelled 
many  suitors  ;  but  her  fresh  and  peerless  beauty 
retained  many  more.  There  was  no  danger  of 
her  being  compelled  to  choose  the  crooked  stick. 
Suitors  of  seven  years'  standing  were  tied  to 
her  chariot  wheels  when  she  drove  in  triumph 
through  the  golden  gates  of  matrimony.  Was 
it  indeed  a  triumph  ?  So  far  as  human  power 
could  judge  it  was. 

Her  decision  was  no  secret  to  her  cousin.  It 
was  his  pleasure  at  all  times,  it  was  his  duty 
now,  to  defer  to  a  penetration  infinitely  superior 
to  his  own.  He  made  no  opposition.  She  knew 
men  well.  The  values  of  wealth,  of  intellect, 
of  birth,  position,  strength  of  cliaracter,  and  of 
amiability,  she  had  estimated  accurately.  All 
these  desiderata,  in  just  and  rare  proportion, 
seemed  combined  in  the  person  of  her  choice. 

He  was,  of  course,  much  older  than  herself. 
A  widower  with  several  children  (most  of  whom, 
fortunately,  were  too  nearly  grown  to  require 
the  arduous  attentions  or  to  imbibe  the  natural 
hatred  of  a  step-mother).  Judge  Blondel  im- 

posed no  harder  task  upon  his  bride  than  to  do 
the  honors  of  a  house,  which,  if  not  the  most 
imposing,  was  the  most  beautiful,  for  situation 
and  architectural  finish,  of  all  the  residences  in 
a  country  noted  for  the  loveliness  of  its  scenery 
and  the  wealth  and  culture  of  its  inhabitants. 
A  more  befitting  mistress  could  not  have  been 
chosen.  From  the  first  moment  she  displayed, 
in  that  seat  of  social  elegance,  the  natural  ease 
and  grace  of  a  woman  familiar  with  the  com- 

mand of  a  large  and  polished  household. 
Between  herself  and  her  husband  there  ap- 

peared to  exist  a  cordiality  of  good  feeling  which 
has  ever  been,  and  ever  will  be,  mistaken  for 
unanimity  of  sentiment  and  of  will,  and  which, 
so  long  as  the  mistake  remains  undiscovered, 
answers  all  or  nearly  all  the  ends  of  a  perfect 
congeniality.  When  a  son  was  born  to  them, 
Frances  Blondel  thought  the  measure  of  her 
happiness  was  full,  and  in  the  abundance  of  her 
joy  blessed  God  for  that  he  had  bestowed  upon 
her  the  husband  and  man  of  her  choice. 

It  is  an  error  made  by  every  young  mother, 
especially  if  she  be  a  cultivated  woman  married 
to  a  man  of  refinement  and  kind  disposition — it 
is"  an  error  common  to  such  mothers  to  confuse 
and  blend  the  sources  of  loves  which  are  dis- 

tinct in  origin,  distinct  in  application,  distinct 
in  gratification.  But  in  time  the  distinction 
becomes  clear.  No  love  can  be  purer  or  more 
intense  than  a  mother's ;  indeed,  in  certain 
moods,  it  seems  almost  sacrilegious  to  compare 
any  other  love  with  that ;  but  every  woman 
knows  that  in  her  breast  there  is  another  fount- 

ain— strong,  full,  bright,  warm — which  seeks 
and  finds  repose  for  its  ever-welling  waters  only 
in  the  ample  ocean  of  a  husband's  love.    If  this 
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flowing  tide  find  never  its  true  reservoir,  there 

happens  in  the  woman's  soul  that  cahamity  which 
any  attempt  at  definition  would  serve  only  to 
obscure,  but  which  many  women,  alas !  how 

many,  understand  too  well. 
Why  it  was  that  Frances  Blondel  could  not 

love  her  husband  it  would  be  impossible  to  say. 
In  all  the  relations  of  life  he  exhibited  precise- 

ly those  traits  which  go  to  make,  humanly  speak- 
ing, a  perfect  man.  If  he  was  not  brilliant,  he 

hall  that  excellent  balance  of  the  intellectual 
faculties  which  is  every  where  reckoned  better 
than  brilliance  ;  if  he  was  less  wealthy  than  his 
ofiice  and  his  hereditary  estates  might  have 
made  him,  it  was  because  of  a  liberality  to  his 
children  and  a  silent  charity  to  the  poor  that 
did  him  honor :  he  lacked  not  one  of  the  com- 

forts or  the  elegances  of  life ;  and  he  was 
withal  the  best  of  neighbors,  the  most  uxorious 
of  husbands,  and  the  kindest  of  masters.  Nor 
was  he  very  deficient  in  sentiment.  Why  such 
a  man  should  not  have  commanded  the  heart- 
whole  reverence  of  Frances  Blondel,  or  of  any 
woman,  it  is  useless  to  ask.  But  wherein  con- 

sists the  mystery  of  that  effect  we  name  "love," and  what  constitutes  the  rational  basis  of  that 
adoration  which  the  first  women  of  earth  have 
entertained  and  cherished,  against  all  scorn  and 
contumely  and  poverty,  for  men  hideous  with 
faults  ?  We  know  not.  We  read  of,  and  easily 
comprehend,  what  has  been  styled  a  "cold  per- 

fection of  character."  But  Judge  Blondel  was 
not  chargeable  with  coldness ;  on  the  contrary, 
he  was  a  man  innately  warm  and  true,  and  per- 

sistent in  his  afiections ;  he  had,  besides,  more 
than  enough  of  the  leaven  of  human  infirmity 
to  entitle  him  to  human  love.  Why  did  not 
Frances  love  him?  Go  ask  her.  Her  cousin 
never  dared. 

This  unexplained  something,  which,  like  the 
virtues  of  medicines,  is  ascertainable  only  upon 
trial — this  something  that  makes  or  unmakes 
the  happiness  of  marriages  among  the  cultiva- 

ted, the  gifted — this  something  (call  it  spiritual 
afiinity  if  you  will)  it  is  which  renders  matri- 

mony the  lottery  it  has  been  proclaimed  to  be 
the  world  over,  in  all  time.  It  rests  with  all 
of  us,  each  to  determine  for  himself  whether  he 
will  adventure  the  chances  of  this  lottery.  The 
prizes  are  magnificent — but  the  risk  is  immense ! 
When  that  cousin  who  continued  after  her 

marriage  to  be  the  intimate  friend  of  Frances 
Blondel  that  he  had  been  before — when  that 
cousin  ascertained  that  all  was  not  well  with 
her,  it  was,  he  now  knows,  long  after  she  her- 

self had  perfectly  understood  the  cause  and  the 
incurable  nature  of  her  trouble.  So  far  as 
words  go,  that  trouble  has  never  been  hinted, 
nor  will  it  ever  be.  But  there  are  revealing 
lights  of  the  eye,  which,  when  they  are  sought 
and  met  by  kindred  beams,  leave  nothing  to  be 
told,  and  say  much  that  is  beyond  the  power 
of  speech.  Frances  knew  that  her  secret  was  a 
secret  no  longer,  but  she  also  knew  that  it  was 
safe  even  to  the  grave ;  and,  assured  of  this, 
her  unimparted  confidence  was  a  relief  to  her. 

Her  cousin  for  a  time  believed  the  ailment  a 
physical  one,  and  Frances  herself,  although  far 
too  wise  to  be  deceived  as  to  its  true  nature  or 
to  be  seduced  into  poisoning  herself  with  drugs, 
was  not  unwilling  that  others  should  attribute 
to  a  feeble  constitution  a  misfortune  of  the  soul 
which  could  never  be  explained.  She  gladly 
accepted  the  alleviation  of  travel,  and  saw  all 
that  was  worthy  to  be  seen  in  America  or  in Europe. 

IIow  vain  to  such  an  invalid  are  all  such 
tours !  One  ever-recurring  question  darkens 
the  bright  way,  saddens  the  gay  march.  ' '  What 
joy,  what  infinite  rapture  might  not  these  scenes 
afford  if  my  destiny  were  all  it  could — all  it 
should  be  !"  For  the  afiiicted  soul,  ever  too 
blind  to  the  calamities  of  otliers,  sees  but  its  own 
woe,  deems  itself  the  special  object  of  Divine  in- 

justice, and  claims  as  its  proper  due  a  happi- 
ness accorded  never  to  any  of  mortal  birth.  De- 

frauded of  this  happiness,  it  may  meekly  sub- 
mit to  the  will  of  the  Unchangeable  One,  and 

find  its  reward  in  a  substituted  peace.  But  it 
is  and  can  be  only  a  substitution  ;  the  original 
birth-right  joy,  consciously  lost  to  the  soul,  must 
leave  a  vacuum,  sad,  vast,  never  to  be  filled. 

Thirty  years  have  been  numbered  since  Mrs. 
Blondel  returned  from  Europe,  and  sought,  in  the 
cares  of  her  household  and  in  the  education  of 
her  children,  that  nepenthe  she  could  never  find 
amidst  the  most  beautiful  scenery  and  in  the 
gayest  capitals  of  the  world.  It  may  be  believed 
that  the  faithful  discharge  of  the  high  and  holy 
duties  of  a  mother  brings  sweet  recompense, 
while  it  leaves  small  opportunity  for  the  mind 
to  dwell  upon  its  private  griefs.  The  flight 
of  years,  too,  naturally  lessens  the  rigor  of  all 
grief  dependent  upon  ungratified  sentiment,  and 
places  the  deferred  and  different  happiness  in 
the  permanency  beyond  the  grave.  But  neither 
duty  performed  nor  the  deadening  influences  of 
Time,  can  assuage  to  the  point  of  forgetfulness 
a  malady  like  that  with  which  Frances  Blondel 
was  seized.  In  those  lonely  hours  which  come 
the  oftener  the  more  we  seek  to  avoid  them,  the 
agony  returns  with  force  proportioned  to  its  de- 

lay. No  strength  of  will,  and  no  intensity  of 
prayer,  avails  to  fortify  the  soul  against  that  re- 
turn. 

The  sons  and  daughters  of  Frances  Blondel 

grew  up  to  man's  and  woman's  estate,  the  pride, 
and  justly  the  pride  and  joy,  of  her  own  and  her 
husband's  life.  In  intelligence,  in  excellence 
of  manners  and  of  morals,  in  obedient  reverence 
for  their  parents,  her  children  had  no  superiors, 
and  scarcely  any  equals.  Nor  was  the  beauty 
of  their  persons  at  all  unworthy  their  cultivated 
minds  and  admirable  dispositions.  He  who 
could  have  beheld  the  Blondel  family,  assem- 

bled, as  it  often  was,  in  the  soft  twilights  of 
summer,  under  the  portico,  festooned  and  per- 

fumed with  luxuriant  vines  ;  he  who  could  have 
beheld  that  group,  in  the  perfection  of  its  har- 

mony and  the  beauty  of  the  contrasted  ages  of 
its  members,  would  never  have  dreamed  that 
the  pale  mother,  who  presided  with  such  sweet 
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dignity  over  the  group,  had  aught  to  account 
for  her  pallor,  save  that  wcaring-out  of  the 
physical  system  from  which  scarcely  any  Ameri- 

can mother  is  exempt.  But  could  he  have  be- 
come intimately  accjuainted  with  the  family,  he 

would  have  been  struck  by  the  fact,  api)areutly 
unaccountable,  that  this  mother,  so  happily  mar- 

ried to  the  man  of  her  choice,  was  strongly,  al- 
most bitterly  opposed  to  marriage  in  the  ab- 

stract, and  particularly  to  the  marriage  of  any 
of  her  own  children.  And  so  great  was  the 
force  of  her  character,  the  influence  of  her  train- 

ing, and  the  reverential  awe  in  which  she  was 
held  by  her  sons  and  daughters,  that  the  vio- 

lence of  her  antipathy  to  matrimony  scarcely 
equaled  the  fear  of  that  institution  which  had 
mastered  their  young  and  plastic  minds.  With- 

out well  knowing  why,  'they  regarded  marriage 
as  perhaps  the  very  worst  of  human  ills,  a  ca- 

lamity to  be  shunned  at  all  hazards,  to  be  ac- 
cepted only  upon  the  plea  of  necessity — a  plea, 

it  need  scarcely  be  said,  which  can  never  be 
urged  by  those  who,  like  themselves,  were 
placed  beyond  the  provocation  of  "  bettering 
their  condition." 

If,  when  his  wife  first  commenced  to  instill 
this  antipathy  into  tlie  minds  of  his  children,  a 
suspicion,  as  to  its  origin  and  nature,  arose  in 
the  heart  of  Judge  Blondel,  that  suspicion  v/as 
never  nursed  into  the  hideous  form  and  life  of 
jealousy,  but  suffered,  amidst  the  whirl  of  pro- 

fessional duties,  to  sink  into  the  catalogue  of 
"woman's  whims,"  unworthy  to  be  seriously 
combated  or  remembered.  At  length  this 
"  whim"  assumed  to  his  eye  the  graver  aspect 
of  a  hobby,  all  the  more  ridiculous  the  graver 
it  became.  He  w^as  fond  of  joking  his  wife  in 
company  about  it,  and,  so  adroit  was  her  tact, 
she  encouraged  him  to  joke  the  more.  The 
Judge,  now  in  his  seventieth  year,  has  as  little 
conception  of  the  true  meaning  of  this  "hobby" 
as  he  has  of  the  atomic  condition  of  the  remot- 

est stars.  Well  for  him  that  it  is  so ;  for,  ad- 
vanced as  he  is,  the  heart  within  him  is  not  so 

callous  but  it  would  burst  on  the  instant  with 
utter  mortification  and  terror — terror  because 
never,  after  the  discovery,  could  he  trust  any 
of  his  senses  again.  He  would  seem  mad  to 
his  own  view,  and  to  have  lived  mad  and  blind. 

Frances  Blondel,  younger  than  she  looks,  at 
the  age  of  fifty-three,  presents  a  spectacle  and 
a  lesson  that  must  bring  grief  and  almost  de- 

spair to  the  heart  of  him  who  sees  and  interprets 
them  aright.  The  wife-life,  the  wife-love,  the 
wife-woman  arc  dead  (so  far  as  the  palsy  pf 
entire  inaction  hath  power  to  kill  them)  within 
her,  and  have  been  dead  years,  long  years  ago. 
Every  other  joy  of  earth,  save  only  the  great  joy 
of  the  ivedded  soid,  she  has  known  in  boundless 
abundance.  Yet  they  have  not  sufficed  to  give 
elasticity  and  strength  to  a  frame,  naturally 
strong  with  the  strength  of  exceeding  organic 
fineness,  nor  to  remove  the  melancholy  from  a 
mind  originally  possessed  of  that  higliest  cheer- 

fulness which  comes  of  a  serene  temperament 
and  a  clear  percei^tion  of  truth  in  the  full  wide- 
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ness  of  its  manifold  relations.  Her  vigorous 
mind,  in  the  vain  attempt  to  escape  the  contem- 

plation of  what  appears  to  it  an  ill-starred  des- 
tiny, has  sf)ught  and  obtained  knowledge  of  mat- 

ters most  foreign  to  an  ordinary  and  contented 
woman's  thougiits.  It  is  painful  to  see  with  what 
feverish  i)leasurc  and  unfeminine  boldness  she 
will  discuss  the  most  recondite  questions  of  poli- 

tics, of  constitutional  and  of  international  law. 
A  nice  sense  of  duty  to  her  daughters  has  ad- 

vised her  to  intrust  the  greater  i)ortion  of  the 
household  cares  to  them,  and  it  is  the  leisure 
afforded  by  the  removal  of  these  cares  which 
must  be  filled,  perforce,  by  the  driest,  the  most 
unprofitable  studies. 

This  wasted  old  woman  is  a  Christian  in  the 
best  meaning  of  the  term.  She  repines  not ; 
but  the  dead  corpse  of  a  life  which  should  have 
been  lived,  of  a  system  of  intense  emotions 
which  found  not  their  normal  activity,  can  not 
be  worn  beside  the  throbbing  heart  Avithout 
producing  disastrous  and  unconcealable  effects 
upon  soul  and  body.  Upon  the  one,  doubt, 
terrible  half-faith ;  upon  the  other,  miserable 
nervous  unsatisfaction.  The  cause  of  these  ef- 

fects may  be,  and  ha])pily  in  her  case  is,  mis- 
understood ;  but  the  effects  remain. 

The  evil  of  Frances  Blo.idel's  unhappy  mar- 
riage to  the  man  of  her  choice  is  confined  to 

the  cousin  who  owns  her  untold  secret.  He  it 
is  who  returns  from  silent  and  piteous  inter- 

views with  her,  having  in  his  inmost  heart  an 
acute  and  irrepressible  sense  of  injustice,  which 
Avounds  him  because  of  its  deadly  impiety,  yet 
will  not  away.  Worse  than  this  sense  of  in- 

justice is  the  vain  and  painful  questioning  of 
his  soul  concerning  the  conij)ensation  possible 
for  her  in  the  coming  life,  whose  dread  approach 
marches  fast  upon  himself  and  upon  the  wretch- 

ed v/oman,  who  sinned  not  in  choosing  the  man 
of  her  choice.  The  soul  of  Frances  can  not 
find  a  fitting  sphere  elsewhere  than  on  high  ; 
but  in  heaven  there  is  neither  marrving  nor  giv- 

ing in  marriage  ;  and  in  all  the  bright  and  end- 
less cycles  of  eternity  there  must  cleave  in- 

separably to  her  the  sad  remembrance  of  a  part, 
and  perhaps  the  sweetest  part,  of  human  life, 
lost,  lost,  lost! 

THE  VIRGINIANS. 
BY  W.  M.  THACICERAY. 

CHAPTER  XLI. 
rake's-  progress. 

PEOPLE  were  still  very  busy  in  Henry  War- 
rington's time  (not  that  our  young  gentle- 

man took  much  heed  of  the  controversy)  in  de- 
termining the  relative  literary  merits  of  the  an- 

cients and  tlie  moderns ;  and  the  learned,  and 
the  world  Avith  them^  indeed,  pretty  generally 
pronounced  in  favor  of  the  former.  The  mod- 

erns of  that  day  are  the  ancients  of  ours,  and 
Ave  speculate  upon  them  in  the  present  year  of 
grace,  as  our  grandchildren,  a  hundred  years 
hence,  Avill  give  their  judgment  about  us.  As 
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for  your  book-learning,  O  respectable  ancestoi's 
(though,  to  be  sure,  you  liave  the  mighty  Gib- 

bon with  you),  I  think  you  will  OAvn  that  you 
are  beaten,  and  could  point  to  a  couple  of  pro- 

fessors at  Cambridge  and  Glasgow  who  know 
more  Greek  than  was  to  be  had  in  your  time  in 
all  the  universities  of  Europe,  including  that  of 
Athens,  if  such  an  one  existed.  As  for  science, 
you  were  scarce  more  advanced  than  those  hea- 

then to  whom  in  literature  you  owned  yourselves 
inferior.  And  in  public  and  private  morality  ? 
Which  is  the  better,  this  actual  year  1858,  or 
its  predecessor  a  century  back  ?  Gentlemen  of 
Mr.  Disraeli's  House  of  Commons !  has  every 
one  of  you  his  price,  as  in  Walpole's  or  Newcas- 

tle's time — or  (and  that  is  the  delicate  question) 
have  you  almost  all  of  you  had  it  ?  Ladies,  I 
do  not  say  that  you  are  a  society  of  Vestals — 
but  the  chronicle  of  a  hundred  years  since  con- 

tains such  an  amount  of  scandal,  that  you  may 
be  thankful  you  did  not  live  in  such  dangerous 
times.  No :  on  my  conscience  I  believe  that 
men  and  women  are  both  better ;  not  only  that 
the  Susannahs  are  more  numerous,  but  that 
the  Elders  are  not  nearly  so  wicked.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  such  books  as  "Clarissa,"  "Tom 
Jones,"  "Roderick  Random;"  paintings  by 
contemporary  artists,  of  the  men  and  women, 
the  life  and  society,  of  their  day  ?  Suppose  we 
were  to  describe  the  doings  of  such  a  person  as 
Mr.  Lovelace,  or  my  Lady  Bellaston,  or  that 
wonderful  "  Lady  of  Quality"  who  lent  her  me- 

moirs to  the  author  of  "Peregrine  Pickle?" 
How  the  pure  and  outraged  Nineteenth  Centu- 

ry would  blush,  scream,  run  out  of  the  room, 
call  away  the  young  ladies,  and  order  Mr.  Mu- 

die  never  to  send  one  of  that  odious 

author's  books  again !  You  are  fifty- 
eight  years  old,  madam,  and  it  may  be 
that  you  are  too  squeamish,  that  you 
cry  out  before  you  are  hurt,  and  when 
nobody  had  any  intention  of  offending 
your  ladyship.  Also,  it  may  be  that 
the  novelist's  art  is  injured  by  the  re- 

straints put  upon  him,  as  many  an  hon- 
est, harmless  statue  at  St.  Peter's  and 

the  Vatican  is  spoiled  by  the  tin  dra- 
peries in  which  ecclesiastical  old  women 

have  swaddled  the  fair  limbs  of  the  mar- 
ble. But  in  your  prudery  there  is  rea- 
son. So  there  is  in  the  state  censor- 

ship of  the  Press.  The  page  may  con- 
tain matter  dangerous  to  bonos  mores. 

Out  with  your  scissors,  censor,  and  clip 
off  the  prurient  paragraph  !  We  have 
nothing  for  it  but  to  submit.  Society, 
the  despot,  has  given  his  imperial  de- 

cree. We  may  think  the  statue  had 
been  seen  to  greater  advantage  without 
the  tin  drapery ;  we  may  plead  that 
the  moral  were  better  might  we  recite 
the  Avbole  fable.  Away  with  him — not 
a  word  !  I  never  saw  the  piano-fortes 
in  the  United  States  with  the  frilled 
muslin  trowsers  on  their  legs  ;  but,  de- 

pend on  it,  the  muslin  covered  some 
of  the  notes  as  well  as  the  mahogany,  muiSed 
the  music,  and  stopped  the  player. 

To  what  does  this  prelude  introduce  us  ?  I 
am  thinking  of  Harry  Warrington,  Esquire,  in 
his  lodgings  in  Bond  Street,  London,  and  of 
the  life  which  he  and  many  of  the  young  bucks 
of  fashion  led  m  those  times,  and  how  I  can  no 
more  take  my  fair  young  reader  into  them  than 
Lady  Squeams  can  take  her  daughter  to  Cre- 
morne  Gardens  on  an  ordinary  evening.  My 
dear  Miss  Diana  (Pshaw !  I  know  you  are  eight- 
and-thirty,  although  you  are  so  wonderfully 
shy,  and  want  to  make  us  believe  you  have  just 
left  off  school-room  dinners  and  a  pinafore), 
when  your  grandfather  was  a  young  man  about 
town,  and  a  member  of  one  of  the  Clubs  at 
White's,  and  dined  at  Pontac's  off  the  feasts  pro- 

vided by  Braund  and  Lebeck,  and  rode  to  New- 
market with  March  and  Rockingham,  and  toast- 

ed the  best  in  England  with  Gilly  Williams  and 

George  Selwyn  (and  didnt  understand  George's 
jokes,  of  which,  indeed,  the  flavor  has  A^eiy 
much  evaporated  since  the  bottling) — the  old 
gentleman  led  a  life  of  which  your  noble  aunt 
(author  of  "Legends  of  the  Squeamses ;  or, 
Fair  Fruits  off  a  Family  Tree,")  has  not  given 
you  the  slightest  idea. 

It  was  before  your  grandmother  adopted  those 
serious  views  for  which  she  was  distinguished 
during  her  last  long  residence  at  Bath,  and 
after  Colonel  Tibbalt  married  Miss  Lye,  the 

rich  soap-boiler's  heiress,  that  her  ladyship's 
wild  oats  were  sown.  When  she  was  young, 
she  was  as  giddy  as  the  rest  of  the  genteel  world. 
At  her  house  in  Hill  Street,  she  had  ten  card- 
tables  on  Wednesdays  and  Sunday  evenings, 
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cxce]H  for  a  short  time  when  Kanela^'h  was  open 
on  Sundays.  Every  u'v^ht  of  her  life  she  gam- l)lcd  for  eight,  nine,  ten  hours.  Every  body 
else  in  society  did  the  hke.  She  lost ;  she  won  ; 
she  cheated;  she  pawned  lier  jewels  ;  who  knows 
what  else  she  was  not  ready  to  i)awn,  so  as  to 
lind  funds  to  supjily  her  fury  for  play  ?  What 
was  that  after-supper  duel  at  the  Shakspeare's 
Head  in  Covent  Garden,  between  your  grand- 

father and  Colonel  Tibbalt  ?  where  they  drew 
swords  and  engaged  only  in  the  presence  of  Sir 
John  Screwby,  who  was  drunk  under  the  table  ? 
They  were  interrupted  by  Mr.  John  Fielding's 
people,  and  your  grandfather  was  carried  home 
to  Hill  Street,  Avounded,  in  a  chair.  I  tell  you 
those  gentlemen  in  powder  and  rufHes,  who 
turned  out  tlie  toes  of  their  buckled  pumps  so 
delicately,  were  terrible  fellows.  Swords  were 
perpetually  being  drawn ;  bottles  after  bottles 
were  drunk ;  oaths  roared  unceasingly  in  con- 

versation ;  tavern-drawers  and  watchmen  were 
])inked  and  maimed  ;  chairmen  belabored ;  cit- 
i  zens  insulted  by  reeling  pleasure-hunters.  You 
have  been  to  Cremorne  with  proper  "vouchers" 
of  course  ?  Do  you  remember  our  great  thea- 

tres thirty  years  ago?  You  were  too  good  to 
go  to  a  play.  Well,  you  have  no  idea  what  the 
])lay-liouses  were,  or  what  the  green  boxes  were, 
when  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Prichard  were  playing 
])efore  them !  And  1,  for  my  children's  sake, 
tliank  that  good  Actor  in  his  retirement  who 
was  the  first  to  banish  that  shame  from  the  the- 

atre. No,  madam,  you  are  mistaken ;  I  do  not 
plume  myself  on  my  superior  virtue.  I  do  not 
r?ay  you  are  naturally  better  than  your  ancestress 
in  her  wild,  rouged,  gambling,  flaring,  tearing 
days ;  or  even  than  poor  Polly  Fogle,  who  is 
just  taken  up  for  shop-lifting,  and  would  have 
been  hung  for  it  a  hundred  years  ago.  Only,  I 
am  heartily  thankful  that  my  temptations  are 
less,  having  quite  enough  to  do  with  those  of 
the  present  century. 

So  if  Harry  Warrington  rides  down  to  New- 
market to  the  October  meeting,  and  loses  or 

wins  his  money  there ;  if  he  makes  one  of  a 
])arty  at  the  Shakspeare  or  the  Bedford  Head ; 
if  he  dines  at  White's  ordinary,  and  sits  down 
to  Macco  and  lansquenet  afterward  ;  if  he  boxes 
the  watch,  and  makes  his  appearance  at  the 
Roundhouse ;  if  he  turns  out  for  a  short  space 
a  wild,  dissipated,  harum-scarum  young  Harry 
Warrington  ;  I,  knowing  the  weakness  of  human 
nature,  am  not  going  to  be  surprised  ;  and,<iuite 
aware  of  my  own  shortcomings,  don't  intend  to 
be  very  savage  at  my  neighbor's.  Mr.  Sampson 
was :  in  his  chapel  in  Long  Acre  he  whipped 
Vice  tremendously;  gave  Sin  no  quarter;  out- 
cursed  Blasphemy  Avith  superior  anathemas ; 
knocked  Drunkenness  down,  and  trampled  on 
the  prostrate  brute  AvalloAving  in  the  gutter  ; 
dragged  out  conjugal  Infidelity,  and  pounded 
her  with  endless  stones  of  rhetoric — and,  after 
service,  came  to  dinner  at  the  Star  and  Garter, 
made  a  boAvl  of  punch  for  Harry  and  his  friends 
at  the  Bedford  Head,  or  took  a  hand  at  Avhist  at 

Mr.  Warrington's  lodgings,  or  my  Lord  March's, 

or  wherever  there  Avas  a  supper  and  good  com- 
pany for  him. 

I  often  tliiiik,  howe\'er,  in  respect  of  Mr. 
Warrington's  doings  at  this  period  of  his  coming 
to  London,  that  I  may  haA'C  taken  my  usual  de- 

grading and  uncharitable  vicAvs  of  liim — for,  you 
see,  I  have  not  uttered  a  single  word  of  virtuous 
indignation  against  liis  conduct,  and,  if  it  Avas 
7iof.  reprehensible,  haA-e  certainly  judged  him 
most  cruelly.  O  the  Truthful,  O  the  Beautiful, 
O  Modesty,  O  Benevolence,  O  Pudor,  O  Mores, 
0  Blushing  Shame,  O  Namby  Pamby — each 
Avith  your  respectiA'c  capital  letters  to  your  hon- 

ored names  !     O  Niminy,  O  Piminy !  how  shall 
1  dare  for  to  go  for  to  say  that  a  young  man  ever 
Avas  a  young  man  ? 

No  doubt,  dear  young  lady,  I  am  calumnia- 
ting Mr.  Warrington,  according  to  my  heartless 

custom.  As  a  proof,  here  is  a  letter  out  of  the 
Warrington  collection,  from  Harry  to  his  mo- 

ther, in  AA'hich  there  is  not  a  single  Avord  that 
Avould  lead  you  to  suppose  he  Avas  leading  a  Avild 
life.  And  such  a  letter  from  an  only  son,  to  a 
fond  and  exemplary  parent,  we  knoAV  must  be true ! 

BojJD  Stkeet,  Londok,  October  25,  175G. 
HoNORD  Madam, — I  take  up  my  pen  to  ac- 

knowledge your  honored  favor  of  10  July,  per 
Lively  Virginia  packet,  Avhich  has  duly  come  to 
hand,  forwarded  by  our  Bristol  agent,  and  re- 

joice to  hear  that  the  prospect  of  the  crops  is  so 
good,  'Tis  Tully  Avho  says  that  agriculture  is 
the  noblest  pursuit ;  hoAV  delightful  Avhen  that 
pursuit  is  also  prophetable  ! 

Sin^fce  my  last,  dated  from  Tunbridge  Wells, 
one  or  tAVO  wsadence  have  occurred  of  Avhicli  it 

is  ncssascrij'*  I  should  advise  my  honored  Mo- 
ther. Our  party  there  broke  up  end  of  August : 

the  partridge  shooting  commencing.  Baroness 
Bernstein,  Avhose  kindness  to  me  has  been  most 
invariable,  has  been  to  Bath,  her  usual  Avinter 
resort,  and  has  made  me  a  Avelcome  present  of 
a  fifty  pound  bill.  I  rode  back  Avith  Rev.  Mr. 
Sampson,  Avhose  instruction  I  find  most  vallubk, 
and  my  cousin  Lady  Maria,  to  CastlcAvood.t  1 
paid  a  flying  visit  on  the  Avay  to  my  dear  kind 
friends  Col.  and  Mrs.  Lambert,  Oakhurst  House, 
Avho  send  my  honored  mother  their  most  affec- 

tionate remembrances.  The  youngest  Miss 
Lambert,  I  gricA'e  to  say,  was  deUicate ;  and 
her  parents  in  some  anxiety. 

At  Castlewood  I  lament  to  state  my  stay  was 
short,  owing  to  a  quarrel  Avith  my  cousin  Will- 

iam. He  is  a  young  man  of  violent  passions, 
and  alas !  addicted-  to  liquor,  Avhen  he  has  no 
controul  over  them.  In  a  tritHing  dispute  about 
a  horse,  high  Avords  arose  between  us,  and  he 
aymed  a  bloAV  at  me  or  its  equivulent — Avhich 
my  Grandfathers  my  honored  mothers  child 
could  not  brook.  I  rejoyned,  and  feld  him  to 
the  ground,  whents  he  was  carried  almost  sence- 

*  This  word  has  been  much  operated  upon  with,  the 
penknife,  but  is  left  sic— no  doubt  to  tke  writer's  eatis- 
faction. 

t  Could  Parson  Sampson  have  been  dictating  the  above 
remarks  to  Mr.  Warrrington  ? 
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Hs  to  bed.  I  sent  to  enquire  after  his  health 
in  the  morning :  but  having  no  further  news  of 
him,  came  away  to  London  where  I  have  been 
ever  since  with  brief  intavles  of  absence. 

Knowing  you  would  wish  me  to  see  my  dear 
Grandfathers  University  of  Cambridge,  I  rode 
thither  lately  in  company  with  some  friends, 
passing  through  part  of  Harts,  and  lying  at  the 
famous  bed  of  Ware.  The  October  meeting 
was  just  begun  at  Cambridge  when  I  went.  I 
saw  the  students  in  their  gownds  and  capps,  and 
rode  over  to  the  famous  Newmarket  Heath,  where 
there  happened  to  be  some  races — my  friend 
Lord  Marchs  horse  Marrowbones  by  Cleaver 
coming  off  winner  of  a  large  steal:    It  was  an 

amusing  day — the  jockeys,  horses,  etc.,  very 
different  to  our  poor  races  at  home — the  bet- 

ting awful — the  richest  nobleman  here  mix  with 
the  jox,  and  bett  all  round.  Cambridge  pleased 
me  :  especially  King's  College  Chapel,  of  a  rich 
but  elegant  Gothick. 

I  have  been  out  into  the  world,  and  am  made 
member  of  the  Club  at  White's,  where  I  meet 
gentlemen  of  the  first  fashion.  My  lords  Rock- 

ingham, Carlisle,  Orford,  Bolingbroke,  Coven- 
try are  of  my  friends,  introduced  to  me  by  my 

Lord  iMarch,  of  whom  I  have  often  wrote  be- 
fore. Lady  Coventry  is  a  fine  woman,  but  thinT). 

Every  lady  paints  here,  old  and  young ;  so,  *lf vou  and  Mountain  and  Fannv  wish  to  be  in 
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jasliion,  1  must  send  you  out  some  rooge  pots : 
every  body  plays  —  eight,  ten,  card-tables  at 
every  house  on  every  receiving  night.  I  am 
sorry  to  say  all  do  not  play  fair,  and  some  do  not 
pmj  fair.  I  have  been  obliged  to  sit  down,  aiid 
lio  as  Rome  does,  and  have  actually  seen  ladies 
whom  I  could  name  take  my  counters  from  be- 

fore my  face ! 
One  day,  his  regiment  the  20th,  being  pa- 

raded in  ̂t.  James's  Park,  a  friend  of  mine, 
Mr.  Wolfe,  did  me  the  honour  to  present  me  to 
His  Royal  Highness  the  Captain  General,  who 
was  most  (jracious ;  a  fat  jolly  Prince,  if  I  may 
speak  so  without  disrespect,  reminding  me  in 
his  manner  of  that  unhappy  General  Braddock, 
whom  we  knew  to  our  sorrow  last  year.  When 
he  heard  my  name  and  how  dearest  George 
had  served  and  fallen  in  Braddock's  unfortu- 

nate campaign,  he  talked  a  great  deal  with  me  ; 
asked  why  a  young  fellow  like  me  did  not  serve 
too  ;  why  I  did  not  go  to  the  King  of  Prussia, 
who  was  a  great  General,  and  see  a  campaign 
or  two ;  and  whether  that  would  not  be  better 
than  dawdling  about  at  routs  and  card-parties 
in  London  ?  I  said,  I  would  like  to  go  wdth 
all  my  heart,  but  was  an  only  son  now,  on 
leave  from  my  mother,  and  belonged  to  our 
estate  in  Virginia.  His  Royal  Highness  said, 
Mr.  Braddock  had  wrote  home  accounts  of  Mrs. 

Esmond's  loyalty,  and  that  he  would  gladly serve  me.  Mr.  Wolfe  and  I  have  waited  on 

him  since,  at  His  Royal  Highness's  house  in 
Pall  Mall.  The  latter,  who  is  still  quite  a 
young  man,  made  the  Scots  campaign  with 
His  Highness,  whom  Mr.  Dempster  loves  so 
much  at  home.  To  be  sure,  he  was  too  severe : 
af  any  thing  can  be  too  severe  against  rebels  in 
arms. 

Mr.  Draper  has  had  half  the  Stock,  my  late 
Papa's  property,  transferred  to  my  name.  Un- 

til there  can  be  no  doubt  of  that  painful  loss  in 
our  family  which  I  would  give  my  right  hand 
to  replace,  the  remaining  stock  must  remain  in 
the  trustees'  name  in  behalf  of  him  who  inher- 

ited it.  Ah,  dear  mother !  There  is  no  day, 
scarce  any  hour,  when  I  don't  think  of  him.  I 
wish  he  were  by  me  often.  I  feel  like  as  if  I 
was  better  when  I  am  thinking  of  him,  and 
would  like,  for  the  honour  of  my  family,  that  he 
was  representing  of  it  here  instead  of 

Honored  Madam, 
Your  dutiful  and  affectionate  Son, 

Henry  Esmond  Warrington, 

P.S. — I  am  like  your  sex,  who  always,  they 
say,  put  their  chief  news  in  a  poscrip.  I  had 
something  to  tell  you  about  a  person  to  whom 
my  heart  is  engaged.  I  shall  write  more  about 
it,  which  there  is  no  hurry,  Safice  she  is  a 

nobleman's  daughter,  &  her  family  as  good  as our  own. 

Clakgis  Street,  Iondon,  October  23,  1756. 
I  think,  my  good  sister,  we  have  been  all  o':r 

lives  a  little  more  than  kin  and  less  than  kind, 
to  use  the  words  of  a  poet  wh^)m  your  dear  fa- 

ther loved  dearly.  When  you  wcrt^  born  in 
our  Western  Principalitie,  my  mother  was  not 
as  old  as  Isaac's ;  but  even  then  I  was  much 
mor^  than  old  enough  to  be  yours.  And  though 
she  gave  you  all  she  could  leave  or  give,  in- 

cluding the  little  ])ortion  of  love  that  ought  to 
have  ])een  my  nhare,  yet,  if  we  can  have  good 
will  for  one  another,  we  may  learn  to  do  with- 

out affection  :  and  some  little  kindness  you  owe 

me,  for  your  son's  sake  as  well  as  your  father's, whom  I  loved  and  admired  more  than  any  man 
I  think  ever  I  knew  in  this  world  :  he  was 
greater  than  almost  all,  though  he  made  no 
noyse  in  it.  I  have  seen  very  many  who  have, 
and,  believe  me,  have  found  but  few  with  such 
good  heads  and  good  harts  as  Mr,  Esmond. 

Had  we  been  better  acquainted,  I  might  have 
given  you  some  advice  regarding  your  young 
gentleman's  introduction  to  Europe,  which  you 
would  have  taken  or  not,  as  people  do  in  this 
world.  At  least  you  would  have  sed  after- 

ward, "What  she  counselled  me  was  right,  and 
had  Harry  done  as  Madam  Beatrix  wisht,  it 
had  been  better  for  him."  My  good  sister,  it 
was  not  for  you  to  know,  or  for  me  to  whom  you 
never  wrote  to  tell  you,  but  your  boy  in  coming 
to  England  and  Castlewood  found  but  ill  friends 
there  ;  except  one,  an  old  aunt,  of  whom  all 
kind  of  evil  hath  been  spoken  and  sed  these 
fifty  years  past — and  not  without  cawse  too. 
perhaps. 

Now,  I  must  tell  Harry's  mother  what  will 
doubtless  scarce  astonish  her,  that  almost  every 
body  who  knows  him  loves  him.  He  is  prudeni 
of  his  tongue,  generous  of  his  money,  as  bold  as 
a  lyon,  with  an  imperious  domineering  way  thai 
sets  well  upon  him ;  you  know  whether  he  is 
handsome  or  not :  my  dear,  I  like  him  none  the 
less  for  not  being  over  witty  or  wise,  and  never 
cared  for  your  sett-the-T/iamcs-afive  gentlemen, 
who  are  so  much  more  clever  than  their  neigh- 

bours. Your  father's  great  friend,  Mr.  Addison, 
seemed  to  me  but  a  supercillious  prig,  and  his 
follower,  Sir  Dick  Steele,  was  not  pleasant  hi 

his  cupps,  nor  out  of  'em.  And  (revc?w?is  a  hiy) 
your  Master  Harry  will  certainly  not  burn  the 
river  vp  with  his  wits.  Of  book  learning  he  is 
as  ignorant  as  any  lord  in  England,  and  for  this 
I  hold  him  none  the  worse.  If  Heaven  have 

not  given  him  a  turn  that  way,  'tis  of  no  use 
trying  to  bend  him. 

Considering  the  place  he  is  to  hold  in  his  own 
colony  Avhen  he  returns,  and  the  stock  he  comes 
from,  let  me  tell  you,  that  he  hath  not  means 
enough  allowed  him  to  support  his  station,  and 
is  likely  to  make  the  more  depence  from  the  nar- 

rowness of  his  income  —  from  sheer  despair 
breaking  out  of  all  bounds,  and  becoming  ex- 

travagant, which  is  not  his  turn.  But  he  likes 
to  live  as  well  as  the  rest  of  his  company,  and, 
between  ourselves,  has  fell  into  some  of  the 
finist  and  most  rakish  in  England.  He  thinks 
'tis  for  the  honor  of  the  family  not  to  go  back, 
and  many  a  time  calls  for  ortolans  and  cham- 

paign when  he  would  as  leaf  dine  with  a  stake 
and  a  mugg  of  beer.    And  in  this  kind  of  spirit 
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I  have  no  doubt  from  what  he  hath  told  me  in 
his  talk  (which  is  very  naif,  as  the  French  say), 
that  his  mamma  hath  encouraged  him  in  his 

high  opinion  of  himself.  We  women  like  our 
belongings  to  have  it,  however  little  we  love  to 
pay  the  cost.  Will  you  have  your  ladd  make  a 
fio-ar  in  London  ?  Trebble  his  allowance  at  the 
vorv  least,  and  his  Aunt  Bernstein  (with  his 
honored  mamma's  permission)  will  add  a  little 
mors  on  to  whatever  summ  you  give  him. 
Otherwise  he  will  be  spending  the  little  capital 
I  learn  he  h.as  in  this  country,  Avhich,  when  a 
ladd  once  begins  to  vianger,  there  is  very  soon 
an  end  to  the  loaf.  Please  God,  I  shall  be  able 

to  leave  Henry  Esmond's  grandson  something 
at  my  death  ;  but  my  savings  are  small,  and  the 
pension  with  which  my  gracious  Sovereign  hath 
endowed  me  dies  with  me.  As  for  Jm  M.  de 
Bernstein,  he  left  only  debt  at  his  decease  :  the 

officers  of  his  Majesty's  Electoral  Court  of  Han- 
nover are  but  scantily  paid. 

A  lady  who  is  at  present  very  high  in  his 
Majesty's  confidence  hath  taken  a  great  phancy 
to  your  ladd,  and  will  take  an  early  occasion  to 
bring  him  to  the  Sovereign's  favorable  notice. 
His  Royal  Highness  the  Duke  he  hath  seen. 
If  live  in  America  he  must,  why  should  not  Mr. 
Esmond  Warrington  return  as  Governor  of  Vir- 

ginia, and  with  a  title  to  his  name?  That  is 
what  I  hope  for  him. 

Meanwliile,  I  must  be  candid  with  you,  and 
tell  you  I  fear  he  hath  entangled  himself  here 
in  a  very  silly  engagement.  Even  to  marry  an 
old  woman  for  money  is  scarce  pardonable — the 
game  ne  valant  gueres  la  chandelle — Mr.  Bern- 

stein, when  alive,  more  than  once  assured  me 
of  this  fact,  and  I  believe  him,  poor  gentleman ! 
But  to  engage  yourself  to  an  old  woman  with- 

out money,  and  to  marry  her  merely  because 
you  have  promised  her,  this  seems  to  me  a  follie 
which  only  very  young  lads  fall  into,  and  I  fear 
Mr.  Warrington  is  one.  How,  or  for  what  con- 

sideration, I  know  not,  but  my  niece  Maria 
Esmond  hath  escainote  a  promise  from  Harry. 
He  knows  nothing  of  her  anteccdens,  which  I 
do.  She  hath  laid  herself  out  for  twenty  hus- 

bands these  twenty  years  past.  I  care  not  how 
she  hath  got  the  promise  from  him.  'Tis  a  sinn 
and  a  shame  that  a  woman  more  than  forty 
years  old  should  surprize  the  honour  of  a  child 
like  that,  and  hold  him  to  his  word.  She  is 
not  the  woman  she  pretend-s  to  be.  A  horse- 
jockey  (he  saith)  can  not  take  him  in— but  a woman ! 

I  write  this  news  to  you  advisedly,  displeasant 
as  it  must  be.  Perhaps  'twill  bring  you  to  En- 

gland :  but  I  would  be  very  cautious,  above  all, 
very  gentle,  for  the  bitt  will  instantly  make  his 
high  spirit  restive.  I  fear  the  property  is  en- 

tailed, so  that  threats  of  cutting  him  off  from it  will  not  move  Maria.  Otherwise  I  know  her 
to  be  so  mercenary  that  (though  she  really  hath 
a  great  phancy  for  this  handsome  ladd)  without 
money  she  would  not  hear  of  him.  All  I  could, 
and  more  than  I  ought,  I  have  done  to  prevent the  match.    What  and  more  I  will  not  sav  in 

writing;  but  that  I  am,  for  Henry  Esmond's 
sake,  his  grandson's  sincerest  friend,  and,  Mad- 
am,  your  faithful  sister  and  servant, Beatrix  Bakoness  de  Bernstein. 

To  Mrs.  Esmond  Warrington,  of  Castlewood,  in  Vir- 

ginia. On  the  back  of  this  letter  is  written,  in  Mad- 
am Esmond's  hand,  "  My  sister  Bernstein's  let- 
ter, received  with  Henry's  December  2i :  on 

receipt  of  which  it  was  determined  my  son 

should  instantly  go  home." 

CHAPTER  XLIL 
FORTUNATUS  NIMIUM. 

Though  Harry  Warrington  persisted  in  his 
determination  to  keep  that  dismal  promise 
which  his  cousin  had  extracted  from  liim,  wc 
trust  no  benevolent  reader  will  think  so  ill  of 
him  as  to  suppose  that  the  engagement  was  to 
the  young  fellow's  taste,  and  that  he  would  not 
be  heartily  glad  to  be  rid  of  it.  Very  likely  the 
beating  administered  to  poor  Will  was  to  this 
end  ;  and  Harry  may  have  thought,  "  A  boxing- 
match  between  us  is  sure  to  bring  on  a  quarrel 
with  the  family;  in  the  quarrel  with  the  family, 
Maria  may  take  her  brother's  side.  I,  of  course, 
will  make  no  retraction  or  apology.  Will,  in 
that  case,  may  call  me  to  account,  when  I  know 
which  is  the  better  man.  In  the  midst  of  the 
feud  the  agreement  may  come  to  an  end,  and 

I  may  be  a  free  man  once  more." So  honest  Harry  laid  his  train,  and  fired  it ; 
but,  the  explosion  over,  no  harm  was  found  to 

be  done,  except  that  William  Esmond's  nose 
was  swollen,  and  his  eye  black  for  a  week.  He 
did  not  send  a  challenge  to  his  cousin,  Harry 
Warrington  ;  and,  in  consequence,  neither  kill- 

ed Harry  nor  Avas  killed  by  him.  Will  was 
knocked  down,  and  he  got  up  again.  How 
many  men  of  sense  would  do  the  same,  could 
they  get  their  little  account  settled  in  a  private 
place,  with  nobody  to  tell  how  the  score  was 
paid  !  Maria  by  no  means  took  her  family's 
side  in  the  quarrel,  but  declared  for  her  cousin, 
as  did  my  lord,  when  advised  of  the  disturbance. 
Will  had  struck  the  first  blow.  Lord  Castlewood 

said,  by  the  Chaplain's  showing.  It  was  not the  first  or  the  tenth  time  he  had  been  found 
quarreling  in  his  cups.  Mr.  Warrington  only 
showed  a  proper  s])irit  in  resenting  the  injury,^ 
and  it  was  for  Will,  not  for  Harry,  to  ask  par- don. 

Harry  said  he  would  accept  no  apotogy  as 
long  as  his  horse  was  not  returned  or  his  bet 
paid.  This  chronicler  has  not  been  able  to  find 
out,  from  any  of  the  papers  Avhich  have  oome  un- 

der his  view,  how  that  affair  of  the  bet  was  finally 
arranged ;  but  'tis  certain  the  cousins  presently 
met  in  the  houses  of  various  friends,  and  with- 

out mauling  each  other. 
Maria's  pldcr  brother  had  been  at  first  quite 

willing  that  his  sister,  who  had  remained  un- 
married for  so  many  years,  and  on  the  train  of 

whose  robe,  in  her  long  course  over  the  path  of 
life,  so  many  briers,  so  much  mud,  so  many 
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rents  and  stains  had  naturally  gathered,  should 
marry  with  any  bridegroom  who  presented  him- 

self, and  if  with  a  gentleman  from  Virginia  so 
much  the  better.  She  would  retire  to  his  wig- 

wam in  the  forest,  and  there  be  disposed  of.  In 
the  natural  course  of  things,  Harry  would  sur- 

vive his  elderly  bride,  and  might  console  him- 
self or  not,  as  he  preferred,  after  her  departure. 

But  after  an  interview  with  Aunt  Bernstein, 
which  his  lordship  had  on  his  coming  to  Lon- 

don, he  changed  his  opinion  ;  and  even  went  so 
far  as  to  try  and  dissuade  Maria  from  the  match ; 
and  to  profess  a  pity  for  the  young  fellow  who 
was  to  be  made  to  undergo  a  life  of  misery  on 
account  of  a  silly  promise  given  at  one-and- 
twcnty  ! 

Misery,  indeed  !  Maria  was  at  a  loss  to  know 
Avhy  he  was  to  be  miserable.  Pity,  forsooth  ! 
My  lord  at  Castlewood  had  thought  it  was  no 
})ity  at  all.  Maria  knew  what  pity  meant.  Her 
brother  had  been  with  Aunt  Bernstein  :  Aunt 
Bernstein  had  offered  money  to  break  this  match 
off.  She  understood  what  my  lord  meant,  but 
Mr.  Warrington  was  a  man  of  honor,  and  she 
oculd  trust  him.  Away,  upon  this,  walks  my 
lord  to  White's,  or  to  whatever  haunts  he  fre- 
(luented.  It  is  probable  that  his  sister  had 
guessed  too  accurately  what  the  nature  of  his 
conversation  with  Madame  Bernstein  had  been. 

"And  so,"  thinks  he,  "the  end  of  my  virtue 
is  likely  to  be  that  the  Mohock  will  fall  a  prey 
to  others,  and  that  there  is  no  earthly  use  in 
my  sparing  him.  '  Quern  Deus  vult,'  what  was 
the  schoolmaster's  adage  ?  If  I  don't  have  him, 
somi^body  else  will,  that  is  clear.  My  bi-other 
has  had  a  sHce  ;  my  dear  sister  wants  to  swallow 
the  whole  of  him  bodily.  Here  have  1  been  at 
home  respecting  his  youth  and  innocence  for- 

sooth, declining  to  play  beyond  the  value  of  a 
sixpence,  and  acting  guardian  and  Mentor  to 
him.  Why,  I  am  but  a  fool  to  fatten  a  goose 
for  other  people  to  feed  off !  Not  many  a  good 
action  have  I  done  in  this  life,  and  here  is  this 
one,  that  serves  to  benefit  whom  ? — other  folks. 

Talk  of  remorse !  By  all  the  fires 
and  furies,  the  remorse  I  have  is  for 
things  I  haven't  done  and  might 
have  done !  Why  did  I  spare  Lu- 
cretia?  She  hated  me  ever  after, 
and  her  husband  went  the  way  for 
which  he  Avas  predestined.  Why 

have  I  let  this  lad  off? — that  Marcl'i and  the  rest,  who  don't  Avant  him, 
may  pluck  him!  And  I  ha\-e  a  bad 
repute  ;  and  I  am  the  man  peoi)k' 
point  at,  and  call  the  Avicked  lord, 
and  against  Avhom  women  warn 
their  sons  !  Pardi,  I  am  not  a  pen- 

ny Averse,  only  a  great  deal  more  un- 
lucky than  ray  neighbors,  and  'tis 

only  my  cursed  weakness  that  has 
been  my  greatest  enemy!"  Here manifestly,  in  setting  doAvn  a  speech 
which  a  gentleman  only  thovcjht,  a 
chronicler  OA'erdraws  his  account 
Avith  the  patient  reader,  Avho  has  a 

right  not  to  accept  this  draft  on  his  credulity. 
But  have  not  Livy,  and  Thucydides,  and  a  score 
more  of  historians,  made  speeches  for  their 
heroes,  which  we  know  the  latter  never  thought 
of  deliA^ering  ?  How  much  more  may  Ave  then, 
knowing  my  Lord  CastlcAvood's  character  so 
intimately  as  avc  do,  declare  Avhat  Avas  passing 
in  his  mind,  and  transcribe  his  thoughts  on 
this  paper  ?  What  ?  a  Avhole  pack  of  the  wolves 
are  on  the  hunt  after  this  lamb,  and  Avill  make 
a  meal  of  him  presently,  and  one  hungry  old 
hunter  is  to  stand  by,  and  not  have  a  single 
cutlet  ?  Who  has  not  admired  that  noble  speech 
of  my  Lord  Clive,  Avhen  reproached,  on  his  re- 

turn from  India,  Avith  making  rather  too  free 
Avith  jaghires,  lakhs,  gold  mohurs,  diamonds, 
pearls,  and  what  not:  "Upon  my  life,"  said 
the  hero  of  Plassy,  "Avhen  I  think  of  my  oppor- 

tunities, I  am  surprised  I  took  so  little  !" 
To  tell  disagreeable  stories  of  a  gentleman, 

until  one  is  in  a  manner  forced  to  impart  them, 
is  always  painful  to  a  feeling  mind.  Hence, 
though  I  have  knoAvn,  before  the  \-ery  first  page 
of  this  history  Avas  Avritten,  Avhat  sort  of  a  per- 

son my  Lord  Castlewood  Avas,  and  in  AA^hat  es- 
teem he  Avas  held  by  his  contemporaries,  I  have 

kept  back  much  that  Avas  unpleasant  about  liim. 
only  allowing  the  candid  reader  to  perceiA-e  that 
he  Avas  a  nobleman  Avho  ought  not  to  be  at  all 
of  our  liking.  It  is  true  that  my  Lord  March, 
and  other  gentlemen  of  Avhom  he  compiained. 
Avould  have  thought  no  more  of  betting  Avith 
Mr.  Warrington  for  his  last  shilling,  and  taking 
their  Avinnings,  than  they  Avould  scmple  to  pick 
the  bones  of  a  chicken ;  that  they  Avould  take 
any  adA^antage  of  the  game,  or  their  superior 
skill  in  it — of  the  race,  and  their  private  knoAvl- 
edge  of  the  horses  engaged.  In  so  far,  they 
folloAved  the  practice  of  all  gentlemen ;  but 
Avhen  they  played,  they  played  fair ;  and  when 
they  lost,  they  paid. 

Now  Madame  Bernstein  was  loth  to  tell  her 

Virginian  nephew  all  she  kncAv  to  his  family's 
discredit ;  she  Avas  even  touched  by  my  lord's 
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forbearance  in  regard  to  Harry  on  his  first  ar- 

rival in  Europe,  and  pleased  with  his  lordship's 
compliance  with  her  wishes  in  this  particular. 
But  in  the  conversation  which  slie  had  with  her 

nephew  Castlewood  regarding  Maria's  designs 
on  Harry,  he  had  spoken  his  mind  out  with  his 
usual  cynicism,  voted  himself  a  fool  for  having 
spared  a  lad  whom  no  sparing  would  eventually 

keep  from  ruin  ;  pointed  out  Mr.  Harry's  unde- niable extravagances  and  spendthrift  associates, 
his  nights  at  faro  and  hazard,  and  his  rides  to 
Newmarket,  and  asked  why  he  alone  should 
keep  his  hands  from  the  young  fellow  ?  In 
vain  Madame  Bernstein  pleaded  that  Harry 
was  poor.  Bah !  he  was  heir  to  a  principality 
which  ought  to  have  been  his  (Castlewood's), 
and  might  have  set  up  their  ruined  family. 
(Indeed  Madame  Bernstein  thought  Mr.  War- 

rington's Virginia  property  much  greater  than 
it  was.)  Were  there  not  money-lenders  in  the 
town  who  would  give  him  money  on  post-obits 
m  plenty?  Castlewood  knew  as  much  to  his 
cost :  he  had  applied  to  them  in  his  father's 
lifetime,  and  the  cursed  crew  had  eaten  up  two- 
thirds  of  his  miserable  income.  He  spoke  with 
such  desperate  candor  and  ill-humor  that  Ma- 

dame Bernstein  began  to  be  alarmed  for  her  fa- 
vorite, and  determined  to  caution  him  at  the 

first  opportunity. 
That  evening  she  began  to  pen  a  billet  to  Mr. 

Warrington  :  but  all  her  life  long  she  was  slow 
with  her  pen,  and  disliked  using  it.  "I  never 
knew  any  good  come  of  writing  more  than  bon 
jour  or  business,"  she  used  to  say.  "  What  is 
the  use  of  writing  ill,  when  there  are  so  many 
clever  people  who  can  do  it  well  ?  and  even 
then  it  were  best  left  alone."  So  she  sent  one 
of  her  men  to  Mr.  Harry's  lodging,  bidding  him 
come  and  drink  a  dish  of  tea  with  her  next  day, 
when  she  proposed  to  warn  him. 

But  the  next  morning  she  was  indisposed, 
and  could  not  receive  Mr.  Harry  when  he 
came ;  and  she  kept  her  chamber  for  a  couple 
of  days,  and  the  next  day  there  was  a  great  en- 

gagement ;  and  the  next  day  Mr.  Harry  was  off 
on  some  expedition  of  his  own.  In  the  whirl 
of  London  life,  what  man  sees  his  neighbor, 
what  brother  his  sister,  what  school-fellow  his 
old  friend  ?  Ever  so  many  days  passed  before 
Mr.  Warrington  and  his  aunt  had  that  confi- 

dential conversation  which  the  latter  desired. 
She  began  by  scolding  him  mildly  about  his 

extravagance  and  mad-cap  frolics  (though,  in 
truth,  she  was  charmed  with  him  for  both). 
He  replied  that  young  men  will  be  young  men, 
and  that  it  was  in  dutifully  waiting  in  attend- 

ance on  his  aunt  he  had  made  the  acquaintance 
with  whom  he  mostly  lived  at  present.  She 
then,  with  some  prelude,  began  to  warn  him 
regarding  his  cousin,  Lord  Castlewood ;  on 
which  he  broke  into  a  bitter  laugh,  and  said 
the  good-natured  world  had  told  him  plenty 
about  Lord  Castlewood  already.  "  To  say  of 
a  man  of  his  lordship's  rank,  or  of  any  gentle- 

man, 'Don't  play  with  him!'  is  more  than  I 
like  to  do,"  continued  the  lady ;  "  but—" 

"Oh,  you  may  say  on,  aunt!"  said  Harry, with  something  like  an  imprecation  on  his  lips. 
"  And  have  you  played  with  your  cousin  al- 

ready ?"  asked  the  young  man's  worldly  old monitress. 

"And  lost  and  won,  madanre !"  answers 
Harry,  gallantly,  "  It  don't  become  me  to  say Avhich.  If  we  have  a  bout  with  a  neighbor  in 
Virginia,  a  bottle,  or  a  pack  of  cards,  or  a  quar- 

rel, we  don't  go  home  and  tell  our  mothers.  I 
mean  no  offense,  aunt!"  And,  blushing,  the 
handsome  young  fellow  went  up  and  kissed  the 
old  lady.  He  looked  very  brave  and  brilliant, 
with  his  rich  lace,  his  fair  face  and  hair,  his 
fine  new  suit  of  velvet  and  gold.  On  taking 
leave  of  his  aunt  he  gave  his  usual  sumptuous 
benefactions  to  her  servants,  who  crowded  round 
him.  It  was  a  rainy,  winter  day,  and  my  gen- 

tleman, to  save  his  fine  silk  stockings,  must 
come  in  a  chair.  "  To  White's  !"  he  called 
out  to  the  chairmen,  and  away  they  carried  him 
to  the  place  where  he  passed  a  great  deal  of  his 
time. 

Our  Virginian's  friends  might  have  wished 
that  he  had  been  a  less  sedulous  frequenter  of 
that  house  of  entertainment !  but  so  much  may 
be  said  in  favor  of  Mr.  Warrington  that,  hav- 

ing engaged  in  play,  he  fought  his  battle  like  a 
hero.  He  was  not  flustered  by  good  luck,  and 
perfectly  calm  when  the  chances  went  against 
him.  If  Fortune  is  proverbially  fickle  to  men 
at  play,  how  many  men  are  fickle  to  Fortune, 
run  away  frightened  from  her  advances  ;  and 
desert  her,  w^ho  perha[)S  had  never  thought  of 
leaving  them  but  for  their  cowardice.  "By 
George,  Mr.  Warrington,"  said  Mr.  Selwyn, 
waking  up  in  a  rare  fit  of  enthusiasm,  "yon 
deserve  to  win  !  You  treat  your  luck  as  a  gen- 

tleman should,  and  as  long  as  she  remains  with 
you,  behave  to  her  with  the  most  perfect  polite- 

ness. Si  celeres  quatit  pennas — you  know  the 
rest — no  ?  Well,  you  are  not  much  the  worse 
ofi" — you  will  call  her  ladyship's  coach,  and  make 
her  a  bow  at  the  step.  Look  at  Lord  Castle- 

wood yonder,  passing  the  box.  Did  you  ever 
hear  a  fellow  curse  and  swear  so  at  losing  five 
or  six  pieces?  She  must  be  a  jade  indeed,  if 
she  long  give  her  favors  to  such  a  niggardly 

canaille  as  that !" 
"We  don't  consider  our  family  canaille.  Sir," 

says  Mr.  Warrington,  "and  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood is  one  of  them." 

"I  forgot.  I  forgot,  and  ask  your  pardon! 
And  I  make  you  my  compliment  upon  my  lord, 
and  Mr.  Will  Esmond,  his  brother, "  says  Har- 

ry's neighbor  at  the  hazard-table.  ' '  The  box 
is  with  me.  Five's  the  main !  Deuce  Ace  I 
my  usual  luck.  Virtute  wea  me  involvo and 
he  sinks  back  in  his  chair. 

Whether  it  was  upon  this  occasion  of  taking 
the  box,  that  Mr.  Harry  threw  the  fifteen  mains 
mentioned  in  one  of  those  other  letters  of  Mr. 

Walpole's,  which  have  not  come  into  his  present 
learned  editor's  hands,  I  know  not ;  but  certain 
it  is,  that  on  his  first  appearance  at  White's 
Harry  had  five  or  six  evenings  of  prodigious 
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good  luck,  and  seemed  more  than  ever  the  For- 
tunate Youth.  The  five  huiulred  pounds  with- 
drawn from  his  patrimonial  inheritance  had 

multiplied  into  thousands.  lie  hought  fine 
clothes,  purchased  fine  horses,  gave  grand  en- 

tertainments, made  handsome  presents,  lived  as 
if  he  had  been  as  rich  as  Sir  James  Lowther, 
or  his  Grace  of  Bedford,  and  yet  the  five  thou- 

sand pounds  never  seemed  to  diminish.  No 
wonder  that  he  gave  where  giving  was  so  easy  ; 
no  wonder  that  he  was  generous  with  Fortuna- 
tus's  purse  in  his  pocket.  I  say  no  wonder  that 
he  gave,  for  such  was  his  nature.  Other  For- 
tunati  tie  up  the  endless  purse,  drink  small  beer, 
and  go  to  bed  with  a  tallow  candle. 

During  this  vein  of  his  luck,  what  must  Mr. 
Harry  do  but  find  out  from  Lady  Maria  what 
her  ladyship's  debts  were,  a;nd  pay  them  off  to 
the  last  shilling.  Her  stepmother  and  half- 
sister,  who  did  not  love  her,  he  treated  to  all 
sorts  of  magnificent  presents.  "Had  you  not 
better  get  yourself  arrested,  Will?"  my  lord 
sardonically  said  to  his  brother.  "Although 
you  bit  him  in  that  affair  of  the  horse,  the  Mo- 

hock will  certainly  take  you  out  of  pawn."  It 
was  then  that  Mr.  William  felt  a  true  remorse, 
though  not  of  that  humble  kind  which  sent  the 
repentant  Prodigal  to  his  knees.  "Confound 
it,"  he  gKoaned,  "to  think  that  I  have  let  this 
fellow  slip  for  such  a  little  matter  as  forty  pound ! 
Why,  he  was  good  for  a  thousand  at  least." 

As  for  Maria,  that  generous  creature  accepted 
the  good  Fortune  sent  her  with  a  grateful  heart ; 
and  was  ready  to  accept  as  much  more  as  you 
pleased.  Having  paid  off  her  debts  to  her 
various  milliners,  tradesmen,  and  purveyors, 
she  forthwith  proceeded  to  contract  new  ones. 
Mrs.  Betty,  her  ladyship's  maid,  went  round  in- 

forming the  tradespeople  that  her  mistress  was 
about  to  contract  a  matrimonial  alliance  with  a 
young  gentleman  of  immense  fortune  ;  so  that 
they  might  give  my  lady  credit  to  any  amount. 
Having  heard  the  same  story  twice  or  thrice 
before,  the  tradesfolk  might  not  give  it  entire 
credit,  but  their  bills  were  paid  :  even  to  Mrs. 
Pincott,  of  Kensington,  my  lady  showed  no  ran- 
coi*,  and  affibly  ordered  fresh  supplies  from  her : and  when  she  drove  about  from  the  mercer  to 
the  toy-shop,  and  from  the  toy-shop  to  the  jew- 

eler, in  a  coach,  with  her  maid  and  Mr.  War- 
rington inside,  they  thought  her  a  fortunate 

woman  indeed  to  have  secured  the  Fortunate 
Youth,  though  they  might  wonder  at  the  taste 
of  this  latter  in  having  selected  so  elderly  a 
beauty.  Mr.  Sparks,  of  Tavistock  Street,  Cov- 
cnt  Garden,  took  the  liberty  of  waiting  upon 
Mr.  Warrington  at  his  lodgings  in  Bond  Street, 
with  the  pearl  necklace  and  the  gold  etwee 
which  he  had  bought  in  Lady  Maria's  company 
the  day  before  ;  and  asking  whether  he.  Sparks, 
should  leave  them  at  his  honor's  lodging,  or 
send  them  to  her  ladyship  with  his  honor's 
compliments  ?  Harry  added  a  ring  out  of  the 
stock  which  the  jeweler  happened  to  bring  with 
him,  to  the  necklace  and  the  etwee  ;  and  sumpt- 

uously bidding  that  individual  to  send  him  in 

the  bill,  took  a  ircijcsiic  Icmnc  of  Mr.  Sparks, 
who  retired,  bowing  even  to  Gumbo,  as  he  quit- 

ted his  honor's  presence. 
Nor  did  his  bounties  end  here.  Ere  many 

days  the  ])leased  young  fellow  drove  up  in  his 
phaeton  to  Mr.  S])arks's  shop,  and  took  a  couple 
of  trinkets  for  two  young  ladies,  whose  parents 
had  been  kind  to  him,  and  for  whom  he  enter- 

tained a  sincere  regard.  "Ah  !"  thought  he, 
"  how  I  wish  I  had  my  poor  George's  wit,  and 
genius  for  poetry  !  I  would  send  these  presents 
with  pretty  verses  to  Hetty  and  Theo.  I  am 
sure,  if  good-Avill  and  real  regard  could  make  a 
poet  of  me,  I  should  have  no  difficulty  in  find- 

ing rhymes."  And  so  he  called  in  Parson 
Sampson,  and  they  concocted  a  billet  together. 

CHAPTER  XLIII. 
IN  WHICH  HARRY  FLIES  HIGH. 

So  Mr.  Harry  Warrington,  of  Virginia,  had 
his  lodgings  in  Bond  Street,  London,  England, 
and  lived  upon  the  fat  of  the  land,  and  drank 
bumpers  of  the  best  wine  thereof.  His  title  of 
Fortunate  Youth  was  pretty  generally  recog- 

nized. Being  young,  wealthy,  good-looking, 
and  fortunate,  the  fashionable  world  took  him 
by  the  hand  and  made  him  welcome.  And 
don't,  my  dear  brethren,  let  us  cry  out  too  loud- 

ly against  the  selfishness  of  the  world  for  being 
kind  to  the  young,  handsome,  and  fortunate, 
and  frowning  upon  you  and  me,  who  may  be, 

for  argument's  sake,  old,  ugly,  and  the  misera- 
blest  dogs  under  the  sun.  If  I  have  a  right  to 
choose  my  acquaintance,  and — at  the  club,  let 
us  say— prefer  the  company  of  a  lively,  hand- 

some, well-dressed,  gcntleman-like  young  man. 
who  amuses  me,  to  that  of  a  slouching,  ill- 
washed,  misanthropic  H-murderer,  a  ceaseless 
prating  coxcomb,  or  what  not ;  has  not  society 
— the  aggregate  you  and  I — a  right  to  the  same 
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choice  ?  Harry  was  liked  because  he  was  like- 
able ;  because  he  was  rich,  handsome,  jovial, 

well-born,  well-bred,  brave ;  because,  with  jol- 
ly topers,  he  liked  a  jolly  song  and  a  bottle ; 

because,  with  gentlemen  sportsmen,  he  loved 

any  game  that  was  a-foot  or  a-horseback ;  be- 
cause, with  ladies,  he  had  a  modest,  blushing 

timidity,  which  rendered  the  lad  interesting; 
because,  to  those  humbler  than  himself  in  de- 

gree he  was  always  magnificently  liberal,  and 
anxious  to  spare  annoyance.  Our  Virginian 
was  very  grand,  and  high  and  mighty,  to  be 
sure  ;  but,  in  those  times,  when  the  distinction 
of  ranks  yet  obtained,  to  be  high  and  distant 
with  his  inferiors  brought  no  unpopularity  to  a 
gentleman.  Remember  that,  in  those  days,  the 
Secretary  of  State  always  knelt  when  he  went 
to  the  king  with  his  dispatches  of  a  morning ; 
and  the  Under-Secretary  never  dared  to  sit  down 
in  his  chiefs  presence.  If  I  were  Secretary  of 
State  (and  such  there  have  been  among  men 
of  letters  since  Addison's  days)  I  should  not 
lilce  to  kneel  when  I  went  in  to  my  audience 
with  my  dispatch-box.  If  I  were  Under-Sec- 

retary, I  should  not  like  to  have  to  stand  Avhile 
the  Riglit  Honorable  Benjamin  or  the  Right 
Honorable  Sir  Edward  looked  over  the  papers. 
But  there  is  a  modus  in  rebus there  are  certain 
lines  which  must  be  drawn  :  and  I  am  only  half 
pleased,  for  my  part,  when  Bob  Bowstreet, 
Avhose  connection  with  letters  is  through  Police- 

men X  and  Y,  and  Tom  Garbage,  who  is  an 
esteemed  contributor  to  the  Kennel  Miscellany^ 
propose  to  join  fellowship  as  brother  literary 
men,  slap  me  on  the  back,  and  call  me  old  boy, 
or  by  my  Christian  name. 

As  much  i)leasure  as  the  town  could  give  in  the 
winter  season  of  175G-'57,  Mr.  Warrington  had 
for  the  asking.  There  were  operas  for  him,  in 
which  he  took  but  moderate  delight.  (A  prodig- 

ious deal  of  satire  was  brought  to  bear  against 
these  Italian  operas,  and  they  were  assailed  for 
being  foolish.  Popish,  unmanly,  unmeaning; 
but  people  went,  nevertheless.)  There  were  the 
theatres,  with  Mr.  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Prichard  at 
one  house,  and  Mrs.  Clivc  at  another.  There 
were  masquerades  and  ridottos,  frequented  by 
all  the  fine  society ;  there  were  their  lordships' 
and  ladyships'  own  private  drums  and  assem- 

blies, which  began  and  ended  with  cards,  and 
which  Mr.  Warrington  did  not  like  so  well  as 
White's,  because  the  play  there  was  neither  so 
high  nor  so  fair  as  at  the  club-table. 

One  day  his  kinsman.  Lord  Castlewood,  took 
him  to  court,  and  presented  Harry  to  His  Ma- 

jesty, who  was  now  come  to  town  from  Kensing- 
ton. Bat  that  gracious  sovereign  either  did  not 

like  Harry's  introducer,  or  had  other  reasons  for 
being  sulky.  His  Majesty  only  said,  "  O  !  heard 
of  you  from  Lady  Yarmouth .  The  Earl  of  Cas- 

tlewood" (turning  to  his  lordship,  and  speaking 
in  German)  "  shall  tell  him  that  he  plays  too 
much  ?"  And  so  saying,  the  Defender  of  the 
Faith  turned  his  royal  back. 

Lord  Castlewood  shrank  back  quite  fright- 
ened at  this  cold  reception  of  his  august  master. 

"What  does  he  say?"  asked  Harry. 
"His  Majesty  thinks  they  play  too  high  at 

White's,  and  is  displeased,"  whispered  the  no- bleman. 
"If  he  does  not  want  us,  we  had  better  not 

come  again,  that  is  all,"  said  Harry,  simply. 
"  I  never,  somehow,  considered  that  German 
fellow  a  real  king  of  England." 

"Hush!  for  Heaven's  sake,  hold  your  con- 
founded colonial  tongue!"  cries  out  my  lord. 

"Don't  you  see  the  walls  here  have  ears?" 
"And  what  then?"  asks  Mr.  Warrington. 

"Why,  look  at  the  people!  Hang  me  if  it  is 
not  quite  a  curiosity !  They  were  all  shaking 
hands  with  me,  and  bowing  to  me,  and  flatter- 

ing me,  just  now  ;  and  at  present  they  avoid  me 
as  if  I  were  the  plague  !" 

"  Shake  hands,  nephew,"  said  a  broad-faced, 
broad-shouldered  gentleman  in  a  scarlet-laced 
waistcoat,  and  a  great  old-fashioned  wig.  "I 
heard  what  you  said.  I  have  ears  like  the  wall, 
look  you.  And,  now,  if  other  people  show  you 
the  cold  shoulder,  I'll  give  you  my  hand  ;"  and, 
so  saying,  the  gentleman  put  out  a  great  brown 
hand,  with  which  he  grasped  Harry's.  "  Some- 

thing of  my  brother  about  your  eyes  and  face. 
Though,  I  suppose,  in  your  island  you  grov/ 
more  wiry  and  thin  like.  I  am  thine  uncle, 
child.  My  name  is  Sir  Miles  Warrington.  My 
lord  knows  me  well  enough." 

My  lord  looked  very  frightened  and  yellow. 
"Yes,  my  dear  Harry.  This  is  your  paternal 
uncle,  Sir  Miles  Warrington." 

"  Might  as  Avell  have  come  to  see  us  in  Nor- 
folk, as  dangle  about  playing  the  fool  at  Tun- 

bridge  Wells,  Mr.  Warrington,  or  Mr.  Esmond, 
which  do  you  call  yourself?"  said  the  Baronet. 
"The  old  lady  calls  herself  Madam  Esmond, 
don't  she  ?" 

"My  mother  is  not  ashamed  of  her  father's 
name,  nor  am  I,  uncle,"  said  Mr.  Harry,  rather 
proudly. 

"  Well  said,  lad !  Come  home  and  eat  a  bit 
of  mutton  with  Lady  Warrington,  at  three,  in 
Hill  Street — that  is,  if  you  can  do  without  your 
White's  kickshaws.  You  need  not  look  fright- 

ened, my  Lord  Castlewood !  I  shall  tell  no 
tales  out  of  school." 

"  I — I  am  sure  Sir  Miles  Warrington  will  act 
as  a  gentleman  I"  says  my  lord,  in  much  per- turbation. 

"Belike,  ho  will,"  gro^vled  the  Baronet 
turning  on  his  heel.  "And  thou  wilt  come, 
young  man,  at  three ;  and  mind,  good  roast 
mutton  waits  for  nobody.  Thou  hast  a  great 
look  of  thy  father.  Lord  bless  us,  how  we  used 
to  beat  each  other  !  He  Avas  smaller  than  me, 
and  in  course  younger;  but  many  a  time  he 
had  the  best  of  it.  Take  it  he  was  henpecked, 
when  he  married,  and  Madam  Esmond  took  the 
spirit  out  of  him  when  she  got  him  in  her  island. 
Virginia  is  an  island.    Ain't  it  an  island  ?" 

Harry  laughed,  and  said  "No!"  And  the 
jolly  Baronet,  going  off,  said,  "Well,  island  or 
not,  thou  must  come  and  tell  all  about  it  to  my 

lady.  She' II  know  whether  'tis  an  island  or  not." 
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"My  dear  Mr.  Warrinjrton,"  said  my  lord, 
with  ail  appealing  look,  "I  need  not  tell  you 
that,  in  this  great  city,  every  man  has  enemies, 
and  that  there  is  a  great,  great  deal  of  detrac- 

tion and  scandal.  I  never  spoke  to  you  about 
Sir  Miles  Warrington,  precisely  because  I  did 
know  him,  and  because  we  liave  had  differences 
togetiier.  Should  he  permit  himself  remarks  to 
my  disparagement,  you  will  receive  them  cinn 
cjrano^  and  remember  that  it  is  from  an  enemy 
they  come."  And  the  pair  Avalked  out  of  the 
King's  apartments  and  into  Saint  James's  Street. 
Harry  found  the  news  of  his  cold  reception  at 
court  had  already  ])receded  him  to  White's.  The 
King  had  turned  his  back  upon  him.  The  King 
was  jealous  of  Harry's  favor  with  the  favorite. 
Harry  was  an  viieux  with  Lady  Yarmouth.  A 
score  of  gentlemen  wished  him  a  compliment 
upon  his  conquest.  Before  night  it  was  a  settled 
matter  that  this  was  among  the  other  victories 
of  the  Fortunate  Youth. 

Sir  Miles  told  his  wife  and  Harry  as  much, 
when  the  young  man  appeared  at  the  appointed 
hour  at  the  Baronet's  dinner-table,  and  he  rallied 
Harry  in  his  simple  rustic  fashion.  The  lady,  at 
first,  a  grand  and  stately  personage,  told  Harry, 
on  their  further  acquaintance,  that  the  reputation 
which  the  world  had  made  for  him  was  so  bad, 
that  at  first  she  had  given  him  but  a  frigid  wel- 

come. With  the  young  ladies.  Sir  Miles's  daugh- 
ters, it  was,  "How  d'ye  do,  cousin  ?"  and  "No, 

thank  you,  cousin,"  and  a  number  of  prim  courte- 
sies to  the  Virginian,  as  they  greeted  him  and 

took  leave  of  him.  The  little  boy,  the  heir  of 
the  house,  dined  at  table  under  the  care  of  his 
governor;  and,  having  his  glass  of  port  by  papa 
after  dinner,  gave  a  loose  to  his  innocent  tongue, 
and  asked  many  questions  of  his  cousin.  At 
last  the  innocent  youth  said,  after  looking  hard 
in  Harry's  face,  "Are  you  wicked,  cousin  Har- 

ry ?    You  don't  look  very  wicked  !" 
"My  dear  Master  Miles!"  expostulates  the 

tutor,  turning  very  red. 
"But  you  know  you  said  he  was  wicked!" cried  the  child, 

"We  are  all  miserable  sinners,  Miley,"  ex- 
plains papa.  "  Haven't  you  heard  the  clergy- 

man say  so  every  Sunday?" 
"Yes,  but  not  so  very  wicked  as  cousin  Har- 

ry. Is  it  true  that  you  gamble,  cousin,  and 
drink  all  night  with  wicked  men,  and  frequent 
the  company  of  Avicked  women  ?  You  know 
you  said  so,  Mr.  Walker — and  mamma  said  so 
too,  that  Lady  Yarmouth  was  a  wicked  wo- 

man." 
."And  you  are  a  little  pitcher,"  cries  papa'; 

"  and  my  wife,  nephew  Harry,  is  a  stanch  Jac- 
obite— you  won't  like  her  the  worse  for  that. 

Take  Miles  to  his  sisters,  Mr.  Walker,  and 
Topsham  shall  give  thee  a  ride  in  the  park, 
ohild,  on  thy  little  horse."  The  idea  of  the 
little  horse  consoled  Master  Miles ;  for  when  his 
father  ordered  him  away  to  his  sisters,  he  had 
begun  to  cry  bitterly,  bawling  out  "that  he 
would  far  rather  stay  with  his  wicked  cousin." 

"They  have  made  you  a  sad  reputation 

among  'em,  nephew !"  says  tije  jolly  Baronet. 
"My  wife,  you  must  know,  of  late  years,  and 
since  the  death  of  my  poor  eldest  son,  has  taken 
to — to,  hum  ! — to  Tottenham  Court  Iload  and 
Mr.  Whitfield's  preaching:  and  we  have  had 
one  Ward  about  the  house,  a  friend  of  Mr. 

Walker's  yonder,  who  has  recounted  sad  stories 
about  you  and  your  brother  at  home." 

"About  me.  Sir  Miles,  as  much  as  he  pleases," 
cries  Harry,  warm  with  port:  "but  I'll  break 
any  man's  bones  who  dares  say  a  word  against 
my  brother!  Why,  Sir,  that  fellow  was  not  fit 
to  buckle  my  dear  George's  shoe  ;  and  if  I  find 
him  repeating  at  home  what  ke  dared  to  say  in 
our  house  in  Virginia,  I  promise  him  a  second 

caning." "You  seem  to  stand  up  for  your  friends, 
nephew  Harry,"  says  the  Baronet.  "Fill  thy 
glass,  lad.  Thou  art  not  as  bad  as  thou  hast 
been  painted.  I  always  told  my  lady  so.  1 
drink  Madam  Esmond  Warrington's  health,  of 
Virginia,  and  will  have  a  full  bumper  for  tha£ 

toast." 

Harry,  as  in  duty  bound,  emptied  his  glass, 
filled  again,  and  drank  Lady  Warrington  and 
Master  Miles. 

"Thou  wouldst  be  heir  to  four  thousand 
acres  in  Norfolk,  did  he  die,  though,"  said  the Baronet. 

"  God  forbid.  Sir,  and  be  praised  that  I  have 
acres  enough  in  Virginia  of  my  own !"  says  Mr. 
Warrington.  He  went  up  presently  and  took  a 
dish  of  coffee  with  Lady  Warrington  :  he  talked 
to  the  young  ladies  of  the  house.  He  Avas  quite 
easy,  pleasant,  and  natural.  There  was  one 
of  them  somewhat  like  Fanny  Mountain,  and 
this  young  lady  became  his  special  fjivorite. 
When  he  went  away,  they  all  agreed  their 
wicked  cousin  was  not  near  so  wicked  as  they 
had  imagined  hira  to  be :  at  any  rate,  my  ladr 
had  strong  hopes  of  rescuing  him  from  the  pit. 
She  sent  him  a  good  book  that  evening,  whik- 
Mr.  Harry  was  at  White's ;  with  a  pretty  note. 
l)raying  that  "Law's  Call"  might  be  of  service 
to  him :  and,  this  dispatched,  she  and  her 

daughters  went  off"  to  a  rout  at  the  house  of  a 
minister's  lady.  But  Harry,  before  he  went  to 
White's,  had  driven  to  his  friend  Mr.  Sparks. 
in  Tavistock  Street,  and  purchased  more  trinkets 
for  his  female  cousins — "from  their  aunt  in 
Virginia,"  he  said.  You  see,  he  was  full  of 
kindness:  he  kindled  and  warmed  with  pros- 
peritv.  There  are  men  on  whom  wealth  hath 
no  such  fortunate  influence.  It  hardens  base 
hearts  :  it  makes  those  who  were  mean  and 
servile,  mean  and  proud.  If  it  should  please 
the  gods  to  try  me  with  ten  thousand  a  year,  1 
will,  of  course,  meekly  submit  myself  to  their 
decrees,  but  I  will  pray  them  to  give  me  strength 
enough  to  bear  the  trial.  All  the  girls  in  Ilili 
Street  Avcre  delighted  at  getting  the  prcsents 
from  Aunt  Warrington  in  Virginia,  and  ad- 

dressed a  collective  note,  Avhich  must  have  as- 
tonished that  good  lady  when  she  received  it  in 

spring  time,  when  she  and  Mountain  and  Fanny 
were  on  a  visit  to  grim,  deserted  Castlewood, 
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when  the  snows  had  cleared  away,  and  a  thou- 

sand peach-trees  flushed  with  blossoms.  "  Poor 
boy  ! "  the  mother  thought.  ' '  This  is  some  pres- 

ent he  gave  his  cousins  in  my  name,  in  the 
time  of  his  prosperity— nay,  of  his  extravagance 
and  folly.  How  quickly  his  wealth  has  passed 
away!  But  he  ever  had  a  kind  heart  for  the 
poor,  Mountain,  and  we  must  not  forget  him 
in  his  need.  It  behooves  us  to  be  more  than 
ever  careful  of  our  own  expenses,  my  good  peo- 

ple !"  And  so  I  dare  say  they  warmed  them- 
selves by  one  log,  and  ate  of  one  dish,  and 

worked  by  one  candle.  And  the  widow's  serv- 
ants, whom  the  gQod  soul  began  to  pinch  more 

and  more,  I  fear,  lied,  stole,  and  cheated  more 
and  more  ;  and  what  was  saved  in  one  way  was 
stole  in  another. 

One  afternoon  Mr.  Harry  sate  in  his  Bond 
Street  lodgings,  arrayed  in  his  dressing-gown, 
sipping  his  chocolate,  surrounded  by  luxury, 
incased  in  satin,  and  yet  enveloped  in  care. 
A  few  weeks  previously,  when  the  luck  was 
with  him,  and  he  was  scattering  his  benefac- 

tions to  and  fro,  he  had  royally  told  Parson 
Sampson  to  get  together  a  list  of  his  debts, 
which  he,  Mr.  Warrington,  would  pay.  Ac- 

cordingly, Sampson  had  gone  to  work,  and  had 
got  together  a  list,  not  of  all  his  debts — no  man 
ever  does  set  down  all — but  such  a  catalogue  as 
he  thought  sufficient  to  bring  in  to  Mr.  War- 

rington, at  whose  breakfast-table  the  divine  had 
humbly  waited  until  his  Honor  should  choose  to 
attend  it. 

Harry  appeared  at  length,  very  pale  and  lan- 
guid, in  curl-papers,  had  scarce  any  appetite 

for  his  breakfast ;  and  the  Chaplain,  fumbling 
with  his  schedule  in  his  pocket,  humbly  asked 
if  his  patron  had  had  a  bad  night  ?  Yes,  his 
Honor  had  had  a  very  bad  night.  He  had 
been  brought  home  from  White's  by  two  chair- 

men at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  had  caught 
a  confounded  cold,  for  one  of  the  windows  of 
the  chair  would  not  shut,  and  the  rain  and  snow 
came  in ;  finally,  was  in  such  a  bad  humor, 
that  all  poor  Sampson's  quirks  and  jokes  could 
scarcely  extort  a  smile  from  him. 

At  last,  to  be  sure,  Mr.  Warrington  burst 
into  a  loud  laugh.  It  was  when  the  poor  Chap- 

lain, after  a  sufficient  discussion  of  muffins, 
eggs,  tea,  the  news,  the  theatres,  and  so  forth, 
pulled  a  paper  out  of  his  pocket,  and  in  a  piteous 
tone  said,  "  Here  is  that  schedule  of  debts  which 
your  Honor  asked  for — two  hundred  and  forty- 
three  pounds — every  shilling  I  owe  in  the  Avorld, 
thank  Heaven  ! — that  is — ahem ! — every  shilling 
of  which  the  payment  will  in  the  least  inconven- 

ience me — and  I  need  not  tell  my  dearest  pa- 
tron that  I  shall  consider  him  my  saviour  and 

benefactor  I" 
It  was  then  that  Harry,  taking  the  paper  and 

eying  the  Chaplain  with  rather  a  wicked  look, 
burst  into  a  laugh,  which  was,  however,  any 
thing  but  jovial.  Wicked  execrations,  more- 

over, accompanied  this  outbreak  of  humor,  and 
the  luckless  Chaplain  felt  that  his  petition  had 
come  at  the  wrong  moment. 

"Confound  it,  why  didn't  you  bring  it  on 
Monday?"  Harry  asked. 

"Confound  me,  why  did  I  not  bring  it  on 
Monday?"  echoed  the  Chaplain's  timid  soul. 
"It  is  my  luck — my  usual  luck.  Have  the 
cards  been  against  you,  Mr,  Warrington?" 

"Yes:  a  plague  on  them.  Monday  night, 
and  last  night,  have  both  gone  against  me. 
Don't  be  frightened.  Chaplain,  there's  money 
enough  in  the  locker  yet.  But  I  must  go  into 

the  City  and  get  some." 
"What,  sell  out,  Sir?"  asks  his  Reverence, 

with  a  voice  that  was  reassured,  though  it  in- 
tended to  be  alarmed. 

"Sell  out.  Sir?  Yes!  I  borrowed  a  hun- 
dred of  Mackreth  in  counters  last  night,  and 

must  pay  him  at  dinner  time.  I  will  do  your 
business  for  you  nevertheless,  and  never  fear, 
my  good  Mr.  Sampson.  Come  to  breakfast  to- 

morrow, and  we  will  see  and  deliver  your  Rev- 
erence from  the  Philistines."  But  though  he 

laughed  in  Sampson's  presence,  and  strove  to 
put  a  good  face  upon  the  matter,  Harry's  head 
sank  down  on  his  chest  when  the  parson  quit- 

ted him,  and  he  sate  over  the  fire,  beating  the 
coals  about  with  the  poker,  and  giving  utter- 

ance to  many  naughty  disjointed  words,  which 
showed,  but  did  not  relieve,  the  agitation  of  his 

spirit. In  this  mood  the  yoi!fng  fellow  was  interrupt- 
ed by  the  appearance  of  a  friend,  who  on  any 

other  day — even  on  that  one  when  his  con- 
science was  so  uneasy — was  welcome  to  Mr. 

Warrington.  This  was  no  other  than  Mr,  Lam- 
bert, in  his  military  dress,  but  with  a  cloab  over 

him,  who  had  come  from  the  country,  had  been 
to  the  Captain-General's  levee  that  morning, 
and  had  come  thence  to  visit  his  young  friend 
in  Bond  Street. 

Harry  may  have  thought  Lambert's  greeting rather  cold ;  but  being  occupied  with  his  own 
afiairs,  he  put  away  that  notion.  How  were 
the  ladies  of  Oakhurst,  and  Miss  Hetty,  who 
was  ailing  when  he  passed  through  in  the  au- 

tumn? Purely?  Mr.  Warrington  was  very 
glad.  They  were  come  to  stay  a  while  in  Lon- don with  their  friend  Lord  Wrotham  ?  Mr. 

Harry  was  delighted — though  it  must  be  con- 
fessed his  face  did  not  exhibit  any  peculiar 

signs  of  pleasure  when  he  heard  the  news. 
"And  so  you  live  at  White's,  and  with  the 

great  folks;  and  you  fare  sumptuously  every 

day,  and  you  pay  your  court  at  St.  James's, 
and  make  one  at  my  Lady  Yarmouth's  routs, 
and  at  all  the  card-parties  in  the  court  end  of 
the  town  ?"  asks  the  Colonel. 

"My  dear  Colonel,  I  do  what  other  folk? 
do,"  says  Harry,  with,  radier  a  high  manner, 

"  Other  folks  are  richer  folks  than  some  folks, 

my  dear  lad."  " 
"Sir!"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  "I  would  thank 

you  to  believe  that  I  owe  nothing  for  which  I 
can  not  pay !" 

"  I  should  never  have  spoken  about  your  af- 
fairs," said  the  other,  not  noticing  the  young 

man's  haughty  tone,  "but  that  you  yourself 
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confided  them  to  nic.  I  liear  all  sorts  of  sto- 
ries about  the  Fortunate  Youth.  Only  at  his 

Royal  Ilighness's  even  to-day,  they  were  saying 
how  rich  you  were  already,  and  I  did  not  un- 

deceive them — " 
"Colonel  Lambert,  I  can't  help  the  Avorld 

gossiping  about  me!"  cries  Mr.  Warrington, 
more  and  more  impatient. 

" — And  what  prodigious  sums  you  had  won. 
Eighteen  hundred  one  night— two  thousand  an- 

other—six  or  eight  tliousand  in  all !  Oh!  there 

were  gentlemen  from  White's  at  the  levee  too, 
I  can  assure  you,  and  the  array  can  fling  a  main 
as  well  as  you  civilians!" 

"I  wish  they  would  meddle  with  their  own 
affairs,"  says  Harry,  scowling  at  his  old  friend. 

"And  I,  too,  you  look  as  if  you  were  going 
to  say.  Well,  my  boy,  it  is  my  affair,  and  you 
must  let  Theo's  father,  and  Hetty's  father,  and 
Harry  Warrington's  father's  old  friend  say  how 
it  is  my  affair."  Here  the  Colonel  drew  a  pack- 

et out  of  his  pocket,  whereof  the  lappets  and  the 
coat-tails  and  the  general  pocket  accommoda- 

tions were  much  more  ample  than  in  the  scant 

military  garments  of  present  warriors.  ' '  Look 
you,  Harry.  These  trinkets  which  you  sent 
with  the  kindest  heart  in  the  world  to  people 
who  love  you,  and  would  cut  off  their  little 
hands  to  spare  you  needless  pain,  could  never 
be  bought  by  a  young  fellow  with  two  or  three 
hundred  a  year.  Why,  a  nobleman  might  buy 
these  things,  or  a  rich  City  banker,  and  send 
them  to  his — to  his  daughters,  let  us  say." 

"  Sir,  as  you  say,  I  meant  only  kindness," 
says  Harry,  blushing  burning-red. 

"But  you  must  not  give  them  to  my  girls, 
my  boy.  Hester  and  Theodosia  Lambert  must 
not  be  dressed  up  with  the  winnings  off  the 
gaming-table,  saving  your  presence.  It  goes 
to  my  heart  to  bring  back  the  trinkets.  Mrs. 
Lambert  will  keep  her  present,  which  is  of 
small  value,  and  sends  you  her  love  and  a  God 
bless  you — and  so  say  I,  Harry  Warrington, 
with  all  my  heart."  Here  the  good  Colonel's 
voice  was  much  moved,  and  his  fiice  grew  very 
red,  and  he  passed  his  hand  over  his  eyes  ere 
he  held  it  out. 

But  the  spirit  of  rebellion  was  strong  in  Mr. 
Warrington,  He  rose  up  from  his  seat,  never 
offering  to  take  the  hand  which  his  senior  held 
out  to  him.  "Give  me  leave  to  tell  Colonel 
Lambert,"  he  said,  "that  I  have  had  somewhat 
too  much  advice  from  him.  You  are  forever 

volunteering  it.  Sir,  and  Avhen  I  don't  ask  it. 
You  make  it  your  business  to  inquire  about  my 
gains  at  play,  and  about  the  company  I  keep. 
What  right  have  you  to  control  my  amusements 
or  my  companions  ?  I  strive  to  show  my  sense 
of  your  former  kindness  by  little  presents  to  your 
family,  and  you  fling — you  bring  them  back." 

"  I  can't  do  otherwise,  Mr.  Warrington,"  says 
the  Colonel,  with  a  very  sad  face. 

"  Such  a  slight  may  mean  nothing  here.  Sir, 
but  in  our  country  it  means  war.  Sir !"  cries  Mr. 
Warrington.  "God  forbid  I  should  talk  of 
drawing  a  swoid  against  the  father  of  ladies 

who  have  been  as  mother  and  sister  to  mc  ;  but 
you  have  wounded  my  heart,  Colonel  Lambert 
— you  have,  I  won't  say  insulted,  but  humilia- 

ted me,  and  this  is  a  treatment  I  will  bear  from 
no  man  alive  !  My  servants  will  attend  you  to 
the  door,  Sir!"  Saying  wliich,  and  rustling  in 
his  brocade  dressing-gown,  Mr.  Warrington, 

with  much  state,  walked  oft"  to  his  bedroom. 

CHAl^TEK  XLIV. 

COXTAINS  WHAT  MIGHT,   rEKHAI'S,   HAVE  BEEN EXPECTED. 

On  the  rejection  of  his  peace-offerings  our 
warlike  young  American  chief  chose  to  be  in 
great  wrath,  not  only  against  Colonel  Lambert, 
but  the  whole  of  that  gentleman's  family.  "He 
has  humiliated  mc  before  the  girls!"  thought 
the  young  man.  "He  and  Mr.  W^olfe,  who 
were  forever  preaching  morality  to  me,  and  giv- 

ing themselves  airs  of  superiority  and  protection, 
have  again  been  holding  me  up  to  the  family  as 
a  scapegrace  and  prodigal.  They  are  so  virtu- 

ous that  they  Avon't  shake  me  by  the  hand,  for- 
sooth ;  and  when  I  want  to  show  them  a  little 

common  gratitude,  they  fling  my  presents  in  my 

face !" 

"Why,  Sir,  the  things  must  be  worth  a  little 
fortune  !"  says  Parson  Sampson,  casting  ini  eye 
of  covetousness  on  the  two  morocco  boxes,  in 
which,  on  their  white  satin  cushions,  reposed 
Mr.  Sparks's  golden  gewgaws. 

"They  cost  some  money,  Sampson,"  says 
the  young  man.  "Not  that  I  would  grudge 
ten  times  the  amount  to  people  who  have  been 

kind  to  me." 
"No,  faith,  Sir,  not  if  7  know  your  honor!" 

interjects  Sampson,  who  never  lost  a  chance  of 
praising  his  young  patron  to  his  face, 

"The  repeater,  they  told  me,  was  a  great 
bargain,  and  worth  a  hundred  pounds  at  Paris. 
Little  Miss  Hetty  I  remember  saying  that  she 

longed  to  have  a  repeating  watch." 
"  Oh,  what  a  love!"  cries  the  Chaplain,  "with 

a  little  circle  of  pearls  on  the  back,  and  a  dia- 
mond knob  for  the  handle  !  Why,  'twould  win 

any  woman's  heart.  Sir!" 
"There  passes  an  apple-woman  with  a  bask- 
et, I  have  a  mind  to  fling  the  thing  out  to  her!" cries  Mr.  Warrington,  fiercely. 
When  Harry  went  out  upon  business,  which 

took  him  to  the  city  and  the  Tem])le,  his  para- 
site did  not  follow  him  very  far  into  the  Strand; 

but  turned  away,  owning  that  he  had  a  teiror 
of  Chancery  Lane,  ita  inhabitants,  and  precincts. 
Mr.  Warrington  went  then  to  his  broker,  and 
they  walked  to  the  Bank  together,  where  they 
did  some  little  business,  at  the  end  of  which, 
and  after  the  signing  of  a  trifling  signature  or 
two,  Harry  departed  with  a  certain  number  of 
crisp  bank-notes  in  his  pocket.  The  broker 
took  Mr.  Warrington  to  one  of  the  great  dining- 
houses  for  which  the  city  was  famous  then  as 
now ;  and  afterward  showed  Mr.  Warrington 
the  Virginia  walk  upon  'Change,  through  which 
Harry  passed  rather  shamefacedly.  What  would 
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a  certain  lady  in  Virginia  say,  he  thought,  if  she 
knew  that  he  was  carrying  off  in  that  bottomless 

gambler's  pocket  a  great  portion  of  his  father's 
patrimony  ?  Those  are  all  Virginia  merchants, 
thinks  he,  and  they  are  all  talking  to  one  an- 
otlier  about  me,  and  all  saying,  "That  is  young 
Esmond,  of  Castlewood,  on  the  Potomac,  Mad- 

am Esmond's  son ;  and  he  has  been  losing  his 
money  at  play,  and  he  has  been  selling  out  so 
much,  and  so  much,  and  so  much." 

His  spirits  did  not  rise  until  he  had  passed 
under  the  traitors'  heads  of  Temple  Bar,  and 
was  fairly  out  of  the  city.  From  the  Strand 
Mr.  Harry  walked  home,  looking  in  at  St. 
James's  Street  by  the  way ;  but  there  was  no- 

body there  as  yet,  the  company  not  coming  to 
the  chocolate-house  till  a  later  hour. 

Arrived  at  home,  Mr.  Harry  pulls  out  his 
bundle  of  bank-notes  ;  puts  three  of  them  into 
a  sheet  of  pa])er,  wdiich  he  seals  carefully,  hav- 

ing previously  written  within  the  sheet  the 
words,  "  Much  good  may  they  do  you,  H.  E. 
W.,"  and  this  packet  he  directs  to  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Sampson — leaving  it  on  the  chimney  glass, 
with  directions  to  his  servants  to  give  it  to  that 
divine  when  he  should  come  in. 

And  now  his  honor's  phaeton  is  brought  to 
the  door,  and  he  steps  in,  thinking  to  drive 
round  the  park ;  but  the  rain  coming  on,  or  the 
cast  wind  blowing,  or  some  other  reason  aris- 

ing, his  honor  turns  his  horse's  head  down  St. 
James's  Street,  and  is  back  at  White's  at  about 
three  o'clock.  Scarce  any  body  has  come  in yet.  It  is  the  hour  when  folks  are  at  dinner. 
There,  however,  is  my  cousin  Castlewood,  loung- 

ing over  the  Public  Adrertisc/\  having  just  come 
off  from  his  duty  at  Court  hard  by. 

Lord  Castlewood  is  yawning  over  the  Public 
Advertiser.  What  shall  they  do  ?  Shall  they 
have  a  little  picquet  ?    Harry  has  no  ol^ection 

to  a  little  picquet.  "Just  for  an 
hour,"  says  Lord  Castlewood. 
"I  dine  at  Arlington  Street  at 
four."  "Just  for  an  hour,"  says 
Mr.  Warrington ;  and  they  call 
for  cards. 

"  Or  shall  we  have  'em  in  up 
stairs?"  says  my  lord.  "Out 
of  the  noise  ?"  "  Certainly  out 
of  the  noise,"  says  Plarry. 

At  five  o'clock  half  a  dozen  of 
gentlemen  have  come  in  after 
tlieir  diatier,  and  are  at  cards,  or 
coffee,  or  talk.  The  folks  from 
the  ordinary  have  not  left  the 
table  yet.  There  the  gentle- 

men of  White's  will  often  sit  till 
past  midnight. 

One  tooth-pick  points  over 
the  coffee-house  blinds  into  the 

street.  "  Whose  phaeton?"  asks 
Tooth-pick  1  of  Tooth-])ick  2. 

"  The  Fortunate  Youth's. "  says No.  2. 
"Not  so  fortunate  the  last 

three  nights.  Luck  confound- edly against  him.  Lost,  last  night,  thirteen 
hundred  to  the  table.  Mr.  Warrington  been 
here  to-day,  John  ?" 

"Mr.  Warrington  is  in  the  house  now.  Sir. 
In  the  little  tea-room  with  Lord  Castlewood 
since  three  o'clock.  They  are  playing  at  pic- 

quet," says  John. 
*'  What  fun  for  Castlewood,"  says  No.  1,  Avitli a  shrug. 

The  second  gentleman  growls  out  an  execra- 
tion. "  Curse  the  fellow  !"  he  says.  "  He  has 

no  right  to  be  in  this  club  at  all.  He  doesn't 
pay  if  he  loses.  Gentlemen  ought  not  to  play 
with  him.  Sir  Miles  Warrington  told  me  at 
court  the  other  day  that  Castlewood  has  owed 
him  money  on  a  bet  these  three  years." 

"Castlewood,"  says  No.  1,  "don't  lose  if  he 
plays  alone.  A  large  company  flurries  him, 
you  see — that's  why  he  doesn't  come  to  the  ta- 

ble." And  the  facetious  gentleman  grins,  and 
shows  all  his  teeth,  polished  perfectly  clean. 

"Let's  go  up  and  stop  'em,"  growls  No.  2. 
"Why?"  asks  the  other.  "Much  better 

look  out  a  v/indow.  Lamplighter  going  up  the 
ladder — famous  sport.  Look  at  that  old  putt  in 
the  cliair  ;  did  you  ever  see  such  an  old  quiz  ?" 

' '  Who  is  that  just  gone  out  of  the  house  ? 
As  I  live,  it's  Eortunatus  !  He  seems  to  have 
forgotten  that  his  phaeton  has  been  here,  wait- 

ing all  the  time.  I  bet  you  two  to  one  he  has 
been  losing  to  Castlewood." 

"Jack,  do  you  take  me  to  be  a  fool?"  asks 
the  one  gentleman  of  the  other.  "Pretty  pair 
of  horses  the  youth  has  got.  How  he  is  flog- 

ging 'em  !"  And  they  see  Mr.  Warrington  gal- 
loping up  the  street,  and  scared  coachmen  an(i 

chairmen  clearing  before  him ;  presently  my 
Lord  Castlewood  is  seen  to  enter  a  chair,  and 
go  his  way. 

Harry  drives  np  to  his  own  door.     It  was 



THE  VIRGINIANS. 

C83 

but  a  few  yards,  and  those  poor  horses  have 
been  beating'  the  pavement  all  this  while  in  the 
rain.  Mr.  Gumbo  is  engaged  at  the  door  in 
conversation  with  a  countryficd-looking  lass, 
who  trips  off  Avith  a  courtesy.  Mr.  Gumbo  is 
always  enp^aged  with  some  pretty  maid  or  other. 

"Gumbo,  has  Mr.  Samjjson  been  here?" 
asks  Gumbo's  master  from  his  driving-seat. 

"No,  Sar.  Mr.  Sampson  have  not  been 
here!"  answers  Mr.  Warrington's  gentleman. 
Harry  bids  him  to  go  up  stairs  and  bring  down 
a  letter  addressed  to  Mr.  Sampson. 

"Addressed  to  Mr.  Sampson?  O  yes,  Sir," 
says  Mr.  Gumbo,  who  can't  read. 
"A  sealed  letter,  stupid!  on  the  mantle- 

piece,  in  the  glass  ! "  says  Harry  ;  and  Gumbo 
leisurely  retires  to  fetch  that  document.  As 
soon  as  Harry  has  it,  he  turns  his  horses'  heads 
toward  St.  James's  Street,  and  the  two  gentle- 

men, still  yawning  out  of  the  window  at  White's, behold  the  Fortunate  Youth  in  an  instant  back 
again. 

As  thej  passed  out  of  the  little  tea-room 
where  he  and  Lord  Castlewood  had  had  their 
picquet  together,  Mr.  Warrington  had  seen  that 
several  gentlemen  had  entered  the  play-room, 
and  that  there  was  a  bank  there.  Some  were 
already  steadily  at  work,  and.  had  their  gaming 
jackets  on:  they  kept  such  coats  at  the  club, 
which  they  put  on  when  they  had  a  mind  to  sit 
down  to  a  regular  night's  play. 

Mr.  Warrington  goes  to  the  clerk's  desk,  pays 
his  account  of  the  previous  night,  and,  sitting 
down  at  the  table,  calls  for  fresh  counters. 
This  has  been  decidedly  an  unlucky  week  with 
the  Fortunate  Youth,  and  to-night  is  no  more 
fortunate  than  previous  nights  have  been.  He 
calls  for  more  counters,  and  more  presenfly. 
He  is  a  little  pale  and  silent,  though  very  easy 
and  polite  when  talked  to.   But  he  can  not  win. 

At  last  he  gets  up.  "Hang  it!  stay  and 
mend  your  luck!"  says  Lord  March,  who  is  sit- 

ting by  his  side  Avith  a  heap  of  couttters  before 
him,  green  and  white.  "Take  a  hundred  of 
mine,  and  go  on !" 

"I  have  had  enough  for  to-night,  my  lord," 
says  HaiTv,  and  rises  and  goes  away,  and  eats 
a  broiled  bone  in  the  coffee-room,  and  walks 
back  to  his  lodgings  some  time  about  midnight. 
A  man  after  a  great  catastrophe  commonly 
sleeps  pretty  well.  It  is  the  waking  in  the  morn- 

ing which  is  sometimes  queer  and  unpleasant. 
Last  night  you  proposed  to  Miss  Brown  :  you 
quarreled  over  your  cups  with  Captain  Jones, 
and  valorously  pulled  his  nose  :  you  played  at 
cards  with  Colonel  Roljinson,  and  gave  him,  O 
how  many  I  O  U's !  These  thoughts,  with  a 
tine  headache,  assail  you  in  the  morning  watch- 

es. What  a  dreary,  dreary  gulf  betAveen  to-day 
and  yesterday !  It  seems  as  if  you  are  years 
older.  Can't  you  leap  back  over  that  chasm 
again,  and  is  it  not  possible  that  Yesterday  is 
but  a  dream  ?  There  you  are,  in  bed.  No  day- 

light in  at  the  windows  yet.  Pull  your  night- 
cap over  your  eyes,  the  blankets  over  your  nose, 

and  sleep  away  Yesterday.    Pshaw,  man,  it  ivas 

but  a  dream!  O  no,  no!  The  sleep  won't 
come.  The  watchman  bawls  some  hour — what 
hour?  Harry  minds  him  that  he  h^ls  got  the 
re))eating  watch  under  his  pillow  which  he  had 
bought  for  Hester.  Ting,  ting,  ting!  the  re- 

peating watch  sings  out  six  times  in  the  dark- 
ness, witli  a  little  supplementary  performance 

indicating  the  half  hour.  Poor  dear  little  Hes- 
ter!— so  bright,  so  gay,  so  innocent!  he  would 

have  liked  her  to  have  that  Avatch.  What  Avill 
Maria  say?  (Oh,  that  old  Maria  !  Avhat  a  bore 
she  is  beginning  to  be  !  he  thinks.)  What  Avill 
Madam  Esmond  at  home  say  Avhen  she  hears 
that  he  has  lost  every  shilling  of  his  ready  mon- 

ey— of  his  patrimony  ?  All  his  Avinnings,  and 
live  thousand  jjounds  besides,  in  three  nights  I 
CastlcAvood  could  not  have  played  him  false  ? 
No.  My  Lord  knows  picquet  better  than  Har- 

ry does,  but  he  Avould  not  deal  unfairly  with  his 
OAvn  flesh  and  blood.  No,  no.  Harry  is  glad 
his  kinsman,  Avho  Avanted  the  money,  has  got  it. 
And  for  not  one  more  shilling  than  he  possess- 

ed Avould  he  play.  It  Avas  Avhen  he  counted  up 
his  losses  at  the  gaming-table,  and  found  they 
would  coA'er  all  the  remainder  of  his  patrimony, 
that  he  passed  the  box  and  left  the  table.  But, 
O  cursed  bad  company !  O  extraA'agance  and 
folly!  O  humiliation  and  remorse!  "Will 
my  mother  at  home  forgive  me?"  thinks  the 
young  prodigal.  "O  that  I  Avere  there,  and 
had  never  left  it !" The  dreary  London  dawn  peeps  at  length 
through  shutters  and  curtains.  The  house- 

maid enters  to  light  his  Honor's  fire  and  admit 
the  dun  morning  into  his  AvindoAvs.  Her  Mr. 
Gumbo  presently  folloAVs,  Avho  Avarms  his  mas- 

ter's dressing-gOAvn  and  sets  out  his  shaving- 
plate  and  linen.  Then  arriA^es  the  hair-dresser 
to  curl  and  poAvder  his  Honor,  while  he  reads 
his  morning's  letters ;  and  at  breakfast  time 
comes  that  inevitable  Parson  Sampson,  with 
eager  looks  and  servile  smiles,  to  Avait  on  his 
patron.  The  Parson  would  have  returned  yes- 

terday according  to  mutual  agreement,  but  some 
jolly  felloAvs  kept  him  to  dinner  at  the  St.  Al- 
ban's,  and,  faith,  they  made  a  night  of  it. 

"O  Parson!"  groaned  Harry,  " 'twas  the 
AA'orst  night  you  ever  made  in  your  life  !  Look 

here,  Sir  1" "  Here  is  a  broken  envelope  Avith  tlie  words, 
'Much  good  may  it  do  you,'  Avritten  Avithin," 
says  the  Chaplain,  glancing  at  the  paper. 

"  Look  on  the  outside.  Sir  !"  cries  Mr.  War- 
rington. "The  paper  Avas  directed  to  you." 

The  poor  Chaplain's  countenance  exhibited 
great  alarm.  "  Has  some  one  broke  it  open, 
Sir  ?"  he  asks. 

"  Some  one,  yes.  I  broke  it  open,  Samp- 
son. Had  you  come  here  as  you  proposed  yes- 
terday afternoon,  you  Avould  have  found  that 

envelope  full  of  bank-notes.  As  it  is,  they 
Avere  all  dropped  at  the  infernal  Macco  table 

last  night." "  What !  all  ?"  says  Sampson. 
"  Yes,  all,  Avith  all  the  money  I  brought  away 

from  the  city,  and  all  the  ready  money  I  have 
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left  in  the  world.  In  the  afternoon  I  played 
picquet  with  my  .  cous  —  with  a  gentleman  at 
White's — and  he  eased  me  of  all  the  money  I 
had  about  me.  Remembering  that  there  was 
still  some  money  left  here,  unless  you  had 
fetched  it,  I  came  home  and  carried  it  back, 
and  left  it  at  the  Macco  table,  with  every  shil- 

ling besides  that  belongs  to  me — and  —  great 
Heaven,  Sampson,  what's  the  matter,  man?" 

"It's  my  luck — it's  my  usual  luck!"  cries 
out  the  unfortunate  Chaplain,  and  fairly  bursts 
into  tears. 

"  What !  You  are  not  whimpering  like  a 
baby  at  the  loss  of  a  loan  of  a  couple  of  hun- 

dred pounds  ?"  cries  out  Mr.  Warrington,  very 
fierce  and  angry.  "  Leave  the  room.  Gumbo ! 
Confound  you !  why  are  you  always  poking 
your  wool]y  head  in  at  that  door  ?" 

"  Some  one  below  wants  to  see  Master  with 
a  little  bill,"  says  Mr.  Gumbo. 

"  Tell  him  to  go  to  Jericho  !"  roars  out  Mr. 
Warrington.  "Let  me  see  nobody!  I  am 
not  at  home,  Sir,  at  this  hour  of  the  morn- 

ing!" 

A  murmur  or  two,  a  scuffle  is  heard  on  the 
landing-place,  and  silence  finally  ensues.  Mr. 
Warrington's  scorn  and  anger  are  not  dimin- 

ished by  this  altercation.  He  turns  round  sav- 
agely upon  unhappy  Sampson,  who  sits  with  his head  buried  in  his  breast. 

"  Hadn't  you  better  take  a  bumper  of  brandy 
to  keep  your  spirits  up,  Mr.  Sampson  ?"  he  asks. 
"  Hang  it,  man  !  don't  be  sniveling  like  a  wo- 

man !" 
"  Oh  !  it's  not  me,"  says  Sampson,  tossing 

his  head.     "  I  am  used  to  it,  Sir." 
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'•Not  you!  Who  then?  Arc  you  cryini,' 
because  somebody  else  is  luirt,  pray  ?"  asks  Mr. 
Warrington, 

"Yes,  Sir!"  says  tlic  Chaplain,  with  some 
spirit;  "because  somebody  else  is  hurt,  and 
through  my  fault.  I  have  lodged  for  many 
years  in  London  with  a  boot-maker,  a  very  hon- 

est man ;  and,  a  few  days  since,  having  a  per-  i 
feet  reliance  npon  —  upon  a  friend  who  had  I 
])romiscd  to  accommodate  me  with  a  loan,  I 
borrowed  sixty  pounds  from  my  landlord  which 
he  was  about  to  pay  to  his  own.  I  can't  get 
the  money.  INIy  poor  landlord's  goods  will  be 
seized  for' rent;  his  wife  and  dear  young  chil- dren will  be  turned  into  the  street ;  and  this 
honest  family  will  be  ruined  through  my  fault. 
But,  as  you  say,  Mr.  Warrington,  I  ought  not 
to  snivel  like  a  woman.  I  will  remember  that 
you  helped  me  once,  and  will  bid  you  farewell, 

Sir." And  taking  his  broad-leafed  hat,  Mr.  M  .ap- 
lain  walked  out  of  the  room. 

An  execration  and  a  savage  laugh,  I  ant  i*- 
ry  to  say,  burst  out  of  Harry's  lips  at  this  si  J- 
dcn  movement  of  the  Chaplain's.  He  was  in 
such  a  passion  with  himself,  with  circumstances, 
with  all  people  round  about  him,  that  he  scarce 
knew  where  to  turn,  or  what  he  said.  Samp- 

son heard  the  savage  laughter,  and  then  the 
voice  of  Harry  calling  from  the  stairs,  "  Samp- 

son, Sampson  !  hang  you  !  come  back  !  It's  a 
mistake!  I  beg  your  pardon  !"  But  the  Chap- 

lain was  cut  to  the  soul,  and  walked  on.  Har- 
ry heard  the  door  of  the  street  as  the  parson 

slammed  it.  It  thumped  on  his  own  breast. 
He  entered  his  room,  and  sank  back  on  his  lux- 

urious chair  there.  He  was  Prodigal,  among 
the  swine — his  foul  remorses ;  they  had  tripped 
him  up,  and  were  wallowing  over  him.  Gam- 

bling, extravagance,  debauchery,  dissolute  life, 
reckless  companions,  dangerous  women  —  they 
were  all  upon  him  in  a  herd,  and  were  tramp- 

ling upon  the  prostrate  young  sinner. 
Prodigal  was  not,  however,  yet  utterly  over- 

come, and  had  some  fight  left  in  him.  Dash- 
ing the  filthy,  importunate  brutes  aside,  and,  as 

it  were,  kicking  his  ugly  remembrances  away 
from  him,  Mr.  Warrington  seized  a  great  glass 
of  that  fire-water  which  he  had  recommended 
to  poor,  humiliated  Parson  Sampson,  and,  fling- 

ing off  his  fine  damask  robe,  rang  for  the  trem- 
bling Gumbo,  and  ordered  his  coat.  "Not 

that !"  roars  he,  as  Gumbo  brings  him  a  fine 
green  coat  with  plated  buttons  and  a  gold  cord. 
"A  plain  suit — the  plainer  the  better!  The 
black  clothes."  And  Gumbo  brings  the  mourn- 

ing coat  which  his  master  had  discarded  for 
some  months  past. 

Mr.  Harry  then  takes :  T,  his  fine  new  gold 
watch ;  2,  his  repeater  (that  which  he  had 
bought  for  Hetty),  which  he  puts  into  his  other 
fob ;  3,  his  necklace,  which  he  had  purchased  for 
Theo  ;  4,  his  rings,  of  which  my  gentleman  must 
have  half  a  dozen  at  least  (with  the  exception 
of  his  grandfather's  old  seal-ring,  which  he  kisses 
and  lays  down  on  the  pin-cushion  again)  ;  5,  his 
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three  gold  snuff-boxes;  and  ('>,  his  i)urse  knit- 
ted by  his  mother,  and  containing  three  sliil- 

lings  and  sixpence  and  a  pocket-piece  brougiil 
from  Virginia;  and,  putting  on  his  hat,  issues 
from  his  door. 

At  tlie  landing  he  is  met  by  Mr.  Huff,  his 
landlord,  who  bows  and  cringes  and  i)uts  into 
his  honor's  hand  a  strf^)  of  i)ai)cr  a  yard  long. 
"Much  obliged  if  Mr.  Warrington  will  settle. 
Mrs.  Kuff  has  a  large  account  to  make  up  to- 

day." Mrs.  Ptuff  is  a  milliner.  Mr.  Huff  is 
one  of  the  head-waiters  and  aides-de-camp  of 

Mr.  Mackreth,  the  proprietor  of  White's  Club. The  sight  of  tlie  landlord  does  not  add  to  the 
lodger's  good-humor. 

"Perhaps  his  honor  ̂ v•ill  have  the  kindness 
to  settle  the  little  account  ?"  asks  Mr.  Puff. 

"Of  course  I  will  settle  the  account,"  says 
Harry,  glumly  looking  down  over  JNIr.  Puff's head  from  the  stair  above  him. 

"  Perhaps  Mr.  Warrington  will  settle  it 

now  ?" 
"No,  Sir,  I  will  vot  settle  it  now!"  says  Mr. 

Warrington,  bullying  forward. 
"I'm  very — very  much  in  want  of  money. 

Sir,"  pleads  the  voice  under  him.  "  Mrs.  Ruff 

is—" 

"Hang  you.  Sir,  get  out  of  the  way  !"  cries Mr.  Warrington,  ferociously,  and  driving  I\Ir. 
Puff  backward  to  the  wall,  sending  him  almost 
topsy-turvy  down  his  own  landing,  he  tramps 
down  the  stair,  and  walks  forth  into  Bond 
Street. 

The  Guards  were  at  exercise  at  the  King's 
Mews,  at  Charing  Cross,  as  Harry  passed,  and 
he  heard  their  drums  and  fifes,  and  looked  in 

at  the  gate,  and  saw  them  at  drill.  "I  can 
shoulder  a  musket  at  any  rate,"  thought  he  to 
himself,  gloomily,  as  he  strode  on.  He  crossed 
St.  Martin's  Lane  (where  he  transacted  some 
business),  and  so  made  his  way  into  Long  Acre, 
and  to  the  bootmaker's  house  where  friend  Samp- 

son lodged.  The  woman  of  the  house  said  Mr. 
Sampson  was  not  at  home,  but  hadpromised  to  be 
at  home  at  one ;  and,  as  she  knew  Mr.  Warring- 

ton, showed  him  up  to  the  parson's  apartments, 
where  he  sate  down,  and,  for  want  of  occupa- 

tion, tried  to  read  an  unfinished  sermon  of  the 
Chaplain's.  The  subject  was  the  Prodigal  Son. 
Mr.  Harry  did  not  take  very  accurate  cogni- 

zance of  the  sermon. 

Presently  he  heard  the  landlady's  shrill  voice 
on  the  stair,  pursuing  somebody  who  ascended, 
and  Sampson  rushed  into  the  room,  followed  by 
the  sobbing  woman.  - 

At  seeing  Harry,  Sampson  started,  and  the 
landlady  stopped.  Absorbed  in  her  own  do- 

mestic cares,  she  had  doubtless  forgot  that  a 
visitor  was  awaiting  her  lodger.  "There's 
only  thirteen  pound  in  the  house,  and  he  will 
be  here  at  one,  I  tell  you!"  she  was  bawling 
out,  as  she  pursued  her  victim. 

"  Hush,  hush  !  my  good  creature !"  cries  the 
gasping  Chaplain,  pointing  to  Harry,  who  rose 
from  the  window-seat.  "Don't  you  see  Mr. 
Warrington  ?     I've  business  with  him — most 



C8G IIAKPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

important  business.  It  Avill  be  all  right,  I  tell 
you ! "  And  he  soothed  and  coaxed  Mrs.  Land- 

lady out  of  the  room,  with  the  crowd  of  anxious 
little  ones  hanging  at  her  coats. 

"  Sampson,  I  have  come  to  ask  your  pardon 

again, "says Mr.  Warrington,  rising  up.  "What I  said  to-day  to  you  was  very  cruel  and  unjust 

and  unlike  a  gentleman.* 
'*  Not  a  word  more.  Sir,"  says  the  other,  cold- 
ly and  sadly,  bowing  and  scarcely  pressing  the 

hand  which  Harry  oifcred  him. 
"I  see  you  arc  still  angry  with  me,"  Harry 

continues. 
"  Nay,  Sir,  an  apology  is  an  apology.  A  man 

of  my  station  can  ask  for  no  more  from  one  of 
yours.  No  doubt  you  did  not  mean  to  give  me 
pain.  And  Avhat  if  you  did  ?  And  you  arc 
not  the  only  one  of  the  family  Avho  has,"  he 
said,  as  he  looked  piteously  round  the  room. 
"I  wish  I  had  never  known  the  name  of  Es- 

mond or  Castlewood,"  ho  continues,  "or  that 
place  yonder  of  which  the  ])icture  hangs  over 
my  fire-place,  and  where  I  have  buried  myself 
these  long,  long  years.  My  lord,  your  cousin, 
took  a  fancy  to  me,  said  he  Avould  make  my 
fortune,  has  kept  me  as  his  dependent  till  for- 

tune has  passed  by  me,  and  now  refuses  mc  my 

due." "How  do  you  mean  your  due,  Mr.  Samp- 
son ?"  asks  Harry. 

"I  mean  three  years'  salary  which  he  owes 
me  as  Chaplain  of  Castlewood.  Seeing  you 
could  give  me  no  money,  I  Avent  to  his  lordship 
this  morning,  and  asked  him.  I  fell  on  my 
knees,  and  asked  him,  Sir.  But  his  lordship 
had  none.  He  gave  me  civil  Avords,  at  least 
(saving  your  presence,  Mr.  Warrington),  but  no 
money — that  is  five  guineas,  which  he  declared 
was  all  he  had,  and  which  I  took.  But  what 
arc  five  guineas  among  so  many  ?  Oli,  those 
poor  little  children !  those  poor  little  chil- 

dren !" 
"Lord  Castlewood  said  he  had  no  money?" 

cries  out  Harry.  "He  won  eleven  Iiundrcd 
pounds,  yesterday,  of  me  at  picquet — which  I 
paid  him  out  of  this  pocket-book." 

"I  dare  say,  Sir;  I  dare  say.  Sir.  One 
can't  believe  a  word  his  lordship  says,  Sir," 
says  Mr.  Sampson  ;  "but  I  am  thinking  of  exe- 

cution in  this  house  and  ruin  upon  these  poor 
folks  to-morrow," 

"That  need  not  happen,"  says  Mr.  Warring- 
ton. "  Here  are  eighty  guineas,  Sampson.  As 

far  as  they  go,  God  help  you!  'Tis  all  I  have 
to  give  you.  I  wish  to  my  heart  I  could  give 
more  as  I  ])romised  ;  but  you  did  not  come  at 
the  right  time,  and  I  am  a  poor  devil  now  until 
I  get  my  remittances  from  Virginia." 

The  Chai)lain  gave  a  wild  look  of  surprise, 
and  turned  quite  white.  He  flung  himself  down 
on  his  knees  and  seized  Harry's  hand. 

"Great  Bowers,  Sir!"  says  he,  "are  you  a 
guardian  angel  that  Heaven  hath  sent  me? 
You  quarreled  with  my  tears  this  morning,  INIr. 
Warrington.  I  can't  help  them  now.  They 
burst,  Sir,  from  a  grateful  heart.    A  rock  of 

stone  would  pour  them  forth,  Sir,  before  sucli 
goodness  as  yours !  May  Heaven  eternally 
bless  you,  and  give  you  prosperity !  May  my 
unworthy  ])rayers  be  heard  in  your  behalf,  my 

friend,  my  best  benefactor  !    May  — " 
"Nay,  nay!  get  up,  friend— get  up,  Samp- 

son!" says  Harry,  Avhom  the  Chaplain's  adula- 
tion and  fine  phrases  rathe*-  annoyed.  "I  am 

glad  to  have  been  able  to  do  you  a  service — 
sincerely  glad.  There — there  !  Don't  be  on 

your  knees  to  me  !" "To  Heaven  who  sent  you  to  me.  Sir !"  cries 
the  Chaplain.   "  Mrs.  Weston  !  Mrs.  Weston!" 

"  What  is  it,  Sir?"  says  the  landlady,  instant- 
ly, who,  indeed,  had  been  at  the  door  the  whole 

time.  "We  are  saved,  Mrs.  Weston!  We 
are  saved !"  cries  the  Chaplain.  "  Kneel,  kneel, 
woman,  and  thank  our  benefactor !  Baise  your 
innocent  voices,  children,  and  bless  him!"  A 
universal  whimper  arose  round  Harry,  wliich  the 
Chaplain  led  off,  while  the  young  Virginian 
stood,  simpering  and  well-pleased,  in  the  midst 
of  this  congregation.  They  icould  worship,  do 
what  he  might.  One  of  the  children  not  un- 

derstanding the  kneeling  order,  and  standing 
up,  the  mother  fetched  her  a  slap  on  the  ear, 
crying,  "Drat  it,  Jane,  kneel  down,  and  bless 
the  gentleman,  I  tell  'ee!"  .  .  .  We  leave  them 
performing  this  sweet  benedictory  service.  Mr. 
Harry  walks  oft"  from  Long  Acre,  forgetting 
almost  the  griefs  of  the  former  four  or  five  days, 
and  tingling  with  the  consciousness  of  having 
done  a  good  action. 

The  young  Avoman  with  Avhom  Gumbo  had 
been  conversing  on  that  evening  Avhen  Harry 
drove  up  from  White's  to  his  lodging,  Avas  Mrs. 
Molly,  from  Oakhurst,  the  attendant  of  the  la- 

dies there.  Wherever  that  fascinating  Gumbo 
Avcnt,  he  left  friends  and  admirers  in  the  serA'- 
ants'  hall.  I  think  avc  said  it  Avas  on  a  Wednes- 

day evening,  he  and  Mrs.  Molly  had  fetched  a 
Avalk  together,  and  they  Avere  performing  the 
amiable  courtesies  incident  upon  parting,  when 
Gumbo's  master  came  up,  and  put  an  end  to 
their  tAvilight  Avhisperings  and  Avhat  not. 

Eor  many  hours  on  Wednesday,  on  Thursday, 
on  Friday,  a  pale  little  maiden  sate  at  a  Avindow 
in  Lord  Wrotham's  house,  in  Hill  Street,  her 
mother  and  sister  Avistfully  Avatching  her.  She 
Avould  not  go  out.  They  knew  Avhom  she  Avas 
expecting.  He  passed  the  door  once,  and  she 
might  have  thought  he  Avas  coming,  but  he  did 
not.  He  AA'cnt  into  a  neighboring  house.  Papa 
had  never  told  the  girls  of  the  presents  Avhich 
Harry  had  sent,  and  only  Avhispered  a  Avord  or 
two  to  their  mother  regarding  his  quarrel  Avitli 
the  young  Virginian. 

On  Saturday  night  there  was  an  Opera  of 
Mr.  Handel's,  and  papa  brought  home  tickets 
for  the  gallery.  Hetty  Avent  this  evening.  The 
change  Avould  do  her  good,  Theo  thought,  and 
— and,  perhaps  there  might  be  Somebody  among 
the  fine  company ;  but  Somebody  was  not  there  ; 
and  j\Ir.  Handel's  fine  music  fell  blank  upon  the 
poor  child.    It  might  haA' e  been  Signor  Bonon- 
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cini's,  and  slie  would  liave  scarce  known  the  dif- ference. 
As  the  children  are  undressing,  and  taking 

ofT  those  smart  new  satin  sacks  in  which  they 
appeared  at  the  Opera,  looking  so  fresli  and  so 
pretty  among  all  the  tawdry  rouged  folk,  Thco 
remarks  how  very  sad  and  woe-begone  Mrs. 
Molly  their  maid  appears.  Thco  is  always  anx- 

ious when  other  people  seem  in  trouble ;  not 
so  Hetty,  now,  who  is  suffering,  poor  thing! 
from  one  of  the  most  selfish  maladies  which 
ever  visits  mortals.  Have  you  ever  been  among 
insane  people,  and  remarked  how  they  never, 
never  think  of  any  but  themselves  ? 

"What  is  the  matter,  Molly?"  asks  kind 
Theo:  and,  indeed,  Molly  has  been  longing 
to  tell  her  young  ladies.  "Oh,  Miss  Theo! 
Oh,  Miss  Hetty!"  she  says;  "how  ever  can  I 
tell  you?  Mr.  Gumbo  have  been  here,  Mr. 
Warrington's  colored  gentleman,  miss  ;  and 
he  says  Mr.  Warrington  have  been  took 
by  two  bailiffs  this  evening,  as  he  comes  out 
of  Sir  Miles  Warrington's  house,  three  doors 

off." 

"  Silence  !"  cries  Theo,  quite  sternly.  Who 
is  it  that  gives  those  three  shrieks  ?  It  is  Mrs. 
Molly,  who  chooses  to  scream,  because  Miss 
Hetty  has  fallen  fainting  from  her  chair. 

"IT  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN." 

ITH  heavy  head  bent  on  her  yielding  hand, 

And  half-flushed  cheek,  bathed  in  a  fevered  light — 
With  restless  lips,  and  most  unquiet  eyes, 

A  maiden  sits,  and  looks  out  on  the  night. 

The  darkness  presses  close  against  the  pane. 

And  silence  lieth  on  the  elm-tree  old. 

Through  whose  wide  branches  steals  the  white-faced  moon 

In  fitful  gleams,  as  though  'twere  over  bold. 

She  hears  the  wind  upon  the  pavement  fall. 
And  lifts  her  head,  as  if  to  listen  there  ; 

Then  wearily  she  taps  against  the  pane. 

Or  folds  more  close  the  ripples  of  her  hair  ; 

She  sings  unto  herself  an  idle  strain, 

And  through  its  music  all  her  thoughts  are  seen  ; 
For  all  the  burden  of  the  song  she  sings 

Is,     O  my  God  !  it  might  have  been  !" 

Alas  !  that  words  like  these  should  have  the  power 

To  crush  the  roses  of  her  early  youth —  ^ 
That  on  her  altar  of  remembrance  sleeps 

Some  hope,  dismantled  of  its  love  and  truth — 

That  'mid  the  shadows  of  her  memory  lies 
Some  grave,  moss-covered,  where  she  loves  to  lean, 

And  sadly  sing  unto  the  form  therein, 

"It  might  have  been— O  God  !  it  might  have  been  !" 

We  all  have  in  our  hearts  some  hidden  place — 

Some  secret  chamber  where  a  cold  corpse  lies — 
The  drapery  of  whose  couch  we  dress  anew. 

Each  day,  beneath  the  pale  glare  of  its  eyes  ; 
We  go  from  its  still  presence  to  the  sun, 

To  seek  the  pathways  where  it  once  was  seen, 
And  strive  to  still  the  throbbing  of  our  hearts 

With  this  wild  cry,  "  O  God  !  it  might  have  been  !" 
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We  mourn  in  secret  o'er  some  buried  love 
In  the  far  Past,  whence  love  does  not  return, 

And  strive  to  find  among  its  ashes  gray 

Some  lingering  spark  that  yet  may  live  and  burn ; 
And  when  we  see  the  vainness  of  our  task, 

We  flee  away,  far  from  the  hopeless  scene, 

And  folding  close  our  garments  o'er  our  hearts, 

Cry  to  the  winds,  "  O  God !  it  might  have  been  !" 

Where'er  we  go,  in  sunlight  or  in  shade, 
Wq  mourn  some  jewel  which  the  heart  has  missed — 

Some  brow  we  touched  in  days  long  since  gone  by — 
Some  lips  whose  freshness  and  first  dew  we  kissed  ; 

We  shut  out  from  our  eyes  the  happy  light 

Of  sunbeams  dancing  on  the  hill-side  green. 
And,  like  the  maiden,  ope  them  on  the  night, 

And  cry,  like  her,     O  God  !  it  might  have  been !" 

UNITED  STATES. 
THE  month  over  which  our  Record  extends  has 

been  made  memorable  by  the  success  of  the 
Atlantic  Telegraph.  On  the  17th  of  July  the  JViag- 
ara  and  Agamemnon,  bearing  the  cable,  attended 
by  the  Gorgon  and  the  Valorous,  steamed  quietly 
out  of  the  harbor  of  Queenstown,  in  Ireland.  Their 
departure  excited  little  attention,  for  the  enterprise 
was  considered  hopeless.  The  Niagara  reached 
the  rendezvous  in  mid  ocean  on  the  23d.  The  Gor- 

gon and  the  Valorous  arrived  on  the  25th  and  27th. 
The  Agamemnon  was  detained  until  the  28th.  At 
one  P.M.  on  the  following  day  the  cable  was  joined, 
and  the  steamers  proceeded  toward  their  several 
destinations.  Nothing  was  heard  of  the  vessels 
until  the  5th  of  August,  when  a  telegraphic  dis- 

patch was  received,  announcing  that  the  Niagara 
had  arrived  at  Trinity  Bay  in  Newfoundland,  that 
the  cable  had  been  laid  from  shore  to  shore,  and 
that  signals  were  passing  through  its  whole  length. 
The  steamer  had  experienced  favorable  weather 
throughout ;  the  machinery  for  paying  out  the 
cable  worked  perfectly,  without  any  accident  or  a 
moment's  interruption,  until  the  Niagara  anchored 
in  Trinity  Bay,  at  1.45  on  the  morning  of  the  5th 
of  August.  Mr.  Field  immediately  landed,  and 
groped  his  way  in  the  darkness  to  the  Telegraph 
station,  half  a  mile  from  the  shore,  and  awoke  the 
men  in  charge  with  the  news  that  the  vessels  had 
arrived,  and  that  their  assistance  was  demanded 
in  landing  the  cable.  The  arrival  of  the  fleet  w^as 
wholly  unexpected,  and  the  telegraphic  operator 
was  absent.  The  nearest  station  from  which  a 
dispatch  could  be  sent  was  fifteen  miles  distant, 
through  an  almost  unbroken  forest.  Before  day- 

light a  message  was  prepared  and  sent  by  a  mes- 
senger on  foot  to  this  station,  and  before  night  the 

intelligence  was  known  throughout  the  country. 
Preparations  Avere  immediately  made  for  landing 
the  cable.  Captain  Hudson  of  the  Niagara  and 
Comnumder  Dayman  of  the  Gorgon  took  the  end ; 

the  officers  and  crew  followed  in  procession,  bear- 
ing the  cable  up  the  steep  hill  to  the  Telegraph 

house.  The  wire  was  brought  in  connection  with 
the  galvanic  instrument,  when  the  deflection  of  the 
needle  showed  that  the  communication  between 
the  two  continents  was  complete.  The  great  event 
was  commemorated  by  a  solemn  religious  service. 

The  A gamemnon  had  in  the  mean  while  encoun- 
tered difiiculties  by  which  the  success  of  the  enter- 
prise Avas  repeatedly  endangered.  Early  on  the 

first  evening  a  defect  Avas  discovered  in  the  cable, 
within  a  mile  or  two  of  the  part  that  Avas  paying 
out.  Before  this  could  be  cut  out  and  a  splice 
made  the  inter\^ening  portion  Avas  almost  run  out. 
Nothing  remained  but  to  put  doAvn  the  brake,  and 
stop  the  paying  out.  For  a  fcAV  moments  the  ship 
hung  by  the  cable,  the  strain  upon  which  was  rap- 

idly approaching  the  limit  of  its  strength,  when 
the  junction  Avas  eff'ected,  the  cable  was  let  loose, 
and  this  danger  Avas  over.  The  next  day  a  vio- 

lent gale  sprung  up,  Avhich  lasted,  Avith  brief  inter- 
ruptions, for  four  days.  Every  time  the  stern  of 

the  vessel  rose  upon  the  swell  it  Avas  expected  that 
the  cable  Avould  part.  Men  Avere  stationed  at  the 
brake  to  regulate  its  action  as  the  A^essel  rose  and 
fell,  Avhile  every  ear  Avas  strained  in  the  moment- 

ary expectation  of  hearing  the  gun  Avhich  should 
announce  the  parting  of  the  cable.  Still  the  slen- 

der line  upon  Avhich  hung  so  many  hopes  held 
fast.  Other  perils  than  those  arising  from  the 
storm  Avere  encountered.  A  huge  Avhale  approached 
the  larboard  bow  at  full  speed,  tossing  the  sea  into 
foam,  and  apparently  making  direct  for  the  cable, 
which  must  have  snapped  like  a  thread  had  he  en- 

countered it.  Great  Avas  the  relief  of  all  Avhen  the 
ponderous  living  mass  passed  sloAvly  astern,  just 
grazing  the  cable  Avhere  it  entered  the  water.  On 
tAVO  occasions  vessels  came  bearing  doAvn  toward 
the  steamer  in  such  a  direction  as  to  threaten  a 
collision  Avith  the  cable,  which  was  slowly  sink- 

ing astern.   They  could  hardly  be  made  to  under- 
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stand  tlic  signals  to  heave  to  or  alter  their  course. 
Occasionally,  also,  the  signals  from  the  i\V«//- 
ara  became  almost  imperceptible  and  even  ceased 
for  a  time,  giving  occasion  to  the  apprehension 
that  tlic  line  had  parted  ;  but  they  were  renewed, 
sho\Ying  that  the  cable  still  held  fast.  As  tlicy 
approached  the  Irish  coast,  the  gale  died  away, 
the  sea  became  calm,  and  all  were  elated  with 
hope.  As  day  dawned  on  the  morning  of  the 
oth,  the  mountains  near  Valentia  rose  to  view, 
and  before  six  o'clock  the  Agamemnon  was  at 
anchor  oft'  the  town.  At  this  moment  a  signal 
was  received  announcing  that  the  Niagara  had 
reached  its  destination.  The  two  vessels  had  per- 

formed their  task  almost  within  the  same  hour 
of  absolute  time.  The  distance  between  the  two 
termini  is  1G95  geographical  miles;  of  this  the  Ni- 

agara had  accomplished  862  miles,  with  an  ex- 
penditure of  1030  miles  of  cable  ;  and  the  Agamem- 

non 813  miles,  expending  1020  miles  of  cable,  each 
vessel  having  left  a  surplus  of  about  80  miles. 
Signals  had  been  continually  interchanged,  indi- 

cating the  distance  run  and  the  expenditure  of  ca- 
ble by  each  vessel.  The  note-book  of  Mr.  Field, 

recording  these  signals,  was  published  immediate- 
ly on  his  arrival ;  and  so  great  was  the  similarity 

between  the  messages  sent  to  the  A  gamemnon  and 
those  purporting  to  have  been  received  from  her, 
that  a  prominent  New  York  journal  hazarded  the 
singular  opinion  that  no  real  communication  had 
been  I'eceived  from  the  other  side,  but  that  "our 
electricians  had  been  deceived  by  the  return  to 
them  along  the  cable  of  their  own  messages  after 
the  manner  of  an  echo." 

The  cable  was  laid,  and  signals  were  transmit- 
ted along  it.  But  the  telegraphic  apparatus  not 

being  arranged,  for  some  days  no  verbal  messages 
could  be  transmitted.  It  had  been  previously  de- 

termined that  the  first  dispatches  sent  over  the 
line  should  be  a  message  from  the  Queen  of  En- 

gland to  the  President  of  the  United  States,  and 
the  President's  reply.  The  necessary  arrange- 

ments Avei'e  not  completed  till  the  16th  of  August. 
On  that  day  these  messages  were  transmitted  in 
the  following  words : 

THE  QUEEN'S  MESSAGE. 
To  the  President  of  the  United  States,  Washington: 
The  Queen  desires  to  congratulate  the  President  upon 

the  successful  completion  of  this  great  international 
work,  in  which  the  Queen  has  taken  the  deepest  interest. 

The  Queen  is  convinced  that  the  President  will  join 
with  her  in  fervently  hoping  that  the  Electric  Cable 
which  now  connects  Great  Britain  with  the  United  States 
will  prove  an  additional  link  between  the  nations  whose 
friendship  is  founded  upon  their  common  interest  and 
reciprocal  esteem. 

The  Queen  has  much  pleasure  in  thus  communicating 
with  the  President,  and  renewing  to  him  her  wishes  for 
the  prosperity  of  the  United  States. 

THE  PRESIDENT'S  REPLY. 
Washington  City,  Aug.  16,  1858. 

To  her  Majesty  Victoria,  Qiicen  of  Great  Britain: 
The  President  cordially  reciprocates  the  congratula- 

tions of  ller  Majesty,  the  Queen,  on  the  success  of  the 
great  international  enterprise  accomplished  by  the  sci- 

ence, skill,  and  indomitable  energy  of  the  two  countries. 
It  is  a  triumph  more  glorious,  because  far  more  useful  to 
mankind,  than  was  ever  won  by  conqueror  on  the  field 
of  battle. 
May  the  Atlantic  Telegraph,  under  the  blessing  of 

Heaven,  prove  to  be  a  bond  of  perpetual  peace  and  fricnd- 
.^hip  between  the  kindred  nations,  and  an  instrument 
destined  by  Divine  Providence  to  diffuse  religion,  civil- 

ization, liberty,  and  law  throughout  the  world.    In  this 

view  will  not  all  nations  of  Christendom  spontaneously 
unite  in  the  declaration  tliat  it  sliall  be  forever  neutral, 
and  that  its  communications  shall  be  held  sacred  in  pass- 

ing to  their  places  of  destination,  even  in  the  midst  of 
hostilities.  (Signed)  Jamks  BtJCHANAN. 

The  line  was  then  for  some  time  devoted  ex- 
clusively to  experiments  on  the  part  of  the  elec- 

tricians ;  no  general  dispatches  being  sent  over  it 
until  tlie  2r)th,  when  a  message,  dated  at  Valentia 
on  that  day,  was  published  in  the  New  York  news- 

papers of  the  following  day.  It  is  worthy  of  note 
that  this  first  regular  dispatcli  borne  by  the  Tele- 

graph communicated  the  intelligence  of  the  treaty 
entered  into  with  China.  The  next  day  a  dispatch 
appeared  in  the  New  York  afternoon  papers,  dated 
at  London  on  the  morning  of  the  same  day. 

The  intelligence  of  tlie  successful  laying  of  the 
cable  Avas  received  with  universal  enthusiasm. 
The  transmission  of  the  first  message  was  cele- 

brated by  public  demonstrations  in  almost  every 
considerable  town.  In  New  York  a  grand  display 
of  fire-works  took  place  on  the  17th,  in  front  of  the 
City  Hall ;  by  some  accident  fire  was  communi- 

cated to  the  building,  which  was  considerably  dam- 
aged. The  1st  of  September  having  been  fixed  upon 

as  the  day  when  the  Telegraph  would  probably  be 
opened  for  general  business,  was  set  apart  for  a 
formal  celebration  in  various  cities.  In  New  York 
the  display  was  highly  imposing.  Business  Avas 
generalh^  suspended.  The  streets  were  decorated 
with  banners  and  inscriptions.  In  the  morning 
religious  services  were  held  in  Trinity  Church.  In 
the  afternoon  a  military  and  civic  procession,  num- 

bering more  than  15,000  persons,  marched  from  the 
Battery  to  the  Crystal  Palace,  where  an  address 
was  made  by  David  Dudle}'  Field,  Esq.,  giving  a 
detailed  history  of  the  enterprise.  In  the  evening 
there  was  a  grand  torch-light  procession  of  fire- 

men.— The  Telegraph,  however,  Avas  not  throAvn 
open  on  that  day  ;  nor  have  any  general  messages 
passed  over  it  up  to  the  day  Avhen  our  Record  closes. 

The  plan  for  a  telegraph  across  the  Atlantic 
dates  back  to  March,  1854,  Avhen  a  number  of  gen- 

tlemen, assembled  at  the  residence  of  Mr.  Cyrus  W. 
Field,  in  New  York,  formed  themselves  into  a  Com- 

pany for  this  purpose.  Mr.  Field  took  the  lead  in 
the  enterprise,  and  to  him,  more  than  to  any  other 
man,  its  success  is  OAving.  The  first  step  taken 
AVas  to  lay  a  cable  across  the  Gulf  of  St.  LaAvrence, 
from  Cape  Breton  Island  to  Newfoundland,  the 
necessary  authority  and  valuable  privileges  hav- 

ing been  secured  from  the  Colonial  Assembly. 
The  first  attempt,  made  in  August,  1855,  failed,  a 
violent  storm  rendering  it  necessaiy  to  cut  the 
cable  in  order  to  saA'e  the  A'essels  engaged  in  lay- 

ing it.  The  cable  being,  lioAveA'er,  recovered,  Avas 
successfully  laid  the  folloAving  year,  and  a  line  Avas 
carried  across  the  island  of  NeAvfoundland,  through 
a  region  almost  uninhabited,  from  Cape  Ray  on 
the  Avestern  coast  to  Trinity  Bay  on  the  east.  Mr. 
Field,  in  the  mean  Avhile,  proceeded  lo  England, 
and  succeeded  in  organizing  a  Company  to  con- 

struct a  cable  acress  the  Atlantic,  to  unite  Avith 
the  Newfoundland  line.  The  original  capital  of 
this  Company  Avas  $1,750,000,  divided  into  shares 
of  $5000  each.  Of  these,  eighty-eight  shares  Avere 
taken  in  America,  and  the  remainder  in  Great 
Britain.  The  capital  has  since  been  increased  to 
$2,500,000.  The  Governments  of  the  tAvo  coun- 

tries took  a  deep  interest  in  the  enterprise.  Each 
agreed  to  furnish  vessels  to  aid  in  laying  the  cable, 
and  to  pay  to  the  Company  an  annual  sum  of 
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$70,000  for  conveying  official  messages  when  the 
line  should  go  into  operation.  The  cable,  as  orig- 

inally constructed,  measured  something  more  than 
2500  miles,  and  cost  about  one  million  and  a  quar- 

ter of  dollars.  The  first  attempt  to  lay  this  cable 
was  made  in  August,  1857,  when  it  broke  after  380 
miles  had  been  payed  out.  The  remainder  was 
taken  back  to  England,  where  about  a  thousand 
additional  miles  were  ordered  to  make  up  for  this 
loss,  and  to  provide  against  any  deficiency.  The 
machines  for  paying  out  having  been  found  de- 

fective were  laid  aside,  and  new  ones  were  con- 
structed under  the  superintendence  of  Mr.  William 

E.  Everett,  an  American  engineer.  The  attempt 
to  lay  the  cable  was  renewed  in  June  of  the  pres- 

ent year.  Our  last  Record  gave  an  account  of  its 
failure,  as  our  present  narrates  its  success. 

At  present,  the  dispatches  received  at  Trinity 
Bay,  on  the  eastern  shore  of  Newfoundland,  are 
transmitted  over  the  island  some  300  miles  through 
the  wilderness ;  thence  across  the  Gulf  of  St.  Law- 

rence to  Cape  Breton  Lsland,  and  through  Nova 
Scotia  and  New  Brunswick  to  Portland,  in  Maine. 
It  is  proposed  to  do  away  with  this  long  land  line 
through  Newfoundland.  The  eastern  and  western 
shores  of  this  island  are  deeply  indented  by  Trinity 
and  Placentia  Bays,  just  opposite  each  other,  with 
an  isthmus  between  of  only  a  few  miles  in  breadth. 
Across  this  it  is  proposed  to  build  a  telegraphic 
line  to  connect  with  a  submarine  cable  from  the 
head  of  Placentia  Bay  to  the  eastern  extremity  of 
Cape  Breton  Island. 

The  following  table  gives,  in  English  miles,  the 
length  of  ail  the  submarine  cables  now  in  existence, 
with  the  dates  of  their  construction  : 

Dover  and  Calais  
Dover  and  Ostend  
Holyhead  and  Howth  
Orfordness  and  the  Hague  
Port  Patrick  and  Donaghadee  . . 
Second  cable,  do.,  do.,  
Italy  and  Corsica  
Corsica  and  Sardinia  
Denmark,  across  the  Great  Belt. 
Denmark,  across  the  Little  Belt. 
Denmark,  across  the  Sound  
Acrossthe  Frith  of  Forth  (Scot- ) 
land)   I 

Varna  and  Balaklava  (across) 
the  Black  Sea)  j 

Balaklava  and  Eupatoria  
Across  the  Danube,  at  Shumla. . 
Across  the  Hoogly  River  
Messina  to  Keggio  
Across  the  Gulf  of  St.  Lawrence. 
Across  the  Straits  of  North-) 

umberland,  Prince  Edward:- Island  ) 
Across  the  Bosphorus,  at  Ivan-) dili  I 
Across  the  Gut  of  Kanso,  Nova) 
Scotia  I 

Six  cables  across  the  mouths^ 
of  the  Danube,  at  the  Isle  of  i 
Serpent!",  each  one  mile  long  ( 
and  having  one  conductor. . 

Across  the  Mi-ssissippi  at  Pad- ucah  
From  Petersburg  to  Cronstadt 
Across  the  St.  Lawrence,  at 
Quebec  

Across  the   Soland,   Isle'  of Wight  (England)  
Across  the  Atlantic,  from  Trin- 

ity Bay  to  Valentia  Bay  Small  river  crossings  
Total  length  of  submarine  cables 

Miles.    Wires.  Date. 2b 

75 
65 115 13 

13 65 
10 15 
5 

12 

340 

1950 20 

21)00 

1S51 
1852 1852 1853 
1853 
1853 
1854 
1854 1854 
1854 1855 
1855 

1855 
1855 
1855 1^56 

1856 
1856 

185G 
1856 

1857 

1851 

1856 
1855 
1855 
1858 

The  success  of  this  first  experiment  upon  a  large 
scale  has  already  called  forth  schemes  of  a  still 

more  extensive  character.  The  most  imposing  of 
these  proposes  to  unite  all  the  British  dominions 
and  dependencies  in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America,  by  a  series  of  connected  telegraphic  lines. 
These,  according  to  the  table  given,  would  meas- 
nre,  in  all,  about  21,000  miles;  and  no  one  of  the 
lines  to  be  constructed  would  equal  in  length  that 
between  Valentia  Bay  and  Newfoundland,  and  no 
one  of  them  would  touch  the  territory  of  any  pow- 

erful foreign  State.  They  would  place  England 
in  almost  instantaneous  communication  with  more 
than  forty  dependencies  and  colonies  in  both  hem- 
ispheres. 

In  Kansas,  an  election  has  been  held  to  decide 
upon  the  "Proposition"  contained  in  the  English 
Bill  for  the  admission  of  that  Territory  into  the 
Union  as  a  State.  The  vote  was,  "To  accept  the 
Proposition,"  1788;  "To  reject  the  Proposition," 
11,300 ;  majority  against  the  acceptance  of  the  Le- 
compton  Constitution,  9512.  In  Missouri,  the 
entire  Democratic  delegation  to  Congress  has  been 
elected.  In  the  St.  Louis  district  the  vote  was,  for 
Barrett,  Democrat,  7057 ;  Blair,  Republican,  6631 ; 
Breckinridge,  American,  5658  ;  Mr.  Blair,  the 
present  Member,  has  given  notice  that  he  shall 
contest  the  election,  on  the  ground  of  fraudulent 
votes.  In  North  CaroHna,  Mr.  Ellis,  Democrat, 
has  been  elected  Governor  by  a  majority  of  nearly 
16,000  over  his  American  opponent.  For  Congress 
the  Democratic  candidates  were  elected  in  all  the 
districts  except  one.    The  Legislature  stands,  in 
joint  ballot,  Democrats,  114,  Opposition,  56.  In 
Texas  and  Arkansas,  the  Democrats  have  elected 
their  candidates  almost  without  opposition. 

The  United  States  1)rig  Dolphiii,  while  cruising 
in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  fell  in,  on  the  21st  of  July, 
with  a  vessel  which  was  suspected  to  be  a  slaver. 
The  Dolfhin  displaying  English  colors,  the  other 
vessel  ran  up  the  American  flag.  Having  been 
brought  to  by  a  gun,  she  was  boarded,  and  found 
to  be  the  Putnam,  an  American  brig,  manned  by  a 
crew  of  eighteen  men,  with  a  cargo  of  318  slaves 
on  board.  It  appears  that  on  the  5th  of  July  she 
shipped  455  slaves  at  Kabenda,  on  the  west  coast 
of  Africa,  not  far  from  the  Congo  Eiver.  Of  these 
141  died  on  the  passage  to  the  coast  of  Cuba,  and 
were  thrown  overboard.  Those  that  remained 
when  the  vessel  was  captured  were  in  a  feeble  and 
emaciated  condition.  The  brig  was  sent  to  Charles- 

ton, South  Carolina,  under  the  charge  of  an  officer. 
Twelve  of  the  negroes  died  on  the  passage.  Upon 
their  arrival  at  Charleston  the  slaves  were  put  in 
charge  of  the  United  States  Marshal,  and  placed  in 
Fort  Pinkney.  A  requisition  was  made  upon  the 
Marshal  by  the  Sheriff  of  Charleston  District,  who 
demanded  that  they  should  be  given  up  to  him,  on 
the  ground  that  they  were  free  negroes  introduced 
into  the  State  in  violation  of  the  law.  The  Mar- 

shal, acting  under  the  advice  of  the  United  States 
District  Attorney,  refused  to  surrender  the  ne- 

groes, and  removed  them  to  Fort  Sumpter,  where 
they  are  properh'  cared  for.  The  crew  of  the 
slaver  will  be  tried  on  a  charge  of  piracy.  The 
negroes,  by  the  provisions  of  the  law,  must  be  re- 

turned to  Africa,  for  which  purpose  the  steamer 
Niagara  will  be  employed. 

The  New  York  Quarantine  establishment,  situ- 
ated on  Staten  Island,  was  set  on  fire  by  the  inhab- 

itants of  the  vicinity  on  the  nights  of  the  1st  and 
2d  of  September,  and  totally  consumed.  When 
the  Quarantine  was  established  here,  forty  3'ears 
ago,  the  neighborhood  was  almost  uninhabited. 
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Since  then  a  dense  population  has  ̂ ^rovvn  up  around 
it,  who  re<^ard  the  establishment  as  a  source  of  con- 

stant danger.  In  view  of  this  state  of  thini;s,  an 
act  passed  the  Legislature  for  the  removal  of  the 
Quarantine.  Sandy  Hook  Avas,  by  common  con- 

sent, regarded  as  the  only  appropriate  place  ;  but 
the  State  of  New  Jersey,  wiihin  whose  limits  it  is 
situated,  refused  to  grunt  permission  for  locating 
it  hero  ;  and  Seguine's  Point,  on  Statcn  Island, 
was  selected  as  the  site.  Some  preparations  were 
made,  and  buildings  were  erected  here.  But  these 
having  been  burned  down  by  incendiaries,  the 
Quarantine  remained  in  its  old  place.  During 
this  season  the  prevalence  of  yellow  fever  in  South- 

ern ports  caused  an  unusual  number  of  patients  to 
be  detained  at  Quarantine ;  and  some  cases  of  this 
disease  having  occurred  beyond  the  walls  of  the 
establishment,  much  alarm  and  excitement  en- 

sued. The  Board  of  Health  of  Castleton,  the 
township  in  which  the  Quarantine  is  located,  pro- 

nounced the  establishment  a  nuisance  ;  and  a  con- 
spiracy was  formed  to  destroy  it.  On  the  evening 

of  the  1st  a  large  part}'  assailed  the  hospital,  forced 
their  way  through  the  walls,  removed  the  patients 
from  the  buildings,  and  set  fire  in  cuccession  to  the 
various  buildings,  occupied  as  hospitals  and  resi- 

dences of  the  physicians  and  other  employes. 
Some  resistance  was  made,  and  one  man  was  mor- 

tally wounded.  A  number  of  the  patients  also 
died,  in  consequence  of  the  exposure  occasioned 
by  their  removal.  No  efficient  measures  were 
taken  to  prevent  a  second  attack,  which  it  w^as  un- 

derstood would  be  made  on  the  following  night, 
for  the  purpose  of  destroying  the  remaining  build- 

ings. This  was  accordingly  made  with  perfect 
impunity,  and  the  work  of  destruction  was  com- 

pleted. Thirty-tv/o  buildings  in  all,  great  and 
small,  w^ere  burned,  and  the  amount  of  propert}' 
destroyed  is  estimated  at  $300,000.  Some  of  the 
patients  removed  from  the  hospitals  were  convey- 

ed to  Ward's  Island,  while  many  who  were  afflict- 
ed with  yellow  fever  and  small-pox  remained  ex- 

posed to  the  weather  until  huts  and  other  tempo- 
rary shelter  could  be  provided.  Threats  having 

been  made  that  the  vessels  detained  in  Quarantine 
would  be  burned,  a  United  States  vessel  of  war 
was  sent  for  their  protection.  This  attack  upon 
the  Quarantine  was  openly  set  on  foot  and  encour- 

aged by  the  leading  inhabitants  of  the  island,  a 
number  of  whom  have  been  arrested  and  held  to 
h?{l  to  answer  for  the  offense. 

The  corner-stone  of  a  new  Catholic  cathedral, 
dedicated  to  St.  Patrick,  was  laid  in  New  York  on 
the  15th  of  August,  by  Archbishop  Hughes.  It  is 
proposed  to  make  this  the  finest  ecclesiastical  edi- 

fice in  the  country.  It  is  estimated  that  it  will 
cost  nearly  a  million  of  dollars,  and  that  its  erec- 

tion will  occupy  eight  or  ten  years.  To  defray 
the  expenses  of  the  first  year,  the  Archbishop  is- 

sued a  circular,  asking  one  hundred  persons  to  con- 
tribute each  a  thousand  dollars.  This  was  respond- 

ed to  by  103  persons,  two  of  whom  were  Protest- 
ants, each  of  whom  furnished  the  desired  one  thou- 
sand dollars.  When  this  is  expended,  the  Arch- 

bishop proposes  to  issue  a  call  for  another  hundred 
thousand  dollars,  to  be  contributed  in  smaller 
suras  ;  and  so  on,  year  by  year,  until  the  cathe- 

dral is  completed. 
In  California  the  excitement  growing  out  of  the 

discoveries  of  gold  upon  Frazer's  River  has  abated. 
At  the  last  dates  the  number  of  persons  returning 
exceeded  those  going  to  the  new  diggings.  Gold 

certainly  exists  there,  but  in  how  large  quantities 
it  is  as  yet  impossible  to  say  ;  and  it  is  uncertain 
whether  tlie  state  of  the  rivers  will  permit  digging 
for  any  considerable  portion  of  the  year.  Unless 
some  new  route  should  be  discovered,  as  is  report- 

ed to  be  the  case,  the  diOiculty  in  reaching  the  gold 
region,  and  of  transporting  provisions  and  other 
necessaries  will  continue  to  be  great.  As  yet  the 
amount  of  gold  sent  down  is  very  small,  (iovern- 
or  Douglas  delivered  a  speech  at  Victoria,  to  tlie 
American  immigrants  Avho  had  asked  his  advice. 
He  said  that  if  his  opinion  had  been  asked  before 
they  left  California,  he  should  have  advised  them 
not  to  have  left  their  homes  until  something  defin- 

ite was  known  about  the  country.  But  now  that 
they  had  come,  he  would  not  advise  them  to  leave. 
"  You  wish  me  to  say,"  he  added,  "that  there  is 
lots  of  gold  in  Frazer  River.  I  will  not  say  this, 
because  I  am  not  certain  of  the  fact  myself.  But 
I  will  say,  as  my  settled  opinion,  that  I  think  the 
country  is  full  of  gold;  and  that  east,  west,  north, 
and  south  of  Frazer  River  is  a  gold-field  of  incal- 

culable value  and  extent.  Go  and  prospect,  and  in 
a  few  weeks  \o\x  will  be  able  to  tell  me  what  Frazer 
River  is."  He  then  gives  advice  as  to  the  equip- 

ment to  be  provided,  and  the  route  to  be  chosen. 
The  Indians,  he  says,  are  friendly,  but  thievish. 
The  miners  who  obey  the  laws  and  pay  the  Queen's 
dues,  are  assured  of  protection;  and  "as  soon  as 
trusty  men  can  be  found,  measures  will  be  taken 
for  the  conveyance  and  escort  of  gold  from  the 
mines  to  Victoria.  Every  miner  will  give  in  his 
own  sack  and  his  own  weight,  have  it  addressed 
and  sealed  in  his  own  presence,  and  get  a  receipt 
for  a  sack  said  to  contain  so  much  gold  dust.  It 
will  be  deposited  in  the  public  treasury,  and  will 
be  delivered  to  the  owner  on  the  production  of  the 
deposit  receipt.  There  will  be  a  charge  made  for 
the  expense  of  conveyance  ;  but  it  will  be  small,  in 
comparison  with  the  security  afforded."  The  In- 

dians in  Washington  Territory  are  reported  to  have 
banded  together  for  the  purpose  of  preventing  the 
passage  of  gold-diggers  overland  from  California 
to  Frazer  River.  Active  preparations  are  making 
for  a  campaign  against  the  Oregon  Indians,  whose 
recent  acts  of  hostility  have  been  decided. 

SOUTHERN  AMERICA. 
From  Mexico  we  have  intelligence  of  general 

anarchy,  the  increasing  difficulties  of  the  present 
government,  and  the  gradual  advance  of  different 
bodies  of  the  "Constitutionalists"  upon  the  capi- 

tal, where  they  expect  to  meet  with  little  or  no 

opposition. Hon.  Beverley  L.  Clark,  the  United  States  Min- 
ister to  Guatemala  and  Honduras,  was  received  on 

the  13th  of  July  by  the  President  of  the  former 
State.  In  Costa  Rica  public  attention  is  occupied 
by  plans  for  a  Federal  Government  for  the  Central 
American  States.  A  meeting  of  the  Presidents  is 
to  be  held  at  San  Salvador  to  arrange  the  details. 
It  is  also  proposed  to  establish  a  Federal  navy,  of 
twelve  small  steamers — six  for  each  coast — to  de- 

fend the  country  against  the  apprehended  invasion 
of  filibusters. 

In  Venezuela  General  Castro  has  been  elected 
Provisional  President,  receiving  97  votes  out  of 
107  in  the  Council.  The  Constitution  of  18-30  has 
been  recognized  as  in  force  until  a  new  one  can  be 
formed.  The  Government  has  become  involved 
in  difficulties  w^ith  France  and  England.  Upon 
the  overthrow  of  the  late  Government,  President 
Monagas,  and  a  number  of  his  associates,  took  ref- 
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uge  with  the  English  and  French  Ministers.  They 
were  seized  by  the  new  Government  and  thrown 
into  prison.  The  I\Jinisters  demanded  that  the 
prisoners  should  be  returned  to  their  protection. 
The  Government  refused  to  surrender  them ;  where- 

upon the  British  and  French  squadron  blockaded 
the  ports  of  Laguayra  and  Porto  Cabello,  taking 
possession  of  the  shipping,  and  threatening  to  bom- 

bard the  towns  in  case  of  resistance. 
GREAT  BRITAIN. 

The  long-pending  question  respecting  the  ad- 
mission of  Jews  to  sit  in  Parliament  is  at  last  set- 

tled. On  the  '26th  of  July  Baron  Rothschild  pre- 
sented himself  at  the  table  of  the  House  of  Com- 

mons, and  demanded  to  be  sworn.  A  copy  of  the 
oath  being  presented,  he  said  that  he  had  consci- 

entious objections  to  taking  it  in  that  form,  and 
was  requested  to  withdraw.  Lord  John  Russell 
then  moved  resolutions,  in  conformitj'  with  the 
Act,  to  the  effect  that  the  Baron,  professing  the 
Jewish  religion,  was  prevented  from  sitting  and 
voting  in  the  House  b}-  reason  of  his  conscientious 
objection  to  take  the  oath  in  the  form  required  by 
law;  and  "  that  an}'  person  professing  the  Jewish 
religion  may  henceforth,  on  taking  the  oath  pre- 

scribed in  the  Act  of  the  present  session  of  Parlia- 
ment, to  entitle  him  to  sit  and  vote  in  this  House, 

omit  the  words  '  And  I  make  this  declaration  upon 
the  true  faith  of  a  Christian.' "  This  resolution 
■was  passed  by  69  to  37 ;  whereupon  the  Baron  re- 

appeared at  the  table,  w^as  sworn  upon  the  Old 
Testament,  and  took  his  seat. — In  the  course  of  a 
discussion  upon  Indian  affairs.  Lord  Stanle}'  said 
it  was  impossible  to  form  an  estimate  of  the  present 
strength  of  the  mutineers.  The  total  number  of 
the  Queen's  forces  in  India  and  on  their  v.  ay  out, 
was  78,416  ;  but  7456  were  reported  sick.  The 
Company's  European  troops  numbered  18,858.  In- structions had  been  sent  out  not  to  interfere  with 
the  religion  of  the  natives. — "British  Columbia" 
has  been  substituted  for  New  Caledonia,  as  the 
name  of  the  colony  just  established  in  the  Frazer 
River  country. — Parliament  was  prorogued  on  the 
2d  of  August.  The  Queen's  speech,  which  was  read 
by  the  Lord  Chancellor,  congratulates  Parliament 
upon  the  favorable  state  of  the  relations  with  foreign 
countries ;  trusts  that  the  Paris  Conference  will  set- 

tle all  the  questions  before  it ;  hopes  that  the  Indian 
mutiny  will  be  speedily  repressed ;  says  that  Her 
Majesty  has  given  her  willing  assent  to  the  Act  for 
transferring  to  her  direct  authority  the  govern- 

ment of  her  Indian  dominions,  which  she  hopes  to 
govern  in  such  a  way  as  to  secure  the  advantages 
of  a  just  and  impartial  administration  of  law  to  her 
subjects  of  every  race  and  creed  ;  says  that  the  es- 

tablishment of  the  colony  of  British  Columbia  was 
urgently  required,  in  consequence  of  the  recent  dis- 

covery of  gold  in  that  district ;  and  trusts  that  this 
new  colony  on  the  Pacific  may  be  but  one  step  in 
the  career  of  stead}'  progress  by  which  Her  Majes- 

ty's dominions  in  North  America  may  ultimately 
be  peopled,  in  an  unbroken  chain  from  the  Atlantic 
to  tlie  Pacific,  by  a  loyal  and  industrious  popula- 

tion of  subjects  of  the  British  Crown. 
FRANCE. 

The  Cherbaurg/efes  have  tilled  a  large  space  in 
the  public  regard.  Our  foreign  correspondent,  in 
the  "Easy  Chair,"  gives  us  a  description  of  the place,  and  explains  the  reasons  which  have  led  suc- 

cessive French  Governments  to  expend  so  much 
labor  and  treasure  to  construct  a  fortified  port  here. 
The  Emperor  and  Empi-ess  arrived  at  Cherbourg 

on  the  4th  of  August.    The  next  day  the  Queen 
of  England  and  Prince  Albert  were  entertained  on 
board  the  French  man-of-war  Bretagne.    The  Em- 

peror, in  proposing  the  health  of  the  Queen,  said 
that  the  fact  of  Her  Majesty's  visit  "  showed  that 
the  hostile  passions  which  were  excited  by  some 
unfortunate  incidents  have  never  been  able  to  al- 

ter the  friendship  which  exists  between  the  two 
countries,  or  the  desire  of  the  people  to  remain  at 

j  peace."    Prince  Albert  said  that  "Her  Majesty 
j  was  doubly  happy  in  having  an  opportunity  by 
!  her  presence  to  join  the  Emperor  in  endeavoring  to 
•  draw  together  as  closely  as  possible  the  ties  of 

j  friendship  between  the  two  nations,"  Having I  gone  ashore,  and  inspected  the  fortifications,  the 
Queen  departed  on  the  5th,  under  a  triple  salute. 
The  fetes^  which  continued  till  the  8th,  were  closed 
by  the  inauguration  of  the  statue  of  Napoleon  I. 

I  The  Emperor  delivered  a  speech  on  the  occasion, 
!  in  which  he  said  that  it  appeared  to  be  his  destiny 
!  to  accomplish  by  peace  the  great  designs  conceived 
'  during  war.     His  Government,  he  said,  would 
wage  war  only  in  defense  of  the  national  honor  and 
the  great  interests  of  the  people. 

THE  EAST. 
From  India  the  latest  accounts  are,  upon  the 

whole,  favorable  for  the  English.    The  loss  of  the 
j  mutineers  in  the  recapture  of  Gwalior  was  consid- 
'  erable.   On  the  13lh  of  July  Sir  Hope  Grant  gain- 
!  ed  a  brilliant  victory  near  Lucknow.    The  cele- 
brated  Moulvie,  for  whose  capture  a  reward  of  five 

i  thousand  pounds  was  offered,  was  killed.  The 
j  Governor-General,  upon  receiving  Lord  Ellenbor- 
j  ough's  famous  dispatch,  issued  a  proclamation  of- 
I  fering  amnest}'  to  all  except  actual  murderers. 
I     From  China  we  have  telegraphic  tidings  that  a 
I  treaty  of  peace  has  been  made.    After  the  capture 
!  of  the  forts  at  the  mouth  of  the  I'ei-ho  River,  the 
■  French  and  English  vessels,  followed  by  the  Amer- 
;  icans  and  Russians,  proceeded  up  the  stream  to 
j  Tien-sin,  a  city  of  300,000  inhabitants,  where  they 
were  met  by  a  high  mandarin  with  powers  to  ne- 

gotiate.   A  treaty  was  entered  upon,  the  precise 
,  terms  of  which  have  not  reached  us.    The  dis- 
j  patch — the  first,  containing  general  news,  sent  by 
the  Atlantic  Telegraph — says  :  "  A  treaty  of  peace 
has  been  concluded  with  China,  by  which  England 
and  France  obtain  all  their  demands,  including  the 
establishment  of  embassies  at  Pekin  and  indemni- 
■fication  for  the  expenses  of  the  war.    Under  the 
terms  of  the  treaty  the  Chinese  Empire  is  open  to 
the  trade  of  all  foreign  poAvers,  the  Christian  re- 

ligion is  allowed  in  all  parts  of  the  country,  and 

foreign  diplomatic  agents  are  admitted." 
\s'q  have  also  brief  telegraphic  accounts  of  the 

bombardment  of  Jeddah  by  the  English  steamer 
Cyclops,  which  was  sent  to  demand  tlie  punish- 

ment of  those  engaged  in  the  recent  murders  of  the 
Christians  at  that  place.    The  Pacha  Avas  allowed 
thirtA'-six  hours  in  Avhich  to  punish  the  malefac- 

tors.  As  no  answer  was  returned  Avithin  the  spec- 
ified period,  the  bombardment  began  and  contin- 

ued for  three  days.   The  Pacha  then  came  on  board 
of  the  steamship,  and  assured  the  captain  that  the 
culprits  Avere  condemned,  and  that  he  only  await- 

ed orders  from  Constantinople  to  execute  them. 
This  ansAver  Avas  not  deemed  to  be  satisfactor}-, 

!  and  the  bombardment  began  again.  Ultimately, 
j  Ismail  Pacha  arrived  from  Constantinople,  and 
j  eleven  of  the  insurgents  Avere  immediately  hanged 
;  in  the  presence  of  all  the  shipping.   The  remainder 
of  the  culprits  Avere  sent  to  the  capital  for  trial. 
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Ductor  Thome — .1  Xovel^  by  Antikinv  Tkol- 
Loi'K.  (Published  l)y  Harper  ami  Brothers.)  The 
vein  of  caustic  satire  which  has  given  a  certain 
bad  eminence  to  tlie  name  which  this  autlior  in- 

herits has  become  mollilied  in  his  case  into  a  sul)- 
acid,  pi(iuant  humor,  which  lie  brings  to  bear  ef- 
fectuall}'  on  the  weak  and  ludicrous  points  of  En- 

glish society.  The  novel  before  us  is  somewhat 
softened  down  from  the  audacious  sarcasm  of ' '  Bar- 
ham  Towers,"  but  it  is  by  no  means  wanting  in 
vigor  and  vivacity,  nor  in  occasional  touches  of  the 
accustomed  sharpness.  If  the  author  does  not  in- 

dulge in  the  use  of  vitriol,  he  docs  not  place  milk 
and  water  in  its  stead.  Doctor  Thorne,  the  hero 
of  this  story,  so  far  as  it  has  a  hero,  is  a  bluff,  stur- 

dy humorist  of  the  English  stamp,  with  a  tender, 
loving  heart  beneath  a  rough  exterior,  and,  in 
spite  of  his  careless,  off-hand  manner,  contriving 
to  make  lumself  essential  to  the  happiness  of  all 
parties  with  whom  he  is  concerned,  and  never  fail- 

ing to  be  on  hand  at  the  moment  when  some  scrape 
of  his  friends  demands  his  intervention.  The  plot 
is  carried  on  without  the  usual  traits  of  decided 
villainy ;  but  prominent  in  the  foreground  are  two 
beastly  bipeds  in  the  shape  of  a  wealthy  parvenu 
and  the  heir  of  his  fortune,  who  are  skillfully  used 
as  foils  to  the  more  attractive  personages  of  the 
story.  After  all,  the  whole  impression  of  the  nov- 

el is  far  from  disagreeable.  Mr.  Trollope  well 
knows  how  to  help  his  characters  out  of  ugly  sit- 

uations at  the  right  time.  With  all  his  love  of  de- 
picting the  foibles  and  absurdities  of  weak  and  ab- 

surd people,  he  is  not  without  a  sense  of  the  bright- 
er sides  of  life,  and  his  keen  observation  of  charac- 
ter lends  a  life-like  interest  to  his  descriptions, 

which  often  have  the  air  of  personal  sketches 
rather  than  of  fictitious  creations.  In  the  present 
comparative  dearth  of  amusing  reading.  Doctor 
Thorne  is  a  timely  windfall,  and  will  be  eagerly 
seized  by  the  lovers  of  good  novels. 

Memoirs  of  liachel,  by  Madame  de  B  , 
(Harper  and  Brothers.)  A  lively,  gossiping  nar- 

rative of  the  fortunes  of  the  great  French  trage- 
dian and  her  family  is  here  given  hy  a  fluent  writer. 

The  work  is  mainly  anecdotal,  though  not  spiced 
with  the  details  of  personal  scandal,  which  might 
be  anticipated  from  the  character  of  the  subject. 
It  presents  in  strong  colors  the  vocation  of  Rachel 
for  histrionic  art,  and  her  assiduous  cultivation  of 
the  conditions  of  success.  At  the  same  time  her 
petulant  caprices,  her  bickerings  with  her  rela- 

tives, her  passion  for  money,  and  her  numerous  ec- 
centricities are  portrayed,  apparently,  to  the  life, 

and  probably  there  was  but  slight  risk  of  over- 
charging the  picture.  The  volume  makes  no  ex- 

traordinary pretensions ;  but  it  may  justly  claim 
a  prominent  place  among  the  light,  amusing  books 
of  the  season. 

The  States  of  Central  America^  by  E.  G.  Squier. 
(Published  by  Harper  and  Brothers.)  Mr.  Squier  is 
certainly  the  highest  living  authority  on  the  geo- 

graphy, statistics,  and  political  condition  of  Cen- 
tral America.  To  the  advantages  of  wide  and 

varied  personal  observation,  and  a  deep  interest  in 
the  country,  he  adds  a  profound  knowledge  of  the 
researches  and  writings  of  previous  travelers ;  so 
that  he  has  become  as  familiar  Avith  those  mysteri- 

ous regions  as  are  foreign  statesmen  Avith  the  map 
of  Europe.  Nor  is  Mr.  Squier  a  mere  superficial 
observer  of  external  facts  and  passing  events.  He 
has  a  sincere  love  of  scientific  investigation,  and 

his  attainments  in  various  branches  of  science 
place  him  much  above  the  level  of  ordinary  tour- 

ists. In  this  volume  we  have  a  condensation  of 
his  various  researches,  bringing  the  subject  down 
to  a  recent  date,  and  leaving  little  to  be  desired  l)y 
the  reader,  either  for  entertainment  or  informa- tion. 

Mensuration  and  Practical  G comet ry^  by  Chaiiles 
II.  IIaswell.  (Published  by  Harper  and  Broth- 

ers.) This  volume  is  intended  as  a  manual  for  the 
use  of  engineers,  mechanics,  and  students,  pre- 

senting with  brevity,  and  in  as  popular  a  form  as 
the  nature  of  the  subject  admits,  a  variety  of  rules 
and  formulas  for  the  determination  of  lines,  sur- 

faces, areas,  solidities,  and  centres  of  gravity  of 
various  regular  and  irregular  figures.  Tlie  novel 
features  of  the  book  are  to  be  found  in  the  extent 
of  the  figures  submitted,  both  as  respects  number 
and  variety  of  section,  and  the  rules  for  determin- 

ing their  centres  of  gravity. 
The  Story  of  the  TtUgraph,  by  Charles  F. 

Briggs  and  Augustcs  Maverick.  (Published 
by  Rudd  and  Carlton.)  A  succinct  narrative  of 
the  great  enterprise  Avhich  has  set  aside  the  distance 
between  the  old  world  and  new,  is  contained  in  this 
seasonable  compilation.  It  can  not  fail  to  be  read 
with  interest  during  the  present  effervescence  of 
the  public  mind  on  the  subject,  while  it  embodies 
numerous  facts  and  statistics  which  make  it  worth 
preserving  for  future  reference. 

Memoir  of  Joseph  Curtis,  by  Miss  C.  M.  Sedg- 
wick. (Published  by  Harper  and  Brothers.)  In 

preparing  this  biography  of  a  good  man.  Miss 
Sedgwick  has  been  engaged  in  a  congenial  task. 
He  Avas  an  honest  Connecticut  boA'  by  birth,  and, 
from  humble  beginnings,  gradually  rose  to  a  con- 

spicuous position  in  connection  Avitli  the  education- al institutions  of  New  York.  The  little  volume 
has  been  Avrittcn  mainly  for  the  purpose  of  holding 
up  his  bright  example  to  the  attention  of  young 
readers  ;  but  it  abounds  Avith  those  natural  sketches 
of  character,  and  fine  moral  and  practical  sugges- 

tions, Avhich  render  it  an  admirable  piece  of  bio- 
graphy for  all  classes. 

A  Harmony  of  the  Gospels,  in  the  Greek  of  the 
Received  Text,  by  James  Strong,  D.D.  (Harper 
and  Brothers.)  The  plan  of  this  Avork  is  similar  to 
that  of  the  English  Harmon}-  of  the  Gospels  by  the 
author,  presenting  a  parallel  and  combined  arrange- 

ment of  the  Greek  text,  founded  on  the  selection 
of  a  leading  passage  in  each  section  from  that  Gos- 

pel Avhich  contains  the  most  complete  account,  and 
interweaving  Avith  this,  in  a  difterent  type,  all  the 
additional  circumstances  from  the  other  Gospels. 
The  portion  in  the  leading  type,  accordingly,  gives 
a  full  and  connected  narrative,  Avithout  distracting 
the  attention  of  the  reader  from  one  column  to  an- 

other, AA-hile,  at  the  same  time,  he  has  great  facili- 
ty of  reference  to  the  parallel  accounts  in  the  in- 

terwoven passages.  The  text  adopted  is  that  of 
the  receiA'ed  text,  or  the  Elzevir  edition  of  1G33, 
Avhich  served  as  the  foundation  for  the  common  En- 

glish version.  The  various  readings  adopted  by 
Griesbach,  Knapp,  Scholz,  Lachmann,  and  Tisch- 
endorf  are  noted  at  the  foot  of  the  page,  to  which 
are  added  brief  granunatical  annotations,  for  the 
most  part  of  remarkable  pertinence  and  utility. 
The  volume  throughout  attests  the  learning  and 
good  judgment  of  the  author,  and  Avill  be  found  to 
be  a  valuable  contribution  to  the  resources  of  bib- lical study. 



PROVIDENCE  m  AMERICAN  HISTORY.- 
Iluinan  society  is  a  wonderful  testimony  to  the 

omnipotence  and  tlie  omnipresence  of  God.  It  is  a 
standing  miracle,  demonstrating  a  wisdom  above 
all  comprehension,  a  watchfulness  iufmite  in  ten- 

derness of  spirit  and  variety  of  action.  Each  indi- 
vidual man  presents  some  features  that,  however 

marred  and  defaced  by  sin,  remind  us  of  the  glori- 
ous Creator.  Amidst  all  the  defilement  of  deprav- 
ity we  recognize  God's  image,  and  of  what  a  mag- nificent estate  is  it  the  impressive  remnant !  In 

how  many  strange  and  startling  forms  does  it  au- 
thenticate itself !  Now  it  is  a  light  shining  through 

a  man's  memory  and  falling  upon  the  past  inno- 
cence of  childhood  ;  then  a  light  penetrating  the 

future  and  opening  a  luminous  vista  to  the  throne 
of  judgment ;  to-day  in  a  tone,  to-morrow  in  a  look  ; 
here  in  the  clasp  of  a  hand,  and  there  in  the  glance 
of  an  adoring  eye  ;  this  image  vindicates  for  every 
one  a  holier  birth-place  than  earth,  and  a  nobler 
destiny  than  time.  But  when  we  turn  from  man 
to  society  the  wonder  increases.  To  see  such  dis- 

cordant elements  harmonized— the  lion  and  the 
lamb  even  now  13'ing  down  together — the  demon 
and  the  angel  reposing  in  the  Same  pavilion  or 
walking  abroad  in  company — opposite  tastes,  hab- 

its, natures  fraternizing  in  peaceful  companionship 
— how  the  mystery  repeats  itself  anew  every  day, 
and  wraps  itself  in  thicker  folds  the  more  that  our 
proud  intellects  seek  to  understand  h\  If  the  in- 

dividual man  has  his  counterpart  in  the  planet  on 
which  he  dwells,  society  affects  us  like  the  uni- 

verse. The  spectacle  of  millions  of  people,  all 
cared  for  and  sustained  by  the  beneficent  Hand, 
impresses  a  thoughtful  mind  in  a  manner  similar 
to  the  scenery  of  the  starry  heavens. 

A  nation  is  a  splendid  object  for  a  reflecting  in- 
tellect to  contemplate.  Here  are  thousands  of 

human  beings,  with  their  diversified  forms  of  life ; 
here  are  all  kinds  of  industr}^ ;  here  are  want  and 
plent}',  starvation  and  luxury,  ignorance  and  learn- 

ing, crime  and  virtue ;  here  are  heaven  and  hell  in 
spirit  and  practice ;  and  all  dwelling  side  by  side, 
all  cemented  into  marvelous  unity,  and  holding 
together  as  if  one  common  soul  had  transformed 
them  into  one  common  mass.  It  is  folly  to  attrib- 

ute this  to  institutions  of  government.  The  insti- 
tutions are  only  the  outward  symbol  of  the  inward 

union.  All  the  statesmanship  of  the  world,  un- 
aided by  other  and  mightier  forces,  could  never 

organize  the  relations  of  two  persons,  or  establish 
a  foundation  on  which  they  could  stand  together. 
It  is  by  God's  act — partly  in  the  original  laws  of 
our  nature,  and  partly  by  the  constant  agency  of 
His  Providence — that  this  amazing  complexity  of 
character,  interest,  life  is  upheld.  In  our  vanity 
we  tallt  of  the  security  of  life  and  property,  the 
stability  of  our  institutions;  but  there  are  always 
thousands  of  volcanoes  ready  to  burst  forth  and 
deluge  the  land  with  their  streams  of  fire.  A  daih'- 
revolution  would  be  no  wonder.  The  wonder  is 
that  it  does  not  happen.  Happen  it  would  if  we 
had  no  higher  protection  than  the  mere  jurispru- 

dence and  police  of  nations.  How  true  it  is  that, 
"  except  the  Lord  keep  the  ci/y,  the  watchmen  loaJceth 
but  in  vain Yes,  ' '  in  uaw"— kingly  rule  or  pop- 

ular sovereignty— the  tyranny  of  bayonets  or  the 
force  of  public  opinion — despotism  or  liberty — all 
is  "  in  vain''  unless  the  shield  of  Jehovah  be  spread 
over  our  heads  ;  for  Heaven  will  give  man  no  guar- 

antee  of  peace  and  happiness  that  excludes  its  own 
personal  and  positive  agency.  Only  in  part  will 
it  allow  men  and  institutions  to  do  its  work.  Only 
in  limited  measures  will  it  delegate  its  authority 
to  the  best  ancL  wisest  of  means.  In  all  arrange- 

ments a  broad  arena  must  be  left  for  its  presence. 
Second  causes  must  not  shut  out  the  First  Cause. 
No  machinery  can  be  sufficiently  perfect  to  dis- 

pense with  the  power  of  God.  Sunshine  and  rain 
may  produce  the  harvest;  but,  according  to  the 
Jewish  economy,  the  ̂ '■first-fruits'"  were  not  to  be offered  to  them — they  were  presented  to  (iod. 

Happily  for  the  American  mind  the  sentiment  of 
an  overruling  Providence  is  reverently  cherished. 
It  has  confidence  in  the  resources  of  its  own  intel- 

lect and  activity,  reliance  on  its  political  institu- 
tions, fji4th  in  means  and  men.  But  it  trusts  them 

no  farther  than  simple  human  instrumentalities, 
nor  does  it  make  them  the  end  of  its  hope.  If  it 
depended  exclusively  on  them,  or  if  it  leaned  upon 
them  in  such  a  way  as  to  banish  the  thought  of 
God  except  as  a  refuge  in  the  hour  of  darkness 
and  danger,  then  it  would  idolize  itself  and  its  ma- 

chinery, forget  its  homage  to  Providence,  and  war 
against  the  order  of  the  universe.  We  believe  that 
the  deepest  feeling  of  the  American  heart  springs 
from  a  conviction  that  Providence  has  presided  over 
the  colonization  and  progress  of  this  country. 
Looking  to  the  future,  it  can  not  foresee  how  this 
magnificent  drama  will  be  unfolded.  It  can  not 
tell  what  personages  will  move  in  stateliness  on 
this  great  stage,  nor  what  events,  flowing  from 
causes  now  unseen,  will  cany  forward  the  vast 
movement ;  but  it  clings  to  the  belief  that  Prov- 

idence has  its  purpose  in  our  national  growth  and 
will  fulfill  its  far-reaching  scheme.  A  few  men 
ordinarily  determine  public  opinion  ;  but  the  few 
never  create  a  deep,  genuine,  wide-spread,  public 
feeling.  Such  a  feeling  is  not  the  product  of  art. 
Eloquence,  literature,  intercourse,  can  not  awaken 
it.  Down  in  the  depths  of  the  heart,  where  God 
works,  it  is  silently  formed.  It  is  the  birth  of  the 
spirit,  and  the  spirit  keeps  it  alive.  And  this  is 
the  characteristic  of  the  sentiment  which  we  are 
now  considering.  Our  traditions,  ancestry,  circum- 

stances, have,  doubtless,  intensified  its  strength, 
but  in  its  origin  it  sprung  from  God. 

Such  a  sentiment  is  a  tremendous  power.  Al- 
though its  outward  manifestation  is  not  ordinari- 

ly as  striking  and  impressive  as  some  other  senti- 
ments, yet  it  has  a  vigor,  a  profundity,  a  self-sus- 

tainingness,  that  nothing  else  can  equal.  Indeed, 
it  is  not  so  much  a  distinct  principle  as  a  diffused, 
ethereal  element,  in  Avhich  the  stronger  forces  of 
our  nature  live,  move,  and  have  their  being.  It 
is  always  a  source  of  lofty  thought,  vigorous  will, 
heroic  effort.  Deny  a  man  every  other  resource, 
and  if  he  have  this  well-spring  in  his  soul  the 
stream  of  his  life  will  be  fed  by  fresh  waters  that 
can  never  fail.  Give  it  to  a  people,  and  there  will 
be  a  hardihood  in  their  enterprise,  an  endurance  in 
suffering,  a  heroism  in  achievement,  a  religion  at 
the  heart  of  all  they  think  and  do,  that  the  philos- 

ophy of  the  world,  too  short-sighted  to  see  beneath 
the  senses,  and  too  weak  to  soar  to  heaven,  can  not 
comprehend.  Man  was  originall}'  created  to  dwell 
in  God,  to  draw  from  Plim  the  inspiration  of  his 
daily  life,  to  be  perfect  in  His  strength,  and  to  be 
glorious  with  His  beauty.  Hence,  as  he  enters 
into  union  with  God's  spirit  and  providence,  he 
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recovers  the  primal  law  of  liis  nature,  and  -with  it 
whatever  belongs  to  his  sphere  in  the  universe. 

The  capacity  for  prof,'re.ss  that  this  sentiment 
awalvcns  puts  man  in  possession  of  all  the  means 
necessary  to  establish  his  sovorcipjnty  over  n\atter 
and  to  build  up  the  fabric  of  civilization.  It  has 
given  us  our  best  institutions,  and,  above  all,  cre- 

ated a  spirit  in  our  country  that  has  signalized  it- 
self in  education,  philanthropy,  and  patriotism. 

The  nature  of  this  principle  is  such  that  it  does  not 
exhil)it  itself  in  formal  modes  of  thought,  nor  fulfill 
its  design.s  through  preconceived  plans.  It  is  no 
adept  in  language  ;  and  not  seldom  when  strongest 
in  feeling  it  is  Aveakest  in  logic.  To  trace  its  agen- 

cy it  is  not  necessary  to  consider  it  as  deliberately 
entering  on  measures  that  forethought  has  suggest- 

ed to  be  essential  to  the  attainment  of  its  end.  For 
it  is  instinctive  rather  than  argumentative,  and  by 
a  higher  form  of  mind  than  legislative  ability  as- 

certains what  is  proper  and  expedient  for  the  ac- 
complishpient  of  its  object.  Often  when  least 
known  it  is  most  felt ;  and  not  until  men,  looking 
back  to  its  results  as  incorporated  into  the  struc- 

ture of  society,  study  its  bearings  are  they  prepared 
to  read  the  seal  of  a  divine  hand  on  it.  Indeed,  it 
is  impossible  for  us  to  see  how  this  great  sentiment 
could  operate  in  man  otherwise  than  through  his 
unconsciousness.  If  his  eyes  were  not  holden  how 
easily  they  might  be  dazzled  !  Man  glories  in  the 
intellect  that  designs,  in  the  hand  that  constructs, 
and,  absorbed  in  his  selfish  aims,  robs  God  of  the 
praise  of  wisdom  and  power.  The  wonder-working 
spirit  is,  therefore,  hidden  from  him  ;  and  although 
it  is  present  in  his  sense  of  duty,  in  lofty  and  im- 

passioned impulse,  in  the  glow  of  inspiration,  yet 
he  obeys  it  by  force  of  sympathy  and  not  on  the 
ground  of  knowledge — follows  its  mysterious  guid- 

ance and  sees  not  whither  it  is  going,  so  that  when 
the  decree  is  fulfilled  he  is  more  astonished  than  his 
contemporaries  at  the  manner  in  which  it  has  been 
done. 

Let  us  not,  then,  be  understood  as  arguing  that 
the  thoughtful  mind  of  our  country  has  identified 
the  sense  of  Providence  with  specilic  measures  of 
national  debate,  or  that  this  has  been  a  distinctly 
determinative  element,  when  the  popular  verdict 
has  been  called  for  on  questions  of  vast  moment. 
Such  a  view  would  imply  that  men  could  penetrate 
beforehand  the  counsels  of  the  Infinite,  and  infalli- 

bly settle  the  Divine  course  of  action.  We  simply 
mean,  that  American  mind  has  been  deeply  impreg- 

nated with  the  sentiment  of  Providence  in  the  whole 
history  of  our  colonization  and  civilization.  It 
has  not  explained  the  past  on  the  theory  of  lucky 
accidents  and  fortunate  circumstances.  Nor  has 
it  attempted  to  solve  the  problems  of  our  existence 
and  progress  by  a  glorification  of  human  sagacity 
and  skill  in  statesmanship.  There  has  been  a  pow- 

er beneatli  the  circumstances.  There  has  been  a 
wisdom  behind  our  wisdom.  There  has  been  a 
sovereign  purpose,  fixed  and  immutable,  beyond 
our  purposes;  and  in  this  faith  it  has  found  nothing 
to  answer  its  want  save  the  Chrisfian  doctrine  of 
Providence  as  God's  method  of  administering  the 
affairs  of  the  world.  One  accustomed  to  study  the 
laws  of  human  nature  can  find  no  difficulty  in  be- 

lieving that  the  secret  of  our  strength  has  lain  in 
this  fact.  Abstract  theories  of  rights,  checks,  and 
balances,  institutional  provisions  to  express  popu- 

lar sovereignt}'-  and  restrain  ofhcial  authority,  the 
division  of  responsibility  and  a  system  of  jurispru- 

dence, are  intimately  connected  with  the  agency 

of  government.  lUit  there  is  something  superior 
in  the  elements  of  civil  society  to  these  things. 
Our  social  nature,  no  less  than  our  individual  na- 

ture, M-itnesses  to  God  and  bans  on  Ilim  for  intel- 
ligence and  support.  Nations,  like  men,  must  feel 

that  their  work,  in  some  way,  terminates  in  God, 
else  there  is- no  high  aim,  no  magnificent  results. 
Government  exists  for  ends  ulterior  to  its  personal 
and  social  benefits  to  us.  If  in  relation  to  our  in- 

terests it  is  an  institution  of  God,  it  is  equally  His 
institution  in  relation  to  interests  far  beyond  the 
couipass  of  our  sphere.  It  is  His  instrument ;  and 
if  this  doctrine  is  once  fixed  in  the  mind,  with  what 
force  is  the  imagination  sent  forth  along  those  chan- 

nels, remote  and  distant,  through  whicli  its  influ- 
ence is  to  be  carried  to  the  homes  and  hearts  of  un- 

known millions  !  Nothing,  perhaps,  in  connection 
with  this  sentiment  in  the  American  mind,  is  more 
striking  than  the  intense  conviction  that  we  are 
performing  a  work  for  the  world.  We  say,  in- 

tense conviction.  No  other  language  expresses 
the  fact.  The  feeling  of  the  popular  heart — that 
trustworthy  instinct  so  much  more  reliable  than 
the  popular  judgment— always  associates  the  insti- 

tutions of  our  country  Avith  the  progress  of  human- 
ity in  foreign  lands.  How  the  leaven  is  to  work, 

how  the  influence  is  to  be  communicated,  the  in- 
tellect of  the  masses  does  not  perceive.  Nor  can 

our  statesmen  see  the  mode  in  which  it  is  to  be  done. 
But  the  impression  is  all  the  stronger  for  the  ob- 

scurity in  which  it  is  involved.  The  very  mystery 
that  hangs  about  it  is  an  intimation  of  its  divine 
origin.  If  it  had  been  the  efiect  of  observation,  if 
it  had  been  deduced  from  facts  by  a  process  of  ar- 

gument, we  should  be  competent  to  form  an  opin- 
ion as  to  the  means  and  methods  calculated  to  ac- 

complish the  end.  As  it  is,  we  are  just  left  to  ex- 
ecute our  task — to  show  the  utility  and  excellence 

of  republican  institutions — and  to  abide  quietly  in 
the  faith  that  consequences  will  be  shaped  by  Prov- 

idence to  suit  its  benevolent  will. 
It  is  intei-esting  to  note  the  historic  progress  of 

this  sentiment  of  Providence  as  it  passes  under  re- 
view from  the  early  settlement  of  the  country  down 

to  the  present  era.  Robinson,  in  his  parting  ad- 
dress to  the  Pilgrims,  as  they  were  about  to  em- 

bark for  America,  assures  them  of  his  faith  "  that 
God  hath  more  truth  yet  to  break  forth  out  of  His 
Holy  Word."  In  his  calm,  profound  judgment there  is  a  vast  work  to  be  done.  Calviuists  and 

Lutherans  have  stopped  short  of  God's  purpose. 
They  will  not  advance  beyond  their  leaders,  the 
"instruments  of  their  reformation;"  and,  in  this 
spirit,  a  watcher  for  the  ligj^it  of  a  new  morning,  he 
dismisses  his  flock  to  a  new  Avorld  that  their  eyes 
may  catch  the  earliest  glimpses  of  the  coming 
glory.  The  pioneers  in  this  great  movement  do 
not  appear  to  have  looked  beyond  the  "  Reforma- 

tion of  the  Church  ;"  but  this  was  a  germ  of  suffi- 
cient vitality  to  reconstruct  the  entire  fabric  of  so- 

ciety. The  idea  of  a  State,  as  we  now  have  it  em- 
bodied, was  not  in  their  minds.  Step  by  step,  a 

distinctive  order  of  thought,  peculiar  to  the  new 
world,  began  to  exhibit  itself.  The  aristocratical 
sentiment  was  invaded  b}'  the  democratic  senti- 

ment:  the  limitations  of  suffrage  in  Massachusetts 
were  set  aside  in  the  Hartford  Colony;  Church  and 
State  prepared  for  separation  ;  loyalty  to  England 
began  to  yield  to  another  loyalty,  clothing  itself 
with  authority  at  home,  and  asserting  a  simple 
majesty  that  rested  on  the  force  of  right  and  truth  ; 
until  the  colonists  were  themselves  surprised  to 
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find  a  future  of  their  own— a  future,  not  of  En- 

gland, and  not  of  man's  seeking— open  before them.  Hitiierto  the  idea  of  Providence  over  the 
Church  had  ruled  their  thouglits  and  feelings  ; 
but  now  a  broader  field,  illuminated  by  a  Divine 

light,  is  unfolded.  The  conception  of  a  magnifi- 
ce'nt  empire— a  republic  of  free  mind,  free  speech, free  action— dawns  upon  them;  and,  trusting  in 
(ioi.!  thov  prepare  to  enter  on  its  possession.  With 
what  subdued  thoughtfulness  did  those  men  pro- 

ceed on  their  appointed  course!  Not  rash,  like 
such  as  lean  upon  an  arm  of  flesh ;  not  romantic, 
as  those  whose  imagination  paints  liberty  as  a  god- 

dess to  be"  worshiixid;  not  frenzied  by  reckless 
passions,  that  sport  with  war  and  bloodshed  as  a 
desperate  game  for  the  supremacy  of  the  world ; 
but  calmly,  in  hope  of  a  higher  strength,  with 
a  courage  not  without  apprehension,  they  dedi- 

cated their  all  to  the  contest.  The  event  justified 
their  confidence.  Help  hastened  from  unexpected 
sources.  Relief  was  found  where  human  calcula- 

tion would  never  have  sought  it.  Victory  came, 
because  victory  was  sent  from  Heaven. 

A  century  and  a  half  have  passed.  The  two 
commanding  figures  that  stand  forth,  like  tower- 

ing headlands  fronting  each  other  across  a  scene  of 
intervening  waters,  are  Robinson  and  Washington. 
They  are  both  great  and  good  men.  Kindred  in 
goodness,  they  are  not  unlike  in  those  attributes 
of  intellect  that  constitute  the  clear,  compre- 

hensive thinker.  Roi)inson  was  the  pastor  of  a 
persecuted  church  ;  \Vashington  the  hero  of  a  tri- 

umphant nation.  The  one,  looking  to  the  develop- 
ment of  society  thi'ough  the  Church,  was  chiefly 

anxious  to  perfect  the  Rpf^rrmatioii'^  begun  by Luther.  In  its  central  idea  of  Justification  by 
Taith  he  saw  the  germ  of  all  freedom  of  mind,  of 
personal  independence,  of  tlie  inherent  superiority 
of  the  soul  to  hierarchical  dictation  and  tyrannical 
authority.  Exiled  from  his  native  land,  burdened 
with  cares  and  sorrows,  it  was  the  charm  of  his  sad- 

dened hours  to  picture  the  growth  of  that  germ, 
working  from  a  force  hidden  within,  and,  like  the 
mustard-seed  of  the  Gospel,  lifting  its  lirm  trunk 
and  spreading  its  broad  branches  before  the  na- 

tions. In  the  midst  of  a  dark  age  it  was  his  priv- 
ilege to  see  the  true  principle  of  human  progress, 

and — a  nobler  privilege  still — it  was  his  high  for- 
tune to  announce  it  with  a  distinctness,  a  vigor,  a 

scope,  that  the  science  of  our  day  admires  and  hon- 
ors. "  TIiQ  perfection,  of  knowlede/e,"  he  declared, 

could  not  '■^  break  forth  at  once  •'^  and  therefore  he 
urged  his  flock  to  receive  the  revelations  of  God, 
no  matter  by  what  '■'■other  in.^trumenV^  they  came. 
Sure  is  he  that  the  work  of  the  past  is  not  com- 

plete ;  and  his  manly  mind,  eager  to  vindicate  the 
vast  possibilities  of  the  future,  raises  its  prophetic 
voice  in  behalf  of  the  awaiting  splendors  of  a  more 
glorious  era.  How  bravely  he  asserted  the  spirit  of 
the  unconquerable  will — the  great  deed  already 
done  in  the  great  purpose — when  he  said,  "It  is 
not  with  us  as  with  other  men,  whom  small  things 
discourage  and  small  discontents  cause  to  wish 
themselves  home  again;"  and  how  much  of  that 
man's  soul  became  the  living  history  of  after- 
times —  a  history  of  wonder  and  of  joy!  And 
now,  turn  to  the  other  and  far  more  illustrious 
personage,  who  has  led  the  armies  of  his  country 
through  a  successful  war;  and,  in  a  sublimer  lead- 

ership than  military  grandeur,  has  directed  the 
thought  and  hope  of  his  countrymen  to  the  perma- 

nent ol)jects  of  a  wise  and  hallowed  ambition.  No 

man  ever  had  a  juster  conception  of  the  practical 
skill,  the  industrious  thrift,  the  economical  habits, 
that  build  up  the  material  prosperity  of  a  people. 
But  his  common  sense  had  breadth  as  well  as  clear- 

ness ;  his  eye  saw  what  was  within  no  less  tlian 
what  v.'as  around ;  and,  above  all,  his  noble  moral 
nature  dictated  the  statesmanship  that  had  such  an 
important  agency  in  establishing  the  foundations 
of  national  security  and  happiness.  And  what  to 
him  was  the  law  of  all  laws — the  heart  of  national 
strength  and  hope  ?  Physical  resources  were  not 
his  reliance.  The  prowess  of  arms  was  not  his 
trust.  Looking  deeper,  he  beheld  the  creative 
forces  of  national  prosperity  in  the  spiritual  ele- 

ments of  our  nature,  and  in  the  proportion  that 
these  were  brought  out  he  realized  the  beauty  and 
perfection  of  civil  government.  Few  men  have 
had  a  stronger  sense  of  the  presence  of  God  in  the 
afi^'airs  of  nations,  and  few  have  been  as  ready  to 
acknowledge  it.  Teeling  his  personal  dependence 
on  Providence,  he  sought  to  impress,  both  by  word 
and  example,  the  same  sentiment  on  his  country- 

men. The  faith  of  his  private  life  was  the  faith  of 
his  statesmanship.  If  in  war  he  was  a  Christian 
hero,  he  was  in  peace  a  Christian  ruler — bearing 
alike  the  sword  and  the  sceptre  in  the  reverence 
and  fear  of  God ;  seeking  His  favor  as  the  only 
source  of  well-being  and  well-doing,  and  in  all 
things  committing  the  destinies  of  the  land,  so 
fervently  loved  and  so  honorably  served,  to  His 
sovereign  guidance  and  support. 

The  positions  of  these  two  men  were  widely  dif- 
ferent. In  circumstances,  training,  discipline,  they 

had  scarcely  any  thing  in  common.  The  one  was 
a  thinker ;  the  other  was  an  actor.  Christian  phi- 

losophy guided  the  former;  Christian  statesman- 
ship the  latter.  Robinson  was  anticipative  and 

prophetic  ;  Washington,  meditative  and  reflecting. 
The  one  contemplated  the  authority  of  God  in  the 
Church;  the  other  studied  His  sovereignty  over 
the  State.  But  both  alike  cherished  a  profound 
sense  of  Providence  as  connected  with  the  New 

"W^orhl,  and  both  felt  that  its  presence  would  be  sin- 
gularly manifested  here  in  the  evolving  of  a  new 

order  of  societ}'. 
We  have  selected  these  remarkable  men,  not  to 

present  their  personal  traits  of  character,  nor  yet 
to  dwell  on  their  distinctive  qualities  of  mind. 
Standing  as  they  did  in  an  initiatory  relation  to 
two  different  and  unlike  eras  of  thought,  each  in 
its  aspects  extraordinary  and  both  combining  in 
the  intellectual  and  moral  sequences  of  our  national 
history,  we  have  sketched  a  brief  anah'sis  of  their 
views,  that  we  may  see  what  elements  have  entered 
into  the  development  of  American  sentiment  on 
tlie  providential  connections  of  our  career.  The 
intelligent  reader  can  have  no  difiiculty  in  observ- 

ing how  the  early  mind  of  the  country  was  gradu- 
ally withdrawn  from  the  false  ideas  that  prevailed 

in  England  as  to  the  political  position  of  the  Church, 
and  how  a  process  of  substitution  went  on,  by 
which  a  simple  faith  in  Christianity,  a  hearty  re- 

liance on  its  self-sustaining  power,  a  perfect  assur- 
ance that  it  ̂ vl\s  fully  competent  to  win  its  own 

way  in  the  world,  took  the  place  of  a  pernicious 
dependence  on  fictitious  means  for  its  support.  The 
age  of  Washington  was  more  hopeful,  more  dis- 

posed to  trust  the  unaided  force  of  Christianity, 
more  just  in  its  opinions  as  to  the  relations  of  the 
Churcli  to  the  State,  than  the  age  of  Robinson. 
Let -it  be  remembered  that  the  change  was  not  in 
the  religious  sentiment  itself.    Our  Pilgrim  Fa- 
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thers,  in  tliis  respect,  ■were  oxamplcs  of  reverence,  | 
courage,  patience,  and  enduring;  fortitude  for  the 
men  of  all  time  to  venerate  and  admire.  But  a 
great  change  liad  occurred  in  the  organic  form  of 
that  sentiment  and  in  its  modes  of  expression.  It 
had  a  most  important  eil'cct  in  the  religious  cduca-  j 
tion  of  our  people.  Considered  in  a  national  point 
of  view,  it  has  certainly  resulted  in  vast  good  to 
the  mind  of  the  country.  The  separation  of  Church 
and  State  has  cultivated  a  sense  of  responsibility  in 
the  people,  as  a  people,  instead  of  in  the  people  as 
a  nation.  It  has  led  us  as  individuals,  rather  than 
as  an  organic  whole,  to  feel  a  deep  and  abiding 
solicitude  for  the  inducnce  of  Christianity  over  the 
national  conscience  and  heart.  We  think,  more- 

over, that  our  peculiar  attitude  on  this  subject  has 
contributed,  in  an  eminent  degree,  to  develop  that 
phase  of  the  religious  sentiment  which  contem- 

plates the  relations  of  Providence  to  the  growth 
and  destiny  of  our  country.  It  has  simplified  our 
ideas  of  Christianity,  brought  us  into  more  direct 
contact  with  its  sublime  truths,  relieved  us  of  fac- 

titious supports,  and  given  us  a  national  feeling,  in 
distinction  from  a  hierarchical  feeling,  of  interest 
in  Christianity.  A  national  Church  is  one  thing, 
a  national  Eeligion  is  quite  another  thing  ;  and  in 
nothing  are  they  more  unlike  than  in  their  capaci- 

ty to  awaken  the  sense  of  Providence  in  the  breast 
of  a  people.  Christianity,  not  the  Church,  is  the 
divine  power  to  call  out  and  intensify  human  in- 

stincts. Christianity,  not  the  Church,  reaches  to 
the  deepest  sources  of  our  nature,  and  seizes,  with 
the  grasp  of  omnipotence,  all  that  allies  us  to  the 
infinite  and  the  eternal.  The  Church  is  a  divine 
institution.  It  is  a  beautiful  brotherhood  of  hope 
and  love,  a  spiritual  household  of  faith  and  affec- 

tion, a  heavenly  instrument  for  heavenly  ends. 
Nor  can  we  reverence  it  too  highly,  nor  can  we 
serve  it  too  zealously — reared  on  the  foundation  of 
Christ's  propitiatory  sacrifice  for  sin,  and  witness- 

ing, by  its  holy  sacraments,  by  its  divinely-ap- 
pointed ministry,  by  its  consecrated  Sabbath,  by 

the  self-denial,  purity,  and  benevolence  of  its  mem- 
bership, to  the  wisdom,  grace,  and  sovereignty  of 

God.  But  let  us  not  forget  that  Christianity  was 
born  in  the  bosom  of  God,  and  comes  to  man  in- 

vested with  the  attributes,  clothed  in  the  perfec- 
tions, radiant  in  the  glory  of  its  infinite  parentage. 

We  repeat,  therefore,  the  superiority'  of  Christianity 
to  all  types,  symbols,  forms,  institutions.  And 
hence,  the  nearer  it  can  approach  the  public  mind, 
the  less  external  machinery  between  it  and  the 
world,  the  better  for  its  authority  and  success.  In 
this  simple  but  sublime  attitude,  wearing  its  own 
crown  and  wielding  its  own  sceptre,  it  has  already 
done  a  great  work  for  us— greater  in  nothing  than 
in  the  living  sense  of  Providence  breathed  into  the 
soul  of  this  nation— by  which,  in  the  midst  of  all 
ill  deserts,  our  trembling  steps  have  been  stayed, 
and  hopes,  sometimes  ready  to  perish,  have  sud- 

denly risen  with  a  returning  plenitude  of  strength 
— and,  thus  advancing,  have  found  new  occasions 
to  admire  the  forbearance  that  has  been  slow  to 
punish,  and  the  mercy  quick  to  bestow  a  fuller 
measure  of  blessedness. 

If,  however,  the  sense  of  Providence  in  national 
affairs  is  primarily  due  to  the  moral  spirit  which 
Christianity  awakens  in  the  heart,  it  is  important 
to  remember  that  this  spirit,  acting  through  the 
intellect,  reads  the  manifestations  of  God  in  the 
outward  world,  and  discerns  His  going  forth  in  the 
events  of  the  age.    It  is  a  sense  above  the  bodily 

senses,  and  higher  than  the  understanding.  Yet 
it  disdains  not  to  use  these  its  huml)ler  instru- 

ments, and  by  so  using  renders  them  the  fitter  for 
even  their  earthly  oftices.  Providence  is,  indeed, 
a  mystery,  but  it  is  also  a  fact.  It  is  necessarily 
infinite,  but  it  makes  its  appeal  to  a  finite  compre- 

hension. In  it  there  is  always  something  to  be 
known — a  truth  to  l)e  distinctly  apprehended,  an 
order  to  be  observed  and  scrutinized,  a  movement 
to  be  traced  out  with  satisfying  clearness.  Provi- 

dence educates  the  intellect  as  well  as  the  con- 
science, the  reason  no  less  than  faith.  A  theory  of 

Providence  that  rejected  the  natural  would  be  as 
defective  as  one  ignoring  the  supernatural ;  for 
each  idea  has  its  place,  each  throws  light  on  the 
other,  each  is  necessary  to  a  perfect  sj'stem.  It  is 
this  that  saves  us,  on  the  one  hand,  from  supersti- 

tion and  enthusiasm,  while  guarding  us,  on  the  oth- 
er hand,  from  measuring  the  ways  of  God  by  the 

dim  and  narrow  perceptions  of  unaided  judgment. 
The  v/orkings  of  Providence,  therefore,  if  our  minds 
are  not  blinded,  will  disclose  themselves  to  us  ;  for 
it  is  the  essence  of  Providence  to  distinguish  itself 
from  ordinary  phenomena,  to  separate  itself  from 
the  common  course  of  events,  or  to  clothe  these 
events  in  such  aspects  as  to  render  them  more  sig- 

nificant than  otherwise  they  would  appear.  Hold- 
ing fast  to  this  principle  as  our  guide,  Ave  hope  to 

be  able,  in  the  further  discussion  of  this  topic,  to 
point  out  certain  peculiarities  in  our  national  ca- 

reer that  illustrate  the  doctrine  of  God's  provi- dence. 
Allusion  has  been  already  made  to  the  religious 

motive  that  actuated  a  prominent  portion  of  the 
early  colonizers  of  this  country.  Let  us  take  three 
of  the  great  social  elements  that  entered  into  the 
original  constitution  of  American  society,  viz.,  Pu- 

ritans, Huguenots,  and  Scotch-Irish.  Each  of  them 
had  smarted  under  the  scorpion-lash  of  persecution. 
Each  of  them  had  its  memories  of  bitter  suffering. 
Each  of  them  had  intense  desires  to  enjoy  freedom 
of  conscience,  and  to  live  in  a  repose  that  would  not 
be  disturbed  by  religious  strife.  They  were  singu- 

larly distributed  in  different  locations  over  the  face 
of  the  country,  as  if  each  had  been  destined  to  have 
a  full  opportunity  to  demonstrate  its  own  peculiar- 

ities. Puritans  in  New  England:  Scotch- Irish 
through  New  Jersey,  Pennsydvania,  Virginia,  and 
North  Carolina;  Huguenots  in  the  South;  each  had 
ample  physical  scope  and  suitable  outward  circum- 

stances to  give  vent  to  their  impulses  and  to  or- 
ganize their  distinctive  sentiments.  In  this  way 

they  became  nuclei,  ai'ound  wdiich  were  gathered other  and  less-marked  elements  of  social  character. 
Each  of  them  acted  as  a  great  educative  centre, 
leavening  the  circumjacent  mass  with  its  own  indi- 

vidual spirit.  Not  only  were  they  local  commu- 
nities, dwelling  under  their  own  vine  and  fig-tree, 

but  they  were  so  isolated  as  to  prevent  for  many 
years  any  great  degree  of  sympathy  and  union. 
Owing  to  their  geographical  positions,  no  less  than 
to  the  occupanc}'  of  their  minds  with  the  immedi- 

ate interests  around  them,  there  was  but  little 
room  for  rapid  and  energetic  interaction.  Time 
did,  indeed,  bring  this  mutual  influence  about,  yet 
not  until  seclusion  and  solitude  had  done  their 
work.  They  lived  apart,  each  intent  on  its  own 
aflfairs,  and  striving,  as  far  as  might  be,  to  attain 
its  own  ideal  of  human  society.  Far  to  the  north 
the  Puritans  were  settled  from  the  banks  of  the 
Kennebec  in  Maine,  to  the  regions  neighboring  on 
the  Hudson  in  New  York;  while  in  Eastern  New 
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Jersey,  and  thence  southwardly  to  Fayetteville, 
North  Carolina,  the  Scotch-Irish  were  colonized. 
South  Carolina  received  the  Huguenots.  The  ex- 

iles of  Languedoc,  fugitives  from  Kochelle,  Bor- 

deaux, Poitiers;  "men,"  says  Bancroft,  "who had  the  virtues  of  the  English  Puritans  without 

their  bigotry,"  inhabited  the  banks  of  the  Cooper 
and  the^'Santee.  Opportunity  was  thus  afforded 
to  lav  the  foundations  of  those  local  diversities  of 
character,  tastes,  institutions,  which  have  been 
such  potent  elements  in  our  national  existence. 
The  religious  sentiment  was  common  to  all ;  but  as- 

suming different  external  forms,  it  Avas  at  liberty 
to  follow  its  own  idea  and  impulse,  and  by  these 
means  incorporate  its  particular  class  of  results  into 
the  social  fabric.  Is  there  not  in  this  fact  a  strik- 

ing illustration  of  an  ov^erruling  Providence The intense  force  of  the  religious  principle  in  promoting 
the  early  colonization  of  America  is  admitted  by 
all  who  have  written  on  this  subject.  It  is  a  great 
and  controlling  motive  in  the  movement,  contrast- 

ing most  impressively  in  its  aims,  in  its  vigor,  in 
its  success,  with  that  love  of  gold,  of  military  ad- 

venture, of  imaginative  excitement,  which  prompt- 
ed other  efforts  to  occupy  the  ̂ yestern  Continent. 

But  let  us  not  overlook  another  emphatic  point, 
viz.,  the  providential  provision  by  which  the  Puri- 

tan, Scotch-Irish,  and  Huguenot  were  brought  hith- 
er, and  their  inter-relationships  in  the  final  devel- 

opment of  a  national  chai-acter  and  spirit.  There 
is  more  in  this  co-ordinate  agency  of  religious  views 
and  tastes — differing  so  widely  in  minor  details, 
and  yet  impelled  by  the  same  spirit — than  we  have 
been  accustomed  to  mark.  It  is  difficult  for  us  to 
see  how  the  various  constituents  of  a  social-relig- 

ious nature  could  have  been  more  wisely  drawn  to- 
gether. They  were  admirabh'  adapted  to  check 

each  other,  and  the}'  were  equally  adapted  to  coa- 
lesce. If  the  scientilic  man  finds  in  the  colloca- 

tions of  matter  so  convincing  an  argument  in  be- 
half of  creative  intelligence  and  power,  are  we  not 

entitled  to  the  conclusions  of  a  similar  argument 
in  respect  to  the  order  and  arrangement  of  society  ? 

Let  us  now  turn  to  another  branch  of  our  subject. 
We  have  seen  that  the  religious  principle  was  in- 
tensel}'  active  in  the  early  colonization  of  the  coun- 

try. Furthermore,  we  have  seen  that  this  spirit 
was  marked  by  individual  characteristics  of  taste 
and  temperament,  and  was  moulded  by  peculiar  cir- 

cumstances into  forms  of  striking  diversity.  And 
it  has  been  made  apparent,  we  hope,  that  this  great 
sentiment,  cultivating  in  all  the  same  high  aims 
and  hallowed  inspirations,  did,  at  the  same  time, 
through  its  different  modes  of  action,  lay  a  founda- 

tion for  religious  unity  that  has  been  of  invaluable 
service  to  the  character  and  career  of  the  American 
people.  We  shall  now  endeavor  to  show  that  a 
similar  process  occurred  in  the  history  of  American 
politics. 

The  political  mind  of  the  country,  previous  to 
the  adoption  of  our  present  Constitution,  had  been 
mainly  developed  through  the  instrumentality  of 
local  institutions  and  State  governments.  A  con- 

federacy had  been  organized,  but  it  had  failed. 
All  the  sovereign  States,  except  Rhode  Island,  had 
agreed  that  it  had  proved  itself  unequal  to  the 
exigencies  of  its  position.  The  first  effort  at  union 
having  resulted  in  general  disappointment,  a  new trial  had  now  to  be  made  to  bind  the  thirteen  States 
together.  A  mere  external  tie  was  not  sufficient. 
There  must  be  a  real,  a  radical  union— such  a  form 
of  union  as  should  constitute  us  one  people,  and  yet 

preserve  the  sovereignty  of  the  States.  To  effect 
this  object  the  greatest  practical  wisdom  was  ne- 

cessary. Statesmanship  never  had  a  harder  task 
I  to  perform.  For  it  must  be  obvious  that  no  mere 
I  theory  of  government  could  have  suited  the  cir- 

cumstances of  the  country.  The  conditions  of  the 
problem  were  not  to  be  met  by  abstract  principles 
of  human  rights  and  ideal  conceptions  of  human 
society.  Had  the  work  of  statesmanship  been  to 
organize  the  original  elements  of  a  civil  polity,  it 
would  have  been  comparatively  easy  to  take  the 
plastic  materials,  and,  in  obedience  to  the  simple 
dictates  of  a  republican  sentiment,  embody  them  in 
institutional  shapes  to  meet  the  wants  of  the  age. 
But  this  was  not  the  question  to  be  discussed.  A 
government  had  to  be  constructed  out  of  govern- 

ments already  existing  ;  and  to  attain  this  end, 
established  usages  had  to  be  modified,  old  prejudices 
had  to  be  surrendered,  ancestral  traditions  had  to 
be  abandoned,  and  stern  feelings  had  to  yield  to  a 
spirit  of  fraternal  compromise.  It  was  not  a  state 
of  things,  therefore,  to  which  the  ordinary  laws  of 
political  economy  could  be  applied.  Our  states- 

men had  to  exercise  an  originating  power  of  mind 
that  had  never  before  been  demanded. 

A  new  form  of  political  science,  then,  had  to  be 
created.  How  this  was  finally  accomplished  ;  how 
the  larger  and  the  smaller  States  were  reconciled ; 
how  the  representation  of  States  was  secured  in  the 
Senate,  and  of  the  people  in  the  House  of  Repre- 

sentatives of  the  United  States ;  how  the  sovereign- 
ty of  the  Federal  Government  and  the  sovereignty 

of  State  governments,  each  perfect  in  its  own  sphere, 
and  each  giving  beauty,  strength,  and  dignity  to 
the  other,  were  adjusted,  need  not  now  be  noticed. 
There  is  but  one  light  in  which  we  wish  to  consider 
this  subject,  and  that  is  the  indications  presented, 
in  the  formation  and  adoption  of  the  American 
Constitution,  of  a  higher  wisdom,  a  profounder 
foresight,  a  remoter  purpose,  than  ordinarily  char- 

acterize the  best  works  of  men. 
First  of  all,  then,  let  it  be  observed,  that  when 

the  Convention  of  1787  assembled,  there  was  but  a 
vague  and  indistinct  idea  of  the  form  its  action 
should  assume.  The  authority  of  the  respective 
States  under  which  it  was  organized  Avas  not  spe- 

cific and  definite  as  to  the  ends  contemplated.  One 
thing  is  clear,  viz.,  "the  idea  of  abolishing  the 
confederation,  and  of  erecting  in  its  place  a  govern- 

ment of  a  totally  different  character,  was  not  en- 
tertained by  the  States  ;  or,  if  entertained  at  all, 

was  not  expressed  in  the  public  acts  of  the  States, 
by  which  the  Convention  Avas  called."  (See  Curtis's 
"  History  of  the  Constitution,"  vol.  ii.,  p.  17.) 
Some  of  the  members  of  the  Convention  believed 
in  the  necessity  for  a  thorough  change  in  the  foun- 

dation of  the  govermtkent.  Others  thought  that  a 
revision  and  expansion  of  the  existing  system 
would  be  sufficient.  But  in  the  progress  of  a  few 
months  it  became  evident  that  the  Convention  had 
developed  within  itself  a  new  system  of  political 
principles.  Despite  of  difficulties  such  as  never 
before  embarrassed  a  convention  the  work  pro- 

ceeded, the  range  of  discussion  widened,  contact 
of  mind  with  mind,  the  antagonisms  of  prejudice, 
the  genialities  of  sympathy,  opened  new  fields  of 
thought.  And,  at  last,  when  the  Constitution  was 
ready  to  be  submitted  to  the  people  of  the  States, 
it  was  found  that  a  scheme  of  government  theo- 

retically and  practically  new  was  proposed  for  their 
consideration. 

The  memorable  battle  in  due  time  was  renewed. 
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Step  1)}'  step  it  was  fought  over  again.  The  debates 
in  the  State  Conventions  were  earnest  and  excit- 

ing. Local  jealousies  were  hard  to  reconcile. 
Sectional  prerogatives  struggled  to  maintain  their 
strength.  State  sovereignty  was  tenacious  of  its 
rights  and  privileges.  But  the  same  spirit  of  con- 

cession and  compromise  that  had  controlled  the  Na- 
tional Convention  linally  prevailed,  and  the  Con- 

stitution was  ratified  as  the  supreme  law  of  the  land. 
The  point  that  we  now  wish  to  urge  on  the  read- 

er's attention  is,  that  the  American  Constitution, 
considered  as  the  means  by  which  a  new  form  of 
political  society  was  established,  can  not  be  view- 

ed, except  in  a  limited  degree,  as  the  natural  out- 
growth of  our  previous  experience.  The  principle 

of  republicanism  organized  in  the  Constitution  had 
been  derived  from  the  past.  But  the  particular 
shape  that  republicanism  assumed,  as  seen  in  the 
degree  of  its  expansion,  the  scope  of  its  action,  and 
the  means  by  which  it  was  to  operate,  were  alto- 

gether new.  Had  the  Constitution  been  the  pro- 
duct of  the  age,  it  would  have  represented  the  po- 

litical opinions  of  the  age.  So  far  frona  this  being 
the  fact,  it  was  in  advance  of  the  political  doc- 

trines of  the  time.  It  had  much  more  of  the  spirit 
of  the  future  than  of  the  spirit  of  its  day.  It  was 
wiser  and  better  than  our  fathers  knew.  For  in 
the  division  of  sentiment  that  prevailed  one  party 
was  apprehensive  of  popular  power,  the  other  was 
apprehensive  of  Federal  power.  One  distrusted 
the  capacity  of  the  people  for  self-government,  the 
other  believed  that  all  security  and  safety  lay  in 
the  State  Governments.  One  feared  the  masses, 
and  the  other  feared  a  massive  Federal  authority. 
The  mind  of  the  country  had  been  educated  in 
these  creeds  ;  and  its  republicanism,  although  hon- 

estly and  earnesth'  held,  Avas  subject  to  their  lim- 
iting and  modifying  influence.  Now  it  must  be 

apparent  that  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States 
embodied  the  political  philosophy  of  neither  of  these 
parties.  It  trusted  more  to  the  people  and  to  the 
Federal  Government  than  would  have  been  trust- 

ed if  their  views  had  prevailed.  Looking,  then,  to 
these  facts,  is  it  unreasonable  for  us  to  believe  that 
Providence  guided  our  fathers  in  the  formation  of 
the  American  Government  ?  Certain  it  is  that 
they  advanced  beyond  the  opinions  of  their  day; 
and  equally  certain  is  it  that  they  advanced  be- 

yond themselves.  They  were  lifted  above  their 
individual  tastes,  sectional  theories,  party  preju- 

dices in  political  science  ;  and  hence  the  work  per- 
formed showed  more  of  a  faith  in  mankind  —  more 

of  that  genial  sympathy  with  the  redeemed  nature 
of  humanity  which  is  the  offspring  of  Christian 
sentiment  than  the  political  philosophy  of  the  age, 
or  even  their  own  peculiar  views  of  the  capacity 
of  man  for  self-government,  warranted.  If  the 
agents  of  Providence— the  men  of  might  who  leave 
their  impress  ineffaceably  stamped  on  the  thought 
of  the  world,  and  who  revolutionize  mind  rather 
than  the  external  order  of  society — if  these  chosen 
champions  are  distinguished  from  others  of  their 
time  and  race,  it  is  by  a  simple,  trustful,  uncon- 

scious greatness  that  never  fixils  to  transcend  its 
own  knowledge — that  surpasses  its  own  logic  and 
science — penetrates  into  realms  beyond  its  mere  in- 

tellectual ken — seizes  truth  moi'e  by  instinct  than 
by  deduction  —  and  labors  prophetically,  rather 
than  reflectively,  in  the  vast  sphere  of  human  pro- 

gress. In  this  light  we  contemplate  the  fathers 
of  the  American  Constitution  ;  in  this  light  we  con- 

sider them  the  servants  of  a  higher  will  than  their 

own  ;  men  who  unconsciously  did  a  work  far  more 
magniliccnt  than  they  understood.  And,  more- 

over, in  tliis  light  the  American  Constitution  has  a 
moral  meaning,  a  sacredncss,  over  and  above  what 
political  science  and  civil  compacts  can  ever  give 
to  the  organic  law  of  a  commonwealth.  It  takes 
its  place  among  the  instrumentalities  of  Provi- 

dence ;  associates  with  itself  suljlimer  interests 
than  mere  eartlily  government ;  looivs  to  an  end 
beyond  its  immediate  purpose,  and  thus  speaks  to 
the  heart  and  challenges  reverence. 

Every  thing  connected  with  our  position,  his- 
tory, progress,  points  out  the  United  States  of 

America  as  the  land  of  the  future.  1  he  physical 
features  of  our  continent,  presenting  such  marked 
contrasts  to  the  Eastern  Hemisphere,  indicate  a 
form  of  civilization  that  could  not  exist  elsewhere 
on  the  globe.  It  is  strikingly  adapted  not  only 
to  greatness  of  empire,  but  to  that  peculiar  form 
of  greatness  which  seems  to  be  reserved  for  our 
inheritance.  Compared  with  the  Old  World,  it 
shows  in  its  different  configuration,  in  its  simplicity 
and  unity  of  plan,  in  the  range  of  its  mountains 
and  the  scope  of  its  plains,  that  it  is  singularly 
fitted  to  sustain  the  diversified  interests  of  a  vast 
nation  ;  to  give  those  interests  unity  while  it  allows 
and  stimulates  the  largest  variety  ;  to  call  out  local 
resources  and  awaken  local  power,  but,  at  the  same 
time  and  with  extraordinary  facility,  establishing 
means  of  rapid  and  extensive  intercourse,  bind- 

ing the  parts  together,  and  blending  all  in  a  great 
and  magnificent  society.  Not  less  favorable  is  its 
oceanic  position  to  foreign  commerce.  Taken  in 
whole,  it  is  a  wonderful  provision  for  the  intelli- 

gence, sagacity,  energy,  restlessness,  and  indom- 
itable will  of  such  a  race  as  the  Anglo-Saxon — a 

race  that  masters  physical  nature  without  being 
mastered  by  it  —  a  race  in  which  the  intensest 
home-feelings  combine  Avith  a  love  of  enterprise, 
adventure,  and  colonization  —  a  race  that  fears 
nothing,  claims  every  thing  within  reach,  enjoys 
the  future  more  than  the  present,  and  believes  in  a 
destin}'  of  incomparable  and  immeasurable  grand- 

eur. Without  the  least  extravagance  it  may  be 
said  that  there  never  was  such  a  character — such 
elements  of  activity,  foresight,  sovereignty — acting 
on  a  theatre  so  broad,  so  ample,  so  wonderful.  It 
is  the  only  country  that  holds  out  any  general 
prospect  to  humanity  —  that  offers  ideas,  senti- 

ments, hopes  for  general  diffusion — that  has  an 
educative  power  for  the  Avorld  in  its  principles  and 
institutions.  Where  else  is  there  a  nationality 
more  distinct,  more  self-defining  and  self-project- 

ing, yet,  withal,  so  open,  free,  and  cordial  in  the 
strength  and  breadth  of  its  receptiveness — so  ab- 

sorbing, but  retaining  all  its  vigorous  and  unyield- 
ing individuality  ?  Where  else  are  there  such 

forces  of  conservatism  and  progress  always  acting 
and  interacting  ?  Where  else  is  to-day  a  ncAV 
birth  out  of  yesterday  and  to-morrow,  a  picture 
for  the  imagination  to  paint  from  fresh  mate- 

rials ?  This,  then,  is  the  grand  idea  of  the  coun- 
try, viz.  :  The  Fdture.  According  to  that  idea, 

every  thing,  hitherto,  has  been  shaped.  AA'here men  have  come  in  conflict  with  it  and  resisted  its 
sway  they  have  been  set  aside.  Where  measures 
have  interfered  with  its  mighty  potency  they  have 
been  swept  away.  It  is  the  central  and  command- 

ing truth  in  all  our  institutions,  in  all  our  diplo- 
macy and  legislation,  in  all  our  career,  whether  as 

seen  in  domestic  policy  or  in  foreign  negotiation. 
Beginning  Avith  the  great  idea  of  Robinson,  "  That 
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God  hath  more  truth  yet  to  break  forth  out  of  His 
Holy  Word"— watching  the  slow  evolvings  of  the 
sentiment  of  a  vast  forward  movement  as  Chris- 

tianity is  set  free,  North  and  South,  from  hierarch- 
ical shacldcs,  and  left  to  assert  its  own  majestic 

sway,  tracing  a  parallel  action  in  politics,  by  which 
the  American  Constitution  gave  us  a  government 
that  preserved  the  value  and  dignity  of  lucal  in- 

stitutions, and  yet  harmonized  them  with  Federal 
authority— and,  above  all,  following  out  the  growth 
of  those  educational  and  moral  agencies  that  have 
mainly  contributed  to  form  a  public  opinion,  this 
day  and  evermore,  our  security  and  our  glory — 
seeing  (his  with  an  eye  that  looks  to  the  heart  of 
things,  and  reads  the  soul  beneath  the  sj-mbol,  it 
were  indeed  a  deadness  surpassing  belief  that 
could  fail  to  mark  the  insignia  of  Providence  in 
these  far-spreading  and  high- reaching  wonders. 
True  now  as  true  of  old  in  llorcb:  '■''Put  off  thy 
shoes  from  off  thy  feet ;  for  the  place  whereon  thou 
standesi  is  holy  ground^ 

BY  the  time  these  words  are  in  print  the  great 
work  will  be  an  old  story.  Wonder  is  not  an 

enduring  emotion.  1  he  mind  of  the  world  can  not 
be  kept  stretched  to  ecstasy,  and  experience  will 
be  already  correcting  imagination  in  the  results  of 
the  ocean  telegraph. 

How  we  have  talked  and  written  about  it! 
How,  like  cockneys,  we  have  half  distrusted  our 
own  enthusiasm  and  theorized  against  our  hopes  ! 
Between  the  news  of  the  laying  and  of  the  lirst 
transmitted  message,  how  the  orators  who  had 
rounded  all  their  periods  must  have  shuddered  lest 
they  had  fired  their  salutes  too  soon !  What  was 
to  become  of  Mr.  Field's  glory  if  the  thing  would 
not  work  ?  There  was  certainly  a  space  of  very 
disagreeable  suspense,  hnj^pily  dispelled  by  the  mes- 

sage, like  the  fog  of  a  dog-day  morning  b}'  the  sun. 
Such  an  occasion  is  the  holiday  of  rhetoric.  It 

is  permitted  to  run  wild.  It  can  not  leap,  or  frisk, 
or  flash,  too  much,  too  high,  or  too  far.  Its  most 
grotesque  gyration  is  merely  the  frantic  effort  of 
words  to  describe  the  indescribable — to  foretell  the 
future  —  to  express  confident  prophecy  in  terms 
grand  enough  lor  the  idea  of  prophecy. 

Sometimes  it  fails — sometimes  it  succeeds — not 
in  expressing  the  inexpressible,  but  in  touching 
and  kindling  a  sympathetic  emotion — in  making 
us  seem  to  sec — in  evoking  unexi)ected  analogies 
and  relations  —  in  painting  striking  pictures  —  in 
tilling  the  world  for  a  moment  with  an  eloquent 
noise  of  festivity. 

Put  it  is  a  pit}--  that  people  should  be  too  wise. 
Dr.  Lardner  is  an  eternal  (not  to  speak  irreverent- 

ly) scarecrow  in  the  field  of  scientific  demonstra- 
tion and  prophecy.  The  Doctor,  as  is  plainly  shown 

in  the  charming  life  of  George  Stephenson,  the  en- 
gineer,secmed  to  have  a  personal  ol)jection  to  steam. 
That  this  hot  vapor  must  be  put  down,  was  clearly 
the  worthy  savant's  conviction  ;  and  so  he  demon- 

strated and  proved,  and  as  fast  as  he  showed  con- 
clusively how  certain  things  couldn't  be  done, 

steam  did  them;  until,  it  is  only  just  to  state,  the 
Doctor  fairly  succumbed  to  steam  and  progress  : 
his  skepticism  was  changed  into  superstition,  and 
he  flew  to  the  other  extreme,  declaring  that  he  did 
not  now  see  why  men  should  not  be  shot  from  point 
to  point  like  beans  through  a  tin  tube. 

Dr.  Dionysius  Lardner,  A.B.C.D.E.F.G.II.I., 

etc.,  etc.,  etc.,  ought  to  be  a  perpetual  scarecrow 
in  that  field.  But  the  unwary  did  not  heed  him. 
and  we  had  learned  articles  proving  that  tlie  At- 

lantic cable  could  never  succeed  under  the  exist- 
ing conditions — and  a  great  deal  of  inference  was 

added — so  that  the  leveling  of  the  Eockv  INIount- 
ains  could  hardly  have  been  news  more  unexpected 
than  that  of  the  triumph  of  the  telegraph  when  at 
last  it  came.  IJut  after  the  rhetorical  jiyrotech- 
nics  that  blazed  and  flew  all  over  the  land  upon  the 
lirst  announcement  there  came  an  uiioas\'  ddav. 
No  message  had  passed,  and  what  W(  re  ;-li;nals? 
Dr.  Lardner  brought  out  his  philosophy  again,  and 
having  suggested  a  luuKh'ed  ingenious  hypotheses 
why  after  ail  the  cable  Avas  not  really  laid,  he  would 
have  doubtless  proceeded  to  the  proof,  when,  un- 

happily, the  message  of  her  Majesty  flashed  through 
the  Atlantic  ocean,  and  the  hearts  of  England  and 
America  beat  together. 

Shall  we  say  that  on  the  4th  of  July,  1776,  we 
parted,  and  that  on  the  4th  of  August,  1858,  we  were 
reunited  ?  that  the  mother  and  cliild,  after  long  es- 

trangement and  then  friendly  correspondence,  at 
length  took  each  other  to  their  hearts  and  breathed 
a  mutual  blessing?  Shall  we  not  all  cry  Amen 
with  ringing  bells,  and  roaring  cannon,  and  beat- 

ing hearts,  and  moistened  eyes,  to  the  repl}'^  of  the 
President  to  the  (,)uc;en,  "May  the  Atlantic  Tele- 

graph, under  the  blessing  of  Heaven,  prove  to  be 
a  bond  of  perpetual  peace  and  friendship  between 
the  kindred  nations,  and  an  instrument  destined  by 
Divine  Providence  to  diffuse  religion,  civilization, 
libert}',  and  law  throughout  the  world.  In  this 
view  will  not  all  nations  of  Christendom  spontane- 

ously unite  in  the  declaration  that  it  shall  be  for- 
ever neutral,  and  that  its  communications  shall  be 

held  sacred  in  passing  to  their  places  of  destination, 
even  in  the  midst  of  hostilities?" 

Yet  the  latter  wish  can  not  be  fulfilled  until 
civilization,  liberty,  and  law  prevail,  and  in  that 
happ3'  day  wars  shall  be  no  more,  Hoav  truly  is 
this  last  great  result  of  scientific  progress  a  harp 
strung  world  wide,  upon  which  the  sweet  anthem 
of  the  ang(ds  at  the  Nativity  is  lorever  chanted ! 
Science  works  with  virtue.  It  is  the  handmaid 
of  INIorality.  When  the  heart  wills  peace  and 
good-will,  science  hastens  to  make  it  prevail.  The 
Atlantic  telegraph  will  serve  the  cause  of  human 
progress  just  so  far  as  men  are  true  to  their  noblest 
instincts.  In  th(!  hands  of  good  men  it  will  be  a 
palm  branch  of  peace  waved  round  the  world.  In 
the  hands  of  bad  men  it  will  be  an  electric  match 
lighting  the  fires  and  blowing  off  the  batteries  of 
discord. 

But  in  all  great  triumphs  of  mind  over  matter 
there  is  something  so  inspiring  that  the  best  senti- 

ments of  the  heart  seem  for  a  little  while  to  be 
common-sense.  So  let  the  sweetest  peals  ring  out ; 
let  the  music  of  eloquent  lips  and  kindling  liearts 
flow  free ;  let  the  mountain  tops  glitter  with  the 
fires  that  shall  flash  far  down  the  valleys  humming 
with  life,  the  glad  tidings,  that  Time  and  Space, 
the  old  foes  of  man,  are  made  at  last  his  slaves, 
and  that  as  Solomon  of  old  bound  the  genii  in  a 
box,  and  threw  them  into  the  bottom  of  the  sea, 
so  science  has  seized  Space  and  Time,  and  made 
them  run  the  messages  of  the  world  along  the  floor 
of  the  ocean. 

'*  Dear  Easy  Chaik,— In  looking  over  iv  recent  Num- 
ber of  Lc  Monde  lllustre  (a  Paris  publication),  I  was 

struck  with  the  pertinency  of  one  of  its  contributions  to 
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the  subject  of  a  communication,  signed  X,  in  u  recent 
Kumber,  with  your  accompanying  ronutrks.  I  have  made 
a  rough  translation  of  it,  which  I  transmit  herewith.  If 
you  think  it  worth  insertion,  use — if  not,  burn— but  at 
any  rate  read  it;  there  is  matter  for  thought  in  it,  and 
men  like  yourself  (you  arc  not  altogether  an  abstraction) 
need  only  think  to  realize  the  justice  of  fighting  against 
a  prejudice,  rather  than  pleading  its  existence,  to  justify 
the  use  of  slang  terms  of  contempt.  Ilarjicr  and  its  cir- 

culation may  be  considered  one  of  the  indications  of  a 
tolerably  advanced  civilization  ;  if  it  can  not  do  any  thing 
to  diminish,  at  least  let  it  not  add  to  that  enormous  fabric 
of  prejudice  against  a  people  who  ask  for  nothing  but 
fair  play.  Yours  very  respectfully, 

"  SOUOUGE." 

Scrouge  entirel}'  misapprehends  the  intention  of 
the  Easy  Chair's  reply  to  his  correspondent,  X.  It 
did  not  plead  the  existence  of  a  prejudice  to  justify 
terms  of  contempt,  but  it  simply  stated  the  pliilos- 
ophy  of  a  fact,  with  the  general  inference  that  a 
universal  and  unanimous  judgment  in  relation  to 
any  subject  could  not  be  easily  dismissed  as  a  pre- 

judice. But  the  Easy  Chair  was  caref  ul  to  remark, 
in  July,  "  These  things  surely  explain  the  tradition- 

al treatment  of  the  Jewish  race.  Of  course  they 
do  not  justify  it."  It  farther  said:  "  No  thought- 

ful, honorable  man  is  seriously  and  permanently 
prejudiced  against  another  for  the  reason  (the  Easy 
Chair  should  have  said  "  by  reason")  of  his  race." 
Does  Scrouge  call  this  "pleading  the  existence  of 
a  prejudice  to  justify  slang  terms  of  contempt?" How  about  charity  ? 

At  the  close  of  its  reply  the  Easy  Chair  express- 
ed its  belief  that  the  Jewish  disabilities  would  soon 

be  removed  by  the  English  Parliament.  Since 
July  the  step  has  been  taken ;  and  the  British  Par- 

liament has  practically  decided  that  a  Jew  may  be 
as  honest,  intelligent,  and  able  a  man  and  legisla- 

tor as  a  Christian.  Of  course,  the  fact  was  plain 
enough  before,  and  was  matter  of  dail}'  experience. But  the  solemn  sanction  of  Parliament  indicates  a 
radical  change  in  the  mind  of  the  people.  A  Par- 

liamentary decision  is  the  final  record  of  a  popular 
conviction  in  England,  and  the  admission  of  Jews 
to  Parliament  in  the  same  month  with  the  laying 
of  the  ocean  telegraph  is  a  fact  full  of  memorable 
significance. 

The  next  step  suggested  b}'  the  Easy  Chair,  the 
admission  of  Jews,  not  to  Parliament  only,  but  to 
an  equal  place  in  the  charity  of  Christendom,  will 
depend  mainly  upon  themselves. 

Eet  Scrouge  consider.  The  existence  of  the 
prejudice  and  its  injury  to  the  race  he  will  not 
deny,  however  he  or  the  Easy  Chair  may  differ 
about  its  proper  explanation.  How,  then,  is  the 
public  mind  to  be  disabused  of  it  ?  If  a  company 
of  men  are  reported  to  be  liars,  how  can  the}-  cor- 

rect the  report  ?  They  must  always  tell  the  truth. 
They  must  remember,  that  while  other  people  can 
tell  falsehoods  and  suffer  comparatively  little,  a  sin- 

gle falsehood  told  by  one  of  them  Avill  restore  all 
the  blackness  to  the  cloud  of  prejudice  that  over- 

hangs them,  and  undo  the  good  effect  of  the  uniform 
veracity  of  years.  So  in  every  aspect  of  honesty. 
The  Jews  are  popularly  considered  avaricious. 
Mademoiselle  Maxime  said  to  some  one  who  had 
stated  that  she  was  of  the  same  faith  w^ith  liachel, 
"  No,  I  am  a  Jewess — she  is  a  Jew."  Now  how  can 
they  abolish  this  impression  ? 

Is  there  more  than  one  way  ?  Can  the}'  do  it 
except  by  being  uniformly  fair  and  generous  ? — 
eminently  and  notoriously  so  ? 

Scrouge  will  eagerly  rejflv  that  it  is  not  right  to 
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demand  an  extraordinary  virtue  of  any  one  class 
of  society;  that  men  mixing  together  in  affairs 
must  l)e  judged  by  common  standards. 

■\Vc  do  not  deny  it.  ̂ Vc  simply  ask  Scrouge,  as 
a  man  mixing  with  other  men  in  affairs,  whether 
— granting  the  prejudice  to  exist — the  avarice  of  a 
Jew  will  not  injure  the  general  reputation  of  his 
race  more  than  the  equal  avarice  of  a  Christian  ? 
It  is  undoubted!}'  wrong  that  it  should  be  so. 
Good  men  will  light  against  it.  But  if  any  Jew 
be  seriously  trouljled  by  tliis  kind  of  reputation, 
and  resolved  to  correct  it,  he  will  accept  the  hard 
terms,  and  urge  his  fellows  to  the  same  course. 
Will  not  Scrouge  allow  that  if  a  man  has  been  sent 
to  jail  half  a  dozen  times  for  stealing — although  it 
may  have  been  unjustly  each  time — when  he  is 
working  with  a  man  who  has  never  been  caught 
in  any  offense,  and  a  pocket-book  is  missing,  it  will 
be  much  harder  for  the  first  man  to  avoid  suspicion 
than  the  last,  who  may  be  the  real  culprit  ? 

That  is  a  homely  w^ay  of  putting  the  case  of  the 
Jews — even  granting  that  their  reputation  has  no 
shadow  of  reason  in  their  historical  career. 

There  is  no  question  of  the  immense  injustice 
that  has  been  done  the  Hebrew  race,  and  a  fervent 
Christiun  miglit  well  ask  himself,  "Ought  I  net 
to  honor  that  race  forever  in  the  person  of  one  of 
which  God  incarnated  himself.?"  The  same  race 
crucified  Him,  doubtless.  But  the  race  was  es- 

sentially the  same,  notwithstanding.  And  if  it  is 
to  be  cursed  as  having  slain  Christ,  is  it  not  more 
to  be  blessed  as  the  one  which  His  incarnation 
distinguished  ? 

These  are  grave  questions,  but  they  are  insepa- 
rable from  the  subject.  They  are  especially  to  be 

pondered  by  those  Christians  who  so  flippantly 
speak  of  "  the  cursed  race."  Did  the  Master  make 
the  Jews  an  exception  to  His  golden  rule  ?  Nay, 
in  the  very  hour  of  His  agony  did  He  not  cry, 
"Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what 
they  do  ?"  "Will  any  disciple  propose  to  be  more 
just  than  his  Teacher?  Will  any  Christian  calm- 

ly venture  to  curse  those  whom  Christ  would  not 
denounce  ? 

The  little  story  which  Scrouge  sends  the  Easy 
Chair  follows.  It  is  a  good  illustration  of  the  gen- 

eral estimate  of  the  rights  of  Jewish  men  among 
Christian  men. 

TniE  was  when  the  Jew  was  compelled  to  wear 
a  horn  on  his  head ;  when  he  was  prohibited  from 
bathing  in  the  Seine;  -when,  it  being  considered  ne- 

cessary to  hang  him  (a  not  unfrequent  occurrence), 
he  was  hung  between  two  dogs.  Thank  Heaven, 
that  period  is  far  enough  back.  At  present  the  Jews 
may  well  consider  France  their  Promised  Land. 

Some  fifteen  years  ago  a  book  was  published  en- 
titled "  The  Jews  Kings  of  the  Epoch."  Kings  of 

Finance  they  most  assuredly  are.  It  is  unneces- 
sary to  cite  the  evidences.  Cremieux  at  the  bar — 

Halevy,  Kachel  in  the  dominion  of  art— these  are 
doubtless  royal  names.  It  may  almost  be  said, 
that  there  are  no  longer  Jews  in  France — more  es- 

pecially in  the  heart  of  France — the  true  centre  of 
modern  civilization. 

The  question  has  been  asked.  What  is  the  true 
test  or  measure  of  a  nation's  civilization  ? 

F'or  certain  travelers,  the  most  advanced  people 
is  that  one  requiring  the  greatest  quantity  of 
gloves ;  for  others,  the  presence  of  the  most  nu- 

merous police ;  for  others  yet,  the  abundance  of 
writing-masters.    According  to  my  notion,  that 
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country  is  the  most  civilized  where  the  Jew  is 

placed,'  legally  and  socially,  on  the  best  footing. Look,  for  example,  at  what  occurred  a  few 
weeks  since  at  Tunis.  An  Algerine  merchant, 
condemned  to  prison  by  the  French  Consul,  had 
been  committed  to  the  custody  of  the  authorities 
of  Tunis.  The  Dey  or  Douletti,  the  next  person 
in  authority  to  the  Bey,  learning  that  the  prisoner 
was  a  Jew,  takes  a  fancy  that  the  ordinary  prison 
discipline  is  a  trifle  too  insipid,  and  adds  a  ragout 
of  one  hundred  lashes  applied  to  the  bare  back. 

On  reading  this  item,  I  have  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  the  people  of  Tunis  are  somewhat  be- 

low the  zero  of  European  civilization.  I  have  since 
learned,  however,  that,  by  the  earnest  interference 
of  our  Consul,  the  Bey  has  compelled  the  Douletti 
to  make  the  ammde,  and  to  place  at  the  disposal 
of  the  lacerated  victim  a  sum  of  money  by  way  of 
inJemnit}', From  this  second  circumstance  I  deduce  the  in- 

ference that  the  civilization  of  Tunis  is  yet  one  de- 
gree above  that  of  Morocco,  which  certain!}-,  under 

similar  circumstances,  Avould  have  required  much 
more  urgent  pressure.  And  thus,  in  ascending  the 
scale  as  I  apply  my  theorj-  to  other  European  na- 

tions, I  find  that  Germany,  which  withholds  from 
the  Jews  social  equality — England,  which  closes 
upon  them  the  doors  of  Parliament — are  behind  us 
in  point  of  civilization;  not  but  that  among  our- 

selves even  there  are  gradations  of  opinion  on  this 
question.  In  certain  provinces  of  France — Alsace 
and  Lorraine,  for  instance — prejudice  seems  to  pre- 

vail over  right,  and  from  time  to  time  the  passions 
of  another  age  break  forth. 

Thus  I  am  much  deceived  if,  in  a  little  lawsuit 
which  has  just  taken  place  in  Colmar,  there  was 
not  a  something  more  than  a  simple  question  of 
violation  of  contract  or  mere  civil  interest.  You 
may  judge. 

On  the  28th  day  of  June,  1854,  a  Catholic  named 
Willig  sold  to  an  Israelite  by  the  name  of  Ilirsch, 
for  the  sum  of  five  thousand  francs,  a  house  situ- 

ated in  Ilanstatt. 
This  house  had  formerly  been  the  vicarage  of 

the  commune.  The  front  had  been  ornamented 
with  a  statue  of  the  Virgin,  before  which  the  faith- 

ful had  been  Avont  to  prostrate  themselves.  The 
contract,  duly  executed  before  a  notary,  contained 
a  clause  in  which  the  purchaser  bound  himself  to 
respect  the  image  of  the  Holy  Virgin  upon  the  front 
of  the  conveyed  premises — to  retain  it  in  its  place, 
without  the  right  to  remove  it. 

Strange  to  relate,  from  that  moment  the  devo- 
tion of  the  faithful  seemed  to  augment  in  a  fearful 

degree.  Every  day  there  appeared  a  long  file  of 
pilgrims,  who  came  to  prostrate  themselves  in 
front  of  Hirscli's  premises — formidable  processions 
lacking  nothing  of  pomp  or  solenmity. 

By  a  singular  chance,  the  Sabbath  day  appeared 
to  be  that  on  which  the  largest  number  of  visitors 
paid  their  respects  to  Mr.  Hirsch. 

Was  it  that  the  sight  of  the  Holy  Image,  in  the 
hands  of  the  enemy  of  Christ,  had  in  reality  re- 

kindled the  zeal  of  the  Catholics  of  the  commune  ? 
or  was  it  rather  that  the  late  proprietor  amused 
himself  by  getting  up  this  sort  of  demonstration 
to  bore  the  new  occupant  ?  At  any  rate,  it  is 
quite  sure  the  spectacle  was  any  thing  but  refresh- 

ing to  an  Israelite  ;  and  he,  accordingly,  set  him- 
self about  putting  a  stop  to  it.  He  hit  upon  this remedy. 

Some  sixty  years  previous  the  commune  had 

adopted  a  plan  for  the  regulation  of  a  new  street 
line.  Now  among  the  buildings  from  which  this 
plan  cut  off  a  portion  was  the  one  in  question. 
What  did  Hirsch  do  ? 

He  petitioned  to  have  his  front  made  in  con- 
formity with  the  law,  and,  fortified  with  the  mu- 
nicipal authorization,  he  set  himself  to  work  to 

demolish  it.  Before  doing  so,  with  characteristic 
caution,  anxious  to  leave  no  point  of  attack,  he 
carefully  removed  the  statue  from  its  niche :  with 
every  imaginable  precaution,  he  caused  it  to  be  de- 

posited in  the  charge  of  a  zealous  Catholic  of  the 
commune. 

Things  could  not  remain  in  this  shape. 
The  seller  complained  against  Hirsch  for  viola- 

tion of  contract,  and  caused  him  to  be  notified  that 
the  statue  must  h&  replaced  upon  the  front  of  his 
new  wall.  Hirsch  refused.  He  offered  this  al- 

ternative— to  present  the  statue  to  the  curate  of 
Hanstatt,  either  to  place  in  his  own  church  or 
upon  the  archway  of  a  gate  along  the  road,  where, 
said  he,  it  will  answer  every  purpose,  and  where 
the  faithful  might  repair  to  worship  it  at  their  own 

pleasure. These  propositions  were  rejected  and  a  lawsuit 
ensued. 

Willig  was  triumphant — the  Court  authorized 
him  to  replace  the  statue  at  the  expense  of  Hirsch 
either  in  its  former  situation,  or  in  any  other  con- 

spicuous spot  in  the  wall,  and  in  case  Hirsch  re- 
fused to  surrender  the  statue,  to  cause  another  to 

be  made  at  the  expense  of  said  Hirsch. 
Was  I  not  right  in  saying  that  through  the 

Avhole  of  this  affair  the  old  bitterness  of  the  iNIid- 
dle  Age  was  apparent.  At  the  same  time  the  prov- 

ince which  entertain?  and  cherishes  this  feeling — if 
statistics  are  reliable — is  one  of  those,  according  to 
the  report  on  the  Progress  of  Education,  occupy- 

ing the  first  rank.  From  which,  in  my  opinion, 
it  follows,  that  though  in  itself  primary  instruc- 

tion may  be  a  capital  thing,  it  is  unreasonable  to 
look  upon  it  as  a  perfect  instrument  of  civilization. 

A  YOUNG  gentleman  who  signs  his  note  "  Jeems 
Van  Wartenburger,  Esquire,"  entreats  some  good 
advice  of  the  Easy  Chair  in  regard  to  his  house- 

hold, as  he's  just  upon  the  point  of  leading  the 
blushing  "  ̂ liss  Phoebe  Fitz  Fleaury"  to  the  hy- 

meneal altar.  The  young  man  states  that  his  fa- 
ther left  him  plenty  of  money,  and  that,  as  soon  as 

the  watering  season  is  fairly  over,  he  shall  lose  no 
time,  but  summon  the  celebrated  sexton  of  Grace 
Church — the  Magnus  Apollo  of  metropolitan  society 
— and,  with  his  assistance  (perhaps  also  with  that 
of  the  rector,  although  ]\Ir.  Van  W.  does  not  men- 

tion him),  "launch  upon  the  sea  of  matrimony." ISlr.  Van  W.  fartlier  remarks  that  in  these 
troubled  times  he  wishes  to  observe  wise  economy, 
and  consequently  can  not  consent,  while  his  fam- 

ily consists  only  of  himself  and  his  wife,  to  spend 
j  more  than  ten  thousand  dollars  a  year.  With  the 
same  regard  to  thrift  he  proposes  to  have  no  other 
domestics  than  one  lady's-maid  and  waiting-wo- 

man, who  must  be  young,  blonde,  and  handsome 
(not  to  say  beautiful).  The  spread  of  her  skirt 
must  be  less  than  that  of  her  mistress — she  must 
not  absent  herself  from  the  house,  nor  fall  asleep 
while  her  mistress  is  away. 

Secondly,  A  chambermaid  is  wanted,  Avho  shall 
be  cheerful,  patient,  capable  of  appearing  genteel 
when  well  dressed,  "not  given  to  airs,"  and  fur- 

nished with  satisfactory  recommendations.  Nei- 



EDITOR'S  EASY  CHAIR. 
703 

ther  of  those  ladies  are  expected  to  wear  their  mis- 
tress's dresses  until  after  she  shall  herself  have 

Avorn  them  three  tinges. 

Thirdly,  "One  cullured  boy,"  of  a  delicate  Ha- 
vana hue,  of  jjenteel  and  graceful  bearing  suggest- 

ive of  gentlemanly  ancestry,  and  who  must  not 
use  tobacco  in  any  form. 

Fourthlij,  A  coachman,  of  round  form  and  unex- 
ceptionable legs  ;  of  ruby  face  and  proboscis,  who 

must  show  a  medal  from  Father  Mathew. 
Fifthly,  A  footman  of  "established  principles 

and  aristocratic  physique." 
Sixthly,  A  cook,  bland  and  not  too  fat.  She 

must  be  prompt  and  perfect,  especially  upon  Sun- 
days, when  the  master  of  the  flimily  entertains  his 

select  friends.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Van  W.  will  be  un- 
able to  tolerate  any  failures. 

Seven'hty,  A  housekeeper  of  Holland  descent,  who 
might  be  a  maiden  lady ;  but  a  widow  would  be 
preferred,  without  children,  nieces,  or  cousins. 

These  retainers  must  all  be  native  born.  Miss 
Phoobe  has  yielded  her  preference  of  a  Grisette  for 
lady's-maid,  and  a  cook  of  the  same  nation.  She 
waives  the  English  birth  of  her  coachman,  and  the 
Scotch  family  of  her  house-keeper  ;  and  Mr,  Van 
W.  finds  in  herTeasonable  relinquishment  of  such 
preferences  the  most  glowing  auguries  for  his  fu- 

ture happiness. 
How  to  find  them  is  now  tha  problem.  He  has 

inquired  at  all  the  Intelligence  ofiices,  and  all  the 
Intelligence  offices  are  crowded  with  just  such  can- 

didates— except  that  they  are  not  always  native 
bom.  How  shall  the  happy  pair  find  what  they 
want  ? 

The  Easy  Chair  would  respectfully  advise  call- 
ing in  the  detective  police  as  the  only  probably 

successful  resource  under  the  circumstances.  Or 
a  large  check  handed  to  each  of  the  Intelligence 
office  agents  might  secure  their  particular  atten- 

tion to  the  subject,  and  induce  them  to  mention 
any  satisfactory  candidates  that  fell  under  their 
notice. 

When  this  is  comfortably  accomplished — when 
they  are  all  installed  in  the  princely  mansion  to 
which  Mr.  Van  W.  proposes  to  conduct  Miss  Phoebe 
— it  really  seems  that,  with  strict  economy,  and 
the  ten  thousand  dollars,  and  the  seven  accom- 

plished servants,  the  matter  might  be  managed  by 
the  youthful  pair,  so  long  as  they  are  but  two. 
Of  course  Mr.  Van  W.  would  have  to  deny  him- 

self a  yacht  and  a  large  country  seat ;  but  these 
deprivations  might  be  compensated  by  cheerful- 

ness and  rooms  at  Saratoga  and  Newport.  The 
happy  pair  must  console  themselves  by  compar- 

isons. They  must  reflect  that,  if  they  can  not  have 
a  pleasure-vessel  and  a  villa,  there  are  people  who 
positively  can  not  have  more  than  five  domestics, 
and  not  all  of  those  native  born !  They  must  re- 

member that  some  people  have  not  even  a  carriage ! 
Thus,  by  force  of  philosophy  and  natural  buoyancj)', 
these  rougher  parts  of  life  can  be  smoothed  over, 
and  the  journey  be  made  at  least  tolerable — al- 

though with  only  seven  servants  and  ten  thousand 
a  year. 

Will  Mr.  Van  W.  now  answer  the  Easy  Chair 
one  question  } 
When  these  appliances  are  perfected,  and  Mr. 

Brown  has  imparted  his  blessing  to  the  happy  and 
blushing  pair — when  the  little  bridal  tour  is  ended 
and  the  honeymoon  is  in  its  middle  quarter — when 
the  happy  pair  have  returned,  and  the  business  of 
life  has  commenced  with  the  seven  servants — and 

ever\-  day  Mr.  Van  W.  goes  down  town  to  attend  to 
business — the  Easy  Chair  can  see  clearly  what  all 
the  household  is  to  do — but  what  is  the  mistress to  do? 

Micros  is  a  young  lady  who  thanks  the  Easy 
Chair  fur  returning  a  MS.  without  slamming  the 
door  in  her  face,  and  who  adds,  extravagantly  and despondingly : 

"  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  make  up  mv  mind  at  once 
that  I  am  not  a  genius,  whose  fate  it  is  to  live  and  die 
unkno^rn.  Well,  as  I  always  rather  doubted  it,  it  will 
not  be  very  difficult  to  arrive  at  such  a  conclusion;  so  I 
will  smile  and  live  on — a  young  lady  with  nothing  to  do. 
and  lacking  the  power  even  to  do  that.  For  yon  see. 
Sir,  I've  grown  tired  of  living,  though  not  quite  twenty yet,  and  nothing  has  any  thing  in  it  to  satisfy.  Please 
don't  call  me  sentimental;  I  have  writhed  under  thai 
imputation  more  than  once  before,  when  I  sought  coun- 

sel of  older  persons  than  myself,  and  it  only  drove  me 
back  upon  my  unsatisfactory  self  again.  My  brother  and 
sisters  are  all  too  old  for  me  to  attempt  doing  them  any 
good — in  fact,  I'm  an  odd  sheep — and  now  I  think  it  is  a great  deal  harder  to  live  than  to  die.  I  did  not  mean  to 
say  all  this,  for  I  see  your  eyes  wandering  restlessly  to- 

ward those  papers.    So  I'll  say  good-byl" 
The  Easy  Chair  has  known  a  great  many  young 

people  of  the  name  and  family  of  Micros.  There 
are  times  in  youth  when  a  singular  sense  of  weari- 

ness discolors  every  thing  present  and  future  ;  dis- 
tempers every  relation  ;  and,  while  seeming  most 

unreasonable,  is  yet  as  real  as  any  mood  can  be. 
What  else  is  Hamlet  than  the  stately  presentment 
of  this  state  of  mind Ostensibly  it  is  his  father's 
murder  and  his  mother's  shame  that  drive  him 
through  his  melancholy  career,  but  those  are  onlv 
the  occasions,  not  the  cause  of  his  morbid  restless- ness. 

Let  Micros  at  once  make  up  her  mind  that  she  is 
not  "  a  genius,"  and  be  thankful  she  is  no  such 
monster.    The  very  doubt  and  question  are  only 
symptoms  of  her  condition.    It  is  a  diseased  self- 

I  consciousness.    What  "a  genius*'  ma}'  or  may  not 
j  do,  is  hard  to  say ;  but  people  of  genuine  power  in 
I  any  way  are  not  very  likely  to  trouble  themselves 
I  with  wondering  whether  they  have  it,  and  Avheth- 
er,  if  they  have  it,  the  world  will  acknowledge  it. 
"A  genius,"  let  us  hope,  does  his  work,  and  bids the  world  go  hang. 

Let  Micros  look  at  the  case  a  moment. 
She  sends  the  Easy  Chair  a  MS.,  which  is  read 

and  returned.    She  does  the  same  thing  again, 
with  the  same  result.    That  is  to  say,  A  writes 
something  which  B  thinks  is  hardly  suitable  for 

I  printing.     Thereupon  A  resolves  that  he  is  no 
j  genius — that  there  is  nothing  farther  to  le  hoped 
'  or  tried  iil  this  life — and  that  the  sooner  he  dies  the 
■  better  for  all  concerned ! 
j     This  might  be  called  a  steeple-chase  to  conclu- 

sions.   "WTiy  should  A  make  B  stand  for  the  whole !  world  ?    Suppose  B  were  Shakspeare  himself,  it 
by  no  means  follows  that  his  judgment  of  litera- 

ture would  be  valuable.    The  functions  of  critic 
j  and  creator  are  very  different.    Then,  again,  does 
I  not  the  immediate  surrender  to  B's  judgment  show 
'  that  A  himself  secretly  doubts  whether  he  can  do 
[  what  he  has  attempted But  if  he  have  no  faith 
in  himself,  how  can  he  work.'    Still  fiirther,  al- 

I  lowing  it  to  be  true  that  A  can  not  successfully 
j  do  what  he  has  tried  to  do,  does  it  therefore  follow 
j  that  the  gates  of  Possibility  are  closed,  and  that,  if 
i  he  can't  survey  a  field,  he  can  not  therefore  meas- 
i  ure  molasses  ? 



704 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

If  Micros  sits  down  to  -write  a  poem,  and  fails,  I 
Avhat  follows  ?    That  Micros  is  not  a  good,  clever,  | 
hsartv,  honest,  talented,  industrious  fellow,  fit  and 
worthy  to  do  twenty  desirable  and  honorable 
things?    Not  at  all;  but  simply  that  Micros  is 
not  a  poet. 

In  the  present  case,  however,  it  is  with  nothing 
verv  logical  that  we  have  to  deal.  It  is  a  vague 
discontent  that  rises  and  clouds  the  natural  hilar- 

ity of  youth  as  inexplicably  as  a  fog  blows  over 
the  brightest  day.  It  is  not  a  frame  of  mind  to  be 
sneered  at  and  despised,  but  rather  pitied  and  ten- 

derly entreated.  Sentimentality  is  a  convenient 
name  for  all  regret  and  sorrow  that  do  not  spring 
from  toothache ;  but  there  is  a  longing  of  the  soul 
which  can  not  be  explained,  but  which  begets  an 
infinite  sadness. 

"Tiie  desire  of  tlie  moth  for  the  star, 
Of  the  night  for  the  morrow ; 

The  devotion  to  something  afar 
From  the  sphere  of  our  sorro\y." 

Certain  music  is  its  most  perfect  and  exquisite  ex- 
pression.   Now  and  then  it  is  hinted  in  poetry : 

"A  feeling  of  sadness  and  longing, 
That  is  not  akin  to  pain; 

And  resemhles  sorrow  only 
As  the  mist  resembles  the  rain." 

But  it  passes,  often,  like  vapors  of  the  morning. 
How'  many  a  day  in  the  beautiful  August  of  this 
summer,  that  began  heavily  muffled  in  hot  mist, 
and  so  deadly  still  as  to  seem  stagnant  and  oppress- 

ive with  tex'rible  foreboding,  gradi:".lly  lighted  up 
as  the  hours  wore  on — slowl}'  cleared  in  the  sky 
and  over  the  earth — until,  Avhen  noon  was  past,  a 
clear,  cool,  calm  beneficence  of  splendor  smote  the 
happy  soul  with  the  sense  of  perfect  summer !  So, 
very  often,  is  it  in  human  experience.  The 

"Fallings  from  us,  vanishings, 
Blank  misgivings  of  a  creature 
Moving  about  in  worlds  not  realized," 

gradually  disappear. 
Let  Micros  satisfy  herself  that  she  is  not  senti- 

mental, and  not  be  troubled  if  she  is  called  so. 
Let  her  understand  that  she  was  not  sent  cause- 

lessly into  the  world — that  the  Father  creates  no 
xhild  for  whom  he  has  not  place  and  portion.  If 
she  finds  she  has  mistaken  it,  the  fact  of  mistake 
is  an  indication  that  there  is  something  mistaken. 
Let  her  read,  and  as  she  reads,  ponder,  the  great- 

est poem,  perhaps,  of  modern  times,  Wordsworth's 
Ode  on  the  Intimations  of  Immortality.  Who 
lives  in  vain  ? 

"How  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene, The  dark  unfuthomed  caves  of  ocean  bear! 
How  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air!" 

Are  the  gems  and  flowers  therefore  useless  ? 
Would  it  not  be  use  enough  that  they  can  point  so 
exquisite  a  moral?  Consider  the  lilies.  Micros, 
and  remember  that  God  has  made  you  in  His 
image. 

As  the  time  of  Thanksgiving  approaches,  it  is 
natural  that  mammas  should  ask  themselves,  as 
one,  "  By-the-Burn,"  asks  the  Easy  Chair,  whether children  may  not  be  so  trained  that  "no  night  may 
find  them  stuffed  like  Cliristmas  turkeys,"  and  yet 
not  find  them  weak,  puny,  and  spoony,  sewing samplers  and  conning  a  moral  Mother  Goose? 

The  question  is  suggested  by  the  little  sketch 
called  "  The  Quiet  Home,"  in  the  August  Number of  the  Magazine.    Tlie  four  children,  who  were  so 

very  well-behaved  and  silent  with  their  crochet 
work  and  their  other  sedate  employments,  and  who 
so  excited  the  admiring  envy  of  the  mother  of  a 
noisy  household,  sickened  and  died  early,  because 
tlie  confinement  and  employment  which  produced 
the  "  quiet"  also  weakened  the  constitutions  of  the 
children. 

Now  an  old  Easy  Chair  who  loves  children,  and 
always  has  his  arms  full  of  gingerbread  for  them — 
who  delights  in  nothing  more  than  in  their  climb- 

ing and  frolicking  about  him — who  feels  himself, 
in  fact,  a  kind  of  universal  uncle  to  all  darlings  in 
short  frocks  and  trowsers — will  hardly  be  accepted 
as  an  authority,  probably,  by  well-regulated  mam- 

mas. But  he  has  his  theor}-,  notwithstanding,  and 
he  puts  his  four  feet  down  in  defense  of  certain 

points. The  first  is  that,  considering  the  natural  rest- 
lessness of  children,  to  require  of  them  the  same 

gravity  and  silence  that  you  w^ould  observe  in  ven- 
erable Easy  Chairs,  for  instance,  is  simply  absurd. 

You  might  as  reasonably  expect  a  mountain  stream 
to  flow  as  smoothly  and  quietly  as  the  Hudson,  or 
a  young  pupp}'  to  lie  as  sedately  upon  the  porch  all 
day  as  old  Watch,  the  Newfoundland  house-dog. 
Children  are  naturally  gay  and  tumultuous.  Their 
health  requires  that  constant  activity.  They  must 
run,  and  jump,  and  hop,  and  play,  and  shout  to 
keep  themselves  in  tune. 

But,  for  all  that,  they  are  not  to  be  allowed  to 
indulge  all  their  whims  any  more  than  their  sen- 

iors. It  is  just  as  necessary  that  a  boy  should  be 
obedient,  as  that  he  should  take  exercise  ;  and  the 
only  rule  seems  to  be  that  he  should  be  reasonably, 
and  not  unreasonably  repressed.  To  insist  that  he 
shall  never  make  any  noise  in  the  house  is  foolish  ; 
but  to  allovf  him  to  be  just  as  noisy  as  he  chooses 
is  equally  foolish. 

No,  dear  madame,  no  absolute  rule  can  be  lai^ 
down ;  but  you  may  fairly  say  that  every  case  is 
to  be  determined  for  itself.  English  children,  who 
are  the  heartiest  and  healthiest,  are  often  the  "  I )est- 
behaved"  of  any  in  the  Avorld.  American  children 
are  usually  disagreeable  (especially  in  cars  and 
steamboats),  because  they  arc  suffered  to  tyrannize 
over  their  parents.  In  fact,  no  man  can  travel 
much  without  perceiving  that  generally  both  the 
traveling  parents  and  children  ought  to  be  soundly 
whipped  together. 

However,  madame,  do  you  think  a  silly  old 
Chair,  that  can  never  j^ee  a  child  crying  but  he  is 
very  apt  to  fall  to  sniveling  himself,  is  a  proper 
philosopher  upon  these  points?  The  whole  mat- 

ter lies  in  your  own  good  sense. 

TiiE  Easy  Chair,  like  his  Weelcly  friend,  the 
Lounger,  will  have  to  set  up  a  Letter-Box,  if  his 
friends  continue  to  send  him  such  kind  tokens  of 
their  regard. 

Here,  for  instance,  is  "Zillah,"  in  Salem,  who wishes  to  know  the  names  of  the  authors  of  the 
various  articles  which  please  her.  The  Easy  Chair 
is  sorry  to  say  that  she  speaks  of  the  brilliant  gen- 

iuses who  prepare  the  monthly  intellectual  ban- 
quet of  this  Mofjazine,  as  the  "literaiy  M.  Soyers 

who  concoct  it !"  So  long  as  they  are  regarded  as 
I  cooks — as  individuals  in  white  caps  and  aprons,  and 
red  faces,  carrying  sauce-pans  and  turning  stews 
— the  self-respect  and  esprit  du  corps  of  the  Easy 
Chair  forbid  an  answer. 

Fkom  Wissacasset  "Justia"  sends  a  friendly 
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greeting.  She  says:  "My  lK>me  is  an  old  stone 
house  that  overlooks  the  wildest  part  of  the  river," 
and  she  has  only  the  hills  ;ind  rocks  and  river  for 
society,  as  the  nearest  house  is  far  away.  *' Jus- 
tia"  adds:  "Alas!  I  am  plain,  but  I  trust  .1  am 
good— I  believe  that  generally  follows."  Does 
she  remember  what  Auilroy  says  in  "As  you  like 
it?"  Up  in  the  old  stone  house  she  reads  good 
books,  and  presses  in  them  the  flowers  she  gathers 
in  her  rambles.  The  Kasy  Chair  values  her  letter 
none  the  less  because  he  can  only  acknowledge  and 
not  print  it. 

From  Hardin,  Illinois,  writes  C.  E.  N.  It  is 
curious  that,  in  a  happy  home  upon  the  banks  of 
the  river,  a  young  friend  of  the  Easy  Chair's  should 
be  so  sadly  sentimental.  Let  her  take  care  that  it 
does  not  annoy  the  husband  with  whom  she  is  so 
happy  in  those  "  romantic  scenes."  For, 

"Lady,  we  receive  but  what  we  give, 
Ami  in  our  life  alone  does  Nature  live." 

"E.  GiaiAEME"  tells  of  a  young  person  who said : 
"What  a  fool  I  have  been, 

That  I  am  no  autlioress  is  easily  seen, 
'Tis  a  gift  to  the  favored,  of  which  I'm  not  one; 
I  tliink  for  the  future  I'll  let  it  alone." 
Good  manners  prevent  the  Easy  Chair  from  de- 

nying the  justice  of  the  conclusion  or  deprecating 
the  resolution. 

A  POET  in  Nashville,  Tennessee,  tells  the  Easy 
Chair  what  it  really  was  that  Katy  did.  But  it 
must  still  be  a  secret  to  the  vrorld.  Only  poets 
know  it,  and  all  these  long,  cool,  sweet  autumn 
evenings  the  air  is  loud  with  the  charge.  0  Cath- 

erine, how  could  you ! 

OUR  FOREIGN  GOSSIP. 

A"svAY  in  a  little  northern  district  of  France, 
where  the  land  reaches  out  in  granite  and  slaty 
blufts  toward  mid-channel,  lies  the  town  and  the 
harbor  of  Cherbourg.  You  might  go  through 
France  a  hundred  times  and  never  see  it ;  you 
might  sail  up  and  down  all  her  coast  and  never 
touch  there ;  only  yacht  men  from  Cowes,  which 
is  over  opposite,  occasionally  dropped  in  to  buy 
their  clarets  and  Champagne. 

And  yet,  latterly,  this  same  little  north  town  of 
Cherbourg  has  come  to  be  talked  of  every  where; 
not  alone  by  reason  of  the  Queen's  visit  (though 
that  be  something),  nor  by  reason  of  the  Imperial 
visit  wholly,  but  for  its  show  of  gigantic  masonry  ; 
a  Cyclopean  wall  against  the  sea,  and  Cycloi:)ean 
towers  and  bastions  to  defend  it. 

You  have  seen  the  history  of  this  matter  already 
in  your  papers.  Let  us  keep  our  record  good,  by 
summing  up  what  relates  to  a  great  fact  of  the 
hour.  Cherbourg  was  a  city  of  the  great  Ctesar  ; 
at  least  the  medieval  chronicles  call  it  Ccesaris  Bur- 
gns,  from  which,  Chereburgum  and  Chereburtum. 
Tradition  says  an  old  Danish  King,  b}'  name  Ai- 
grold,  held  his  court  there  in  the  year  945  ;  Will- 

iam the  Conqueror  founded  a  hospital  there  of 
wliicli  traces  exist;  and  the  King  Henry  II.,  with 
his  pretty  Queen  Eleanora,  had  bowers  upon  the 
hills  overlooking  the  harbor.  Stories  of  sieges  and 
captures  ;  of  English  and  French  rule  succeeding, 
belong  to  it.  But  alwaj's  it  was  little  dapper  Cher- 

bourg, whose  great  harbor,  all  open  to  the  north 
(though  it  had  w^ater  which  might  float  four  hun- 

dred war-ships),  was  no  refuge  against  storm.s.  Tlu! 
magnificent  Louis  XIV.  first  conceived  the  idea  of 
making  it  safe,  and  sent  his  great  marshal,  Vauban, 
to  measure  it  and  study  it,  and  contrive  how  it 
might  become  the  northern  arsenal  of  France.  The 
marshal,  true  to  his  duties,  went  there,  and  the  re- 

sult of  his  studies  is  still  hanging  in  a  chart  which 
is  treasured  in  the  Hotel  de  Ville. 

But  the  project  proved  too  grand  for  the  day  and 
was  abandoned  ;  but  new  wars  quickened  the  sense 
of  need,  and  Louis  XVI.  revived  the  plan.  The 
engineers  of  his  day  (1784)  suggested  that  trun- 

cated cones  of  timber,  or  huge  broad-bottomed 
tubs,  should  be  floated  across  the  entrance  of  the 
harbor,  and  then  filled  with  stones  and  sunk — the 
dyke  being  completed  by  throwing  in  masses  of 
rock  upon  either  side.  Arthur  Young,  who  visited 
France  at  this  time, discourses  in  this  style  about  it: 

"The  French  possess  no  port  for  ships  of  war  from 
Dunkirk  to  Brest,  and  the  former  is  capable  of  re- 

ceiving only  frigates.  This  deficiency  has  been 
fatal  to  them  more  than  once  in  their  wars  with 
England,  Avhose  more  favorable  coast  affords  not 
only  the  Thames,  but  the  noble  harbor  of  Ports- 

mouth.    To  remedy  the  want,  they  planned  a 
mole  across  the  open  bay  of  Cherbourg  
The  effect  of  the  eight  cones  already  erected,  and 
the  bank  of  stone  formed  between  them,  has  been 
to  give  perfect  security  to  a  considerable  propor- 

tion of  tlie  intended  harbor.  Two  40-gun  ships 
have  lain  at  anchor  within  them  these  eighteen 
months  past  by  way  of  an  experiment,  and  though 
violent  storms  have  happened  in  that  tin.ie,  these 
ships  have  not  received  the  smallest  agitation  ; 
hence  it  is  a  harbor  for  a  small  fleet  without  do- 

ing more  For  wars  with  England,  the  im- 
portance of  having  a  secure  harbor,  so  critically 

situated,  they  consider  as  equal  to  almost  any  ex- 
pense ;  at  least  this  importance  has  its  full  weiglit 

in  the  eyes  of  the  people  of  Cherbourg.  I  remarked, 
in  rowing  across  the  harbor,  that,  while  the  sea 
without  the  artificial  bar  was  so  rough  that  it 
would  have  been  unpleasant  for  a  boat,  within  it 
was  quite  smooth.  I  mountad  two  of  the  cones, 
one  of  wdiich  has  this  inscription — Louis  XVI.,  sur 
ce  premier  cone,  echoue  le  C  Juin,  1784,  a  vu  Vhn- 
mersion  de  celui  de  Vest  le  23  Juiii,  178G.  On  the 
whole,  the  undertaking  is  a  prodigious  one,  and 
does  no  trifling  credit  to  the  spirit  and  enterprise 

of  the  present  age  in  France." But  it  needed  only  a  few  storms,  such  as  come 
once  in  half  a  decade  of  years,  to  overset  the  cones, 
and  to  strew  their  wreck  throughout  the  bed  of  the 
harbor.  Then  came  the  thwacking  Revolutionary 
times,  in  which  little  Cherbourg  was  forgotten  in 
the  talk  about  the  guillotine  and  Koljespierre.  Yet 
the  Revolution  had  its  strategy  and  its  engineers, 
and  its  need  for  them.  There  was  a  new  national 
outcry  for  a  great  harbor  of  refuge  on  the  north 
coast  of  France,  and  Cherbourg  Avas  talked  into 
notoriety  once  more. 

A  new  scheme  was  devised  ;  the  timber  cones 
were  abandoned,  and  immense  granite  walls  were 
sunk,  filled  in  Avith  fragments  of  rock.  For  years 
this  progressed  successfully,  and  Napoleon  found  it 
risen  above  the  level  of  the  water.  At  once  he 
saw  its  need  and  its  capacity  for  military  defense. 
He  ordered  a  fort  constructed  upon  the  centre  of 
the  mole,  and  straightway  the  fortification  lifted 
its  embrasures  above  the  level  of  the  harbor.  Bar- 

racks, too,  were  built,  and  the  works  extended  year 
after  year. 
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In  1808  an  extraordinary  storm  burst  upon  the 
harbor  :  the  waves,  carried  to  an  unusual  height, 
submefijed  all  the  buildings  raised  upon  the  dyke, 
and  by  the  force  and  suddenness  of  their  shocks, 
swept  thera  all  away,  save  only  the  cabin  of  the 
commandant  of  the  prison ;  and  making  a  wide 
breach  in  the  masonry,  poured  over  and  through 
it  with  tremendous  violence.  There  were  at  the 

time  upon  the  dyke  two  hundred  and  sixty-three soldiers  aud  workmen,  of  whom  one  hundred  and 
ninetv-four  were  drowned  ;  sixty-nine  were  saved 
by  finding  shelter  in  hollows  among  the  stones;  and 
thirtv-eight  found  their  way  off  in  a  boat,  which 
thev  inanaged  with  inlinito  difficulty  to  reach  dur- 

ing a  temporary  hill  in  the  tempest. 
By  this  storm  the  work  of  sixteen  years,  in 

sinking  great  blocks  of  granite,  was  almost  anni- 
hilated, and  the  whole  mass  reduced  to  the  state 

of  a  mere  rubble-bed. 
Could  the  work  ever  be  made  effective  ?  Losses 

had  been  immense :  the  plans  of  the  greatest 
engineers  had  been  proven  worthless.  Even  the 
foundations  of  the  dyke,  it  was  found  by  sur- 

vey in  1828,  had  been  shifted  a  considerable  dis- 
tance. 

Still  the  glory  and  honor  of  France  demanded 
the  triumph,  and  the  work  went  on. 

Louis  Pliilippe  brought  the  vigor  of  a  fresh  ad- 
ministration and  a  comparatively  popular  govern- 

ment into  strong  contrast  with  the  indolent  hands 
of  the  reinstated  Bourbons. 
New  engineers  contrived  new  material.  No 

weight  of  stones,  it  was  found,  would  prove  suffi- 
cient to  withstand  the  prodigious  force  of  the  tide 

when  lashed  by  the  north  winds.  A  concrete  was 
now  formed  of  one  part  of  small  stones  and  pound- 

ed brick,  and  two  of  lime,  and  deposited  upon  the 
loose  foundation  sloping  in  either  direction  ;  and 
upon  this  a  vertical  wall  raised  by  well  jointed 
and  solid  masonr^'.  This,  however,  yielded  to  the 
storms  of  1836  :  the  concrete  w'as  broken — blocks 
of  stone  w'eighing  three  tons  or  more  were  raised 
twenty-two  feet  in  the  air,  and  carried  over  the 
wall  to  the  inner  side  of  the  dyke.  The  masonry 
was  broken,  and  breaches  made  through  which 
the  sea  burst  impetuously. 

Enough  remained,  however,  to  warrant  continu- 
ous prosecution  of  the  work.  Year  after  j'ear  since 

that  day,  under  Guizot,  under  Thiers,  under  the 
Provisional  Government,  under  the  Presidency, 
and  under  the  Empire,  the  laborers  upon  the  dyke 
and  fortifications  of  Cherbourg  have  counted  hy 
thousands.  More  than  six  hundred  and  fifty  mill- 

ions of  francs  have  been  expended  there.  Hum- 
boldt pronounced  it — so  long  ago  as  he  saw  it — the 

grandest  work  which  man  had  yet  accomplished. 
Why  not  honor  its  completion  with  a  festival? 

Four  light-houses  show  the  way  there  by  night. 
A  sea-wall  more  than  two  miles  in  length,  and  live 
hundred  feet  in  breadth,  has  been  constructed  in 
water  varying  from  forty  to  sixty  feet  in  depth. 
A  vast  numlier  of  guns  protect  it,  and  hundreds 
of  war-ships  may  lie  witliin  in  perfect  safety. 

Of  course  a  festival ;  of  course  Cherbourg  will 
be  visited  now  ;  of  course  there  has  been  a  visita- 

tion of  monarchs,  and  tremendous  explosions  of 
gunpowder.  It  is  the  traditional  way  of  pronoun- 

cing upon  traditional  glories. 
-Yet  at  the  same  time— to  a  day  almost— a  few British  and  American  ships  were  consummating  a 

work  Avhose  issues  will  be  more  important  for  war 
or  for  peace,  and  for  the  glory  and  the  honor  which 

'  crown  civilization,  than  all  the  granite  walls  aiui 
'  the  excavated  docks  of  Cherbourg. 
I     Througli  trials,  and  failures,  and  dangers,  and 
i  discouragements,  this  other  work  of  the  telegraph 
!  cable  had  leaned  toward  final  accomplishment ; 

j  and  while  in  the  old  port  that  had  borne  Caisar's I  name  two  great  crowned  beads  were  firing  cannon 
in  jubilant  exultation  over  the  conquest  of  one 
little  harbor  from  the  sea,  American  boys  were 

'  kindling  bonfires  of  rejoicing  because  men  hud 
•  learned  to  talk  and  send  messages  of  peace  through 
two  thousand  miles  of  ocean. 
j  And  what  if  it  should  happen  that  the  thought 
and  the  talk  which  passes  so  swiftly  through  the 

I  little  copper  wires  of  the  ocean  cable  should  prove 
stronger  for  conquest  and  stronger  for  defense  than 
I  the  dyke  and  all  the  towers  of  Cherbourg  ? 

There  was  great  pomp  (all  Paris  heeding  and 
listening  for  the  echoes)  when  the  English  Queen 
and  French  Emperor  joined  hands  within  the  Cher- 
j  bourg  dyke.  There  was  very  little  pomp  about 
the  first  exchange  of  messages  between  Buchanan 
and  Victoria  under  ocean;  but  does  any  body  doubt 
what  places  these  events  will  hold  in  the  history 
of  our  world  ?  Does  any  body  doubt  if  the  mes- 

sages, tame  as  you  may  count  them,  w  ill  not  out- 
sound,  in  the  rattle  of  the  nineteenth  century 
march,  all  the  guns  of  little  Cherbourg?  None 
of  the  metal  of  the  P'rench  port  can  carry  death  or fire  more  than  a  league :  we  will  grant  them  ten 
years  hence  a  cast  of  two  leagues. 

But  the  wire  !  Ten  years !  who  shall  reckon 
the  reach  ? 

Since  we  have  run  awaj-  from  Paris  for  this 
festal  look  upon  Cherl>oui^  (though  we  leave  all 
the  details  of  the  /"iVc  to  your  newspapers),  why 
not  drop  down  for  an  hour  in  this  late  September 
weather  for  a  look  upon  Bordeaux  and  its  vine- 

yards ? First  of  all,  what  idea  have  you  of  vineyards  ? 
Purple  arches  of  vines  embowering  your  head  ? 
Gay  trellises,  where  small-feeted  maidens  climb  ? 
Clusters  of  grapes,  large  as  those  the  spies  carried 
awaj",  borne  on  poles  from  shoulder  to  shoulder,  as 
in  the  old  illustrated  primers  of  Scripture  story  ? 

"NVe  shall  see.  There  is  no  going  from  Cher- 
bourg direct  to  Bordeaux — at  least  not  by  sea; 

and  this  leads  us  to  remark  that  the  French  never 
travel  by  sea  when  it  is  possible  to  travel  by 
land.  The  Seine  is  a  passable  river,  large  enough 
for  such  boats  as  ply  under  the  London  bridges; 
but  they  run  to  St.  Cloud  and  Versailles  without 
great  profits  even  upon  days  of fcie. 

There  are  very  few  coasting  steamers  in  France. 
You  may  find  one  at  Nantes  bound  to  Bordeaux  or 
Eochelle,  but  it  is  not  a  well  appointed  craft ;  you 
will  suffer  bad  company  and  bad  attendance  if 
you  embark  upon  it.  The  better  way  is  the  French 
way— to  come  back  to  the  centre,  Paris,  and  go 
direct. 

You  will  pass  through  Tours,  a  pretty  half- 
English  town  (by  reason  of  the  English  who  love 
to  stay  there),  with  an  old  rampart  that  is  now 
a  delightful  walk,  and  a  fair  cathedral,  and  green 
and  wooded  outskirts.  You  will  pass  Poitiers,  the 
capital  of  ancient  Poitou,  where  Kings  of  England 
were  Dukes  down  to  the  time  of  the  engrossing 
Charles  V.  ;  but  you  will  only  pass  it,  for  it  stands 
on  a  hill,  around  which  the  narrow  streets  sweep 
in  all  kinds  of  concentricity,  embracing  queer  old 
churches  ;  aud  you  will  remember  how  the  black 

I 
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I'rince  of  Enj^laiul  fought  bravely  hereabout,  tak- 
ini;  captive  King  John,  and  with  this  memory 
deli-  hting  you,  will  hurry  on  to  Angoulime,  mem- 

orable by  reason  of  the  old  Duchy,  of  which  it 
was  the  scat  (and  the  pears  Duchess  iV Aiigouleme)^ 
and  so,  through  vineyards  and  smiling  country, 
you  Avill  conic  at  length  to  the  Ciironde,  the  groat 
river  of  the  south,  as  tawny  and  (below)  as  wide 
as  the  Mississippi,  on  whose  banks  lies  the  city  of 
Ikn-deaux.  It  has  a  British  stir  and  bustle  that 
will  surprise  you,  and  in  the  suburbs  you  will  find 
the  same  pretty  and  neatly-kept  surburban  resi- 

dences Avhich  belong  to  English  provincial  cities. 
Dogs  and  dahlias,  and  graveled  walks,  and  rho- 

dodendrons ;  sleek  footmen,  too,  and  little  phaetons, 
and  ponies  brought  thither  from  Liverpool.  The 
merchants  have  the  solid  look  of  British  merchants 
— all  which  springs  naturally  from  their  constant 
and  familiar  intercourse  with  British  ports. 

It  can  hardly  be  counted  an  agreeable  or  at- 
tractive city,  except  you  go  as  trader  or  wine- 

fancier.  A  great  square  with  its  quota  of  shade, 
and  its  walks  giving  views  of  the  river  and  the 
shipping,  relieves  the  dustiness  of  the  town,  and  a 
huge  theatre  links  the  Bordelais  population  to  the 
ga}"-  world  of  I*aris. 

The  choicest  claret  region  lies  northward  of  the 
city  along  the  low  peninsula  of  Medoc,  which  is 
skirted  on  the  west  by  the  beginning  of  the  flat 
landes,  and  on  the  east  by  the  tawny  and  widen- 

ing Gironde.  An  easy  da}'  of  coaching  will  carry 
you  til  rough  a  score  of  sunny  villages  to  the  Cha- 

teau Lafitte,  lying  just  beyond  the  little  township 
of  Pauillac.  It  is  a  whitewashed,  old-fashioned, 
Frenchy  chateau,  with  extinguisher  turrets,  cu- 

riously carved  marble  mantels,  ancient  ormolu 
clocks,  with  stiff  garden  coxcombery  of  the  times 
of  Vauban,  sweeping  round  the  outer  walls  ;  and 
beyond  this  easy  vineyard  slopes.  Trellises  of 
scarce  tAvo  feet  high  carry  the  vines,  and  neither  fo- 

liage nor  the  clusters  can  conceal  the  harsh,  pebbly 
soil,  which  you  would  declare,  if  you  were  bred  in 
a  grain-growing  county,  to  be  utterly  wortliless. 
And  the  clusters  are  neither  large  nor  abundant; 
small,  knotted,  irregular  bunches  of  grapes,  which 

•  arc  almost  black,  and  which  do  not  tempt  the  ap- 
petite like  the  golden  clusters  of  Fontaincbleau. 

The  gold  of  the  vineyards  of  Lafitte  lies  in  the  four 
hundred  hogsheads (about  the  annual  product  in 
old  good  years)  of  Sir  Samuel  Scott's  wine. 

In  the  immediate  neighborhood  lie  the  vineyards 
ot  Latour,  jNIouton,  and  Leovillc.  You  may  pass 
them  all,  and  look  at  them  all,  in  an  easy  morning's 
drive,  arriving  at  the  village  of  Margaux,  half-way 
back  to  Bordeaux,  in  capital  season  for  a  bountiful 
deje/}ne7\ 

Chateau  Margaux  is  a  pretentious  Italian  villa, 
wearing  a  deserted  look,  and  possessing  none  of  the 
qnaintness  or  picturesqueness  of  Lafitte.  There  is, 
however,  a  picturesque  cellar  of  the  Margaux  wines, 
in  which  the  cobwebs  upon  old  bottles  make  charm- 

ing hangings.  If  wo  bear  away  a  litre  to  wet  our 
dejeuner,  where  is  the  harm? 

St.  Emilius,  and  the  Grave  and  Sauterne  wines 
are  to  be  tasted  in  other  directions ;  and  to  visit 
the  vineyards,  we  must  retrace  our  steps  to  Bor- 
deaux. 

For  the  fact-lovers,  let  us  jot  down  a  few  naked 
memoranda  about  this  Medoc  peninsula.  It  is  but 
a  gravel  bank  raised  some  sixty  to  eighty  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  river  in  its  highest  portions, 
and  nowhere  more  than  a  mile  or  two  in  breadth. 

The  landes,  which  stretch  from  it  to  the  Biscay  an 
shores  on  the  south  and  west,  produce  only  furze 
and  low  shrubs.  There  are  vineyards  upon  this 
gravel  bank  of  Medoc  which  have  the  look  only  of 
a  waste  of  while  silicious  pebbles;  others  again 
seem  to  be  of  slaty  debris  ;  ifnd  nowhere  could  you 
thrust  your  staff  in  the  earth  more  than  an  inch  or two. 

Yet  upon  this  gravelly  mass  the  sun  lies  warm- 
ly and  kindly.  For  hours  after  sunset  those  peli- 

bles  which  have  been  basking  all  day  in  the  light 
retain  their  heat,  and  through  all  the  night  give  it 
to  the  little  rootlets  of  the  vine.  Scarce  any  dress- 

ing is  given  ;  only  from  time  to  time  a  little  vege- table mould  is  drawn  about  them  and  washed  down 
by  the  rains.  Four  times  in  a  season  the  plow, 
drawn  by  perfectly  trained  oxen,  passes  between 
the  trellises,  alternately  covering  and  laying  bare the  roots. 

Nothing  is  so  fatal  to  a  crop  as  standing  water, 
either  upon  the  surface  or  within  reach  of  the  lower rootlets. 

The  total  produce  of  Medoc,  in  average  years 
(before  the  oidiuin),  was  some  two  hundred  thou- 

sand barrels  ;  of  which,  however,  only  four  to  five 
thousand  were  of  the  first  growths,  as  Margaux, 
Lafitte,  Latour,  and  Mouton. 

Of  the  vintage  season  and  its  festivities  in  Medoc, 
we  excerpt  this  description  from  the  guide-books  of 
the  region :  "  The  proprietors  at  this  time  repair 
hither  with  their  friends  and  families  to  superin- 

tend the  proceedings  and  make  merry  ;  grape  gath- 
erers pour  in  from  the  left  bank  of  the  Gironde  to 

assist  in  the  vintage.  Bus}'  crowds  of  men,  wo- 
men, and  children  sweep  the  vineyards  from  end 

to  end,  clearing  all  before  them  like  bands  of  lo- 
custs, while  the  air  resounds  with  their  songs  and 

laughter.  The  utmost  care  is  employed  by  the 
pickers  to  remove  from  the  bundles  all  defective, 
dried,  mouldy,  or  unripe  grapes.  Every  road  is 
thronged  with  carts  filled  with  high-heaped  tubs, 
which  the  laboring  oxen  are  dragging  slowly  to 
the  pressing  trough.  This  is  placed  usually  in  a 
lofty  out-house,  resembling  a  barn,  whence  issue 
sounds  of  still  louder  merriment,  and  a  scene  pre- 

sents itself  sufiicicntly  singular  to  the  stranger. 
LTpon  a  square  wooden  trough  stand  three  or  four 
men  with  bare  legs  all  stained  with  purple  juice, 
dancing  and  treading  down  the  grapes  as  fast  as 
they  are  thrown  in,  to  the  tunes  of  a  violin.  The 
labor  of  constantly  stamping  down  the  fruit  is 
desperately  fatiguing,  and  without  music  would 
get  on  very  slowly  ;  a  fiddler,  therefore,  forms  part 
of  every  wine-groAver's  establishment ;  and  as  long 
as  the  instrument  pours  forth  its  merry  iioies  the 
treaders  continue  their  dance  in  the  gore  of  the 

grape." 

If  we  should  go  from  Bordeaux  to  visit  the  coun- 
try of  the  Grave  Avincs  (only  a  fcAV  hours'  ride 

aAvay),  we  should  find  the  proprietors  full  of  hos- 
pitality ;  the  same  British  air  of  comfort  Avhich  Ave 

before  remarked— the  flowers,  the  ccart  dog,  the 
generous  stables,  the  green  rhododendrons;  and 
Avithin,  if  Ave  chanced  to  enter,  ahvays  a  c/ovt  of 
their  best  vintage — Avhite  and  red  (it  is  a  common  er- 

ror to  count  all  Grave  Avino  Avhite) — a  dish  oi  mouldy 
cheese,  and  a  plateful  of  nuts.  The  Ilaut  Brion 
Avas  a  once  famous  Avine  of  the  Graves  order,  Avhich 
has  latterly  lost  character  from  the  neglect  of  va- 

rious proprietors.  We  remember  that,  in  the  strait- 
ened times  of  1848,  all  the  contents  of  the  Haut 

Brion  cellars  Avere  ofiered  at  auction,  and  com- 
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manded  onlj-  a  price  which  iu  these  days,  at  only 
ten  years'  remove,  would  be  counted  fabulously small. 

But,  after  all,  the  true  vintage  festivities  of 
France  lie  in  Burgundy,  and  not  iu  Medoc.  The 

gravelly  soil,  the  tawny  Gironde,  the  bustling  Bor- 
deaux  the  level  reach  of  landes,  will  not  compare 
with  those  sunny  slopes  of  the  golden  liills  by  Ma- 

con and  Dijon  Avhich  look  toward  the  Rhine  and 
Switzerland.  There  is  no  intermingling  of  the  Brit- 

ish element  of  civilization  ;  nothing  recalls  Bootle, 
or  Ilolborn,  or  Richmond  Hill.  The  peasants  are 
gay,  dancing,  chatting  Burgundian  peasants ;  the 
hills  all  land-bound;  the  distance  hemmed  with 
Juras  if  not  Alps ;  the  wines  unctuous  and  fra- 

grant ;  the  wine-gatherers  living,  and  loving,  and 
dancing  by  traditionary  formula— which  formula have  bases  in  the  Burgundian  nature.  If  there  be 
such  thing  as  a  charming  insouciance,  you  will  find 
it  among  the  Burgundian  grape-gatherers  in  the 
time  of  the  Burgundian  vintage.  You  seem  to  feel 
as  vou  look  on  them  (and  they  to  feel  on  whom  you 
look)  that  the  church  belfry  and  cross  are  to  save 
us  all— the  kindly  sky  to  feed  us  all — the  cluster- 

ing cottages  to  shelter  us  all — and  the  laughing 
girls  to  love  us  all. 

"NVe  know  no  spot  of  country  where  an  American, 
fagged  with  the  din  and  the  hot  blast  of  what  we 
call  Progress,  can  so  easily  and  thoroughly  forget 
steam,  and  telegraphing,  and  woman's  rights,  and 
the  big  type  of  extras,  and  the  blaze  of  illumina- 

tions, as  on  some  quiet  hill-side  of  the  Cote  d'Or  in 
Burgundy,  where  the  grapes  are  purpling  upon  the 
same  guarled  stocks  which  ripened  them  a  century 
ago ;  where  the  girls  wear  beechen  sahoU  on  their 
feet,  and  on  their  faces  abounding  health  and  joy  ; 
where  fete-days  gather  them,  with  the  Burgundian 
bo^'s,  to  dance  in  meadows  far  into  the  middle  of  the 
night ;  where  railways  are  known  only  by  the  shrill 
whistle  that  comes  a  league  through  the  stillness 
of  noon  or  by  the  feathery  trail  of  vapor  Avhich  may 
be  seen  gushing  and  wasting  along  the  valley  of  the 
Saone. 

Talk  to  these  people  of  Mr.  Field  and  the  Tele- 
graph !  Talk  to  these  people  of  Frazer  River  and 

Spurgeon ! 
And  yet  are  these  Burgundians  to  be  entirely 

commiserated  ?  \Vould  they  give  thanks  for  a  fast 

man's  pity  ?  "Would  they  change  fortunes — save 
at  a  loss — with  any  holder  of  water-lots  in  the  great 
city  of  Cairo  ?  or  a  man  whose  wealth  lies  in  bonds 
of  the  Ohio  and  Mississippi,  and  who  reads  at  Chi- 

cago, this  first  of  September,  the  prices  of  consols 
on  the  London  Exchange  of  yesterday  ? 

Will  any  ripeness  of  civilization  do  away  with 
these  great  contrasts.?  Can  steam  come  between 
the  sun  and  the  grapes  ?  Will  there  not  be  always 
the  patient  waiting  on  the  seasons,  and  those  whose 
duty  and  whose  joy  it  shall  be  to  wait  ? 

(EMtnr's  DramL 
OCTOBER,  russet  gray  and  sober,  with  her  nuts 

and  apples,  grapes  and  corn,  promise  of  winter 
evenings  and  good  cheer,  the  social  pleasures,  do- 

mestic comforts,  glad  and  grateful  hearts— October, 
the  crown  of  the  harvest  and  the  year,  has  come ! 

These  autumn  evenings,  the  apple  parings,  the 
spinning  bees,  the  quiltings,  the  huskings,  not  to 
speak  of  the  parties  and  frolics  that  are  to  come — 
these  are  the  seasons  in  which  the  Drawer  most  de- 

lights in  the  intervals  of  toil,  and  here  he  dispenses 

his  good  things  with  a  liberal  hand.  He  comes 
well  loaded  now,  and  with  his  usual  wishes  that 
his  readers  may  be  liberal  that  he  may  have  the 
means  to  be  more  so  in  return,  he  opens  his  store. 

On  the  top  of  the  Drawer  we  find  two  anecdotes 
of  clergymen  :  the  first  old,  but  good. 

The  celebrated  divine,  Robert  Hall,  and  the  Rev. 
Matthew  Wilkes  were,  on  one  occasion,  guests  in 
the  same  house  ;  and  after  the  services,  held  during 
a  convention  of  the  denomination  of  Baptists,  were 
seated  in  the  parlor,  surrounded,  of  course,  by  nu- merous friends. 

Mr.  Hall,  full  of  wit  and  pleasantry,  and  as  cheer- 
ful as  the  painful  disease  from  which  he  suffered 

permitted  him  to  be,  entertained  the  ladies  and 
was  the  life  of  the  part}'.  Presently,  up  spake  old 
Wilkes — "  I  am  surprised,  Mr.  Hall,  after  the  very 
serious  discourse  you  gave  us  this  afternoon,  to  see 
you  display  so  much  levit}'  as  you  do  this  evening." 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  said  Robert  Hall,  "  there  is  just 
this  diffei'ence  between  you  and  me :  you  have  your 
nonsense  in  the  pulpit,  and  I  have  mine  in  the  par- 

lor."   Matthew  was  quiet  the  rest  of  the  evening. 

The  Rev.  Dr.   ,  of  Georgia,  has  a  rather 
slow  delivery,  w-hich  was  the  occasion  of  an  amus- 

ing scene  in  the  chapel  of  the  Lunatic  Asylum. 
At  his  last  appointment  he  was  preaching  upon 

the  absolute  necessity  of  trusting  in  Christ.  He 
was  illustrating  his  subject  by  the  case  of  a  man 
condemned  to  be  hung,  and  reprieved  under  the 
gallows.  He  went  on  to  describe  the  gathering  of 
the  crowd,  the  bringing  out  of  the  prisoner,  his  re- 

marks under  the  gallows,  the  appearance  of  the  ex- 
ecutioner, the  adjustment  of  the  halter,  the  prepa- 

ration to  let  fall  the  platform,  and  just  then  the  ap- 
pearance in  the  distance  of  the  dust-covered  courier, 

the  jaded  horse,  the  waving  handkerchief,  the  com- 
motion in  the  crowd.  At  this  thrilling  point,  when 

every  one  was  listening  in  breathless  silence  for 
the  denouement,  the  Doctor  became  a  little  prolix. 
One  of  the  lunatics  could  hold  in  no  longer ;  he 
arose  in  the  congregation,  and  shouted,  ̂ ^Ilurry, 
Doctor,  for  mercy's  sake,  hurry!  They'll  hang 
the  man  before  you  get  there!" 

A  FAIR  correspondent  in  the  Green  Mountain 
State,  who  is  a  little  ahead  of  the  good  people  iu 
her  vicinity,  sends  us  an  account  of  the  graphic 
picture  drawn  by  her  venerable  minister  in  a  re- 

cent sermon,  when  he  was  making  an  illustration 
from  a  well-remembered  but  somewhat  doubtful 
story  of  the  late  Avar  in  India.  The  good  man  had 
read  the  incident  of  Jessie  Brown,  of  Lucknow,  cry- 

ing, "  I  hear  tho. pibroch !  they  are  coming !"  But 
he  did  not  exactly  understand  what  the  pibroch  is, 
and  he  had  read  of  the  slogan,  as  a  war-cry  of  the 
Highlands,  and  with  a  dim  idea  of  the  story,  he 

proceeded : "I  have  been  reading  an  account  of  a  very  in- 
teresting incident  that  happened  in  the  Avar  in  the 

Crimea,  or  in  India,  I  don't  now  exactly  remember 
Avhich  it  was,  but  no  matter ;  the  people  in  one  of 
the  cities,  it  was  Delhi  or  Lucknow,  or  some  other 
city  in  the  East,  were  surrounded  by  the  enemy, 
and  were  reduced  to  the  last  extremity  by  famine. 

A  young  woman,  by  the  name  of,  let  me  see  —  it 
■vras— yes,  I  think  it  Avas  Betsey  BroAvn,  cried  out, 
*  The  sheehroch  is  coming !  the  sheebroch  is  com- 

ing!'" 

That  Avill  do.   Let  us  pass  on  to  something  else ; 
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ing conjectural  emendation  of  this  same  much- 

quoted  story,  for  -which  wc  are  indel)ted  to  a  lady 
in  Counccticut.  Zoology,  we  presume,  Avas  the 
worthy  minister's  furtc  : 

"  A  good  old  Presbyterian  of  St.  Louis,  while  re- 
cently addressing  a  crowded  religious  assembly, 

said  th  it  Christ  was  at  the  door  ready  to  deliver 
sinners  from  bondage  and  death.  To  illustrate 
that  this  deliverance  was  at  liand,  he  related  the 
account  of  the  Scotch  lassie,  Avho,  during  the  recent 
rebellion  in  Ilindostan,  fancied  she  heard  one  of  the 
national  airs  of  her  country— putting  her  ear  to  the 
ground,  she  heard  distinctly  the  air,  'The  Camp- 

bells are  coming !'  The  idea  was  scouted  by  her 
listeners,  but  the  result  proved  she  was  correct. 
The  old  gentleman  said,  '  that  as  camels  were  not 
used  in  that  country,  she  probably  meant  to  say, 
elephants  P  Seeing  his  audience  smile  (approval  he 
supposed)  at  his  explanation,  he  unfortunately 
went  on  to  expatiate  still  more  on  the  subject." 

Not  many  years  ago,  in  the  village  of  Eatonton, 
Georgia,  a  man  made  his  appearance  and  stopped 
at  the  tavern.  He  was  possessed  of  a  most  remark- 

able nose^  one  which  almost  monopolized  his  entire 
fice — red,  Koman,  enormous  :  it  was  such  a  nose  as 
is  only  seen  in  a  lifetime.  So  great  a  show  was  it 
that  it  attracted  universal  attention.  The  glances 
cast  at  it,  and  the  remarks  made  about  it,  had  ren- 

dered its  owner  somewhat  sensitive  upon  the  sub- 
ject. A  half-grown  negro  boy  was  summoned  b}' 

the  proprietor  to  carry  his  baggage  to  his  room. 
Cuftce  was  much  taken  with  the  nose.  As  he  came 
out  of  the  room,  unable  to  contain  himself  longer, 
he  exclaimed,  "Golly!  tchat  a  nose!"  Our  trav- 

eler overheard  him,  and  went  to  his  master  with  a 
demand  for  his  punishment. 

Cuffee  was  called  up,  and,  at  the  suggestion  of 
some  by-standers,  was  let  off  on  condition  that  ho 
would  apologize  to  the  offended  gentleman.  This 
he  readily  agreed  to  do.  Walking  to  the  room 
where  our  traveler  was,  and  touching  his  hat  and 
humbly  bowing,  he  said,  "  J/as5a,  you  ain't  (jot  no nose  at  all 

A  CixciNNATi  gentleman,  signing  himself  Pork- 
opolis,  has  another  version  of  the  origin  of  that 
slander  in  the  West  that  Jerseymen  are  worse  than 
Yankees.    He  says : 

"  Fiftj'-four  years  since  I  passed  through  the 
Quaker  State  of  Pennsylvania,  on  my  way  to  these 
liackwoods,  and  this  village  of  twelve  hundred  in- 

habitants, and  in  which  I  found  one  brick  house,  and 
where  a  lot  of  20  feet  by  100  was,  three  3-ears  since, 
sold  at  the  small  price  of  fifty-live  hundred  dollars 
per  front  foot,  that,  fifty  years  ago,  could  have  been 
bought  for  less  than  one  dollar  per  front  foot.  In 
passing  through  Pennsylvania  I  saw  a  field  with  a 
crop  I  had  never  seen  in  New  Jersey.  I  rode  up 
and  inquired  of  the  farmer  what  the  crop  was  that 
was  growing  in  his  field.    He  replied, 

"  'A  large  number  of  Yankees  moved  here  last 
fall,  and  I  expect  the  crop  will  be  in  great  de- 
mand,' 

' '  I  then  saw  the  crop  was  hemp. 
"  'Oh,'  said  I,  raising  my  hand,  'I  am  not  a 

Yankee.  I  am  a  Jerseyman.  I  came  from  the 
State  of  New  Jersey.' 

"  He  stepped  back  in  great  alarm,  and  cried  out, 
"  '  From  New  Jersey  !  A  Jerseyman  !  The  very 

Jcind  of  YoDlcee  we  intend  it  for  P 
"I  cleared  out  speedily.    My  companion  and 
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myself  had  to  call  at^  toll-gate,  which  was  a 
scarce  article  in  those  days.  A  female  kejit  the 
gate  ;  and  to  quiz  her,  we  inquired  if  she  could  tell 
us  how  far  it  was  from  her  gate  to  hither  and  }  on- 
der 

"  '  Oh,'  said  she,  '  I  can.  Three  times  the  length 
of  two  fools ;  and  if  you  do  not  believe  me,  you  may 

lie  down  and  measure.'  " 

IIi'.iiM  is  an  Indiana  contribution  to  the  Drawer  : 
"  "While  rummaging  over  some  old  letters  which I  found  stored  in  a  warehouse,  not  long  ago,  among 
others  I  picked  up  this  fragment  of  one  written  in 
verse,  by  a  soldier  in  the  ever-memorable  l)attle  of 
New  Orleans.  I  am  sorry  that  I  could  not  find  the 
whole  manuscript ;  but  iV  you  think  it  Avorth  a  pe- 

rusal, here  is  a  part  of  it,  commencing  with  the sixth  stanza  : 
YI. 

"  '  The  first  afcmx)t  was  made  to  fight 
"Was  on  December,  the  twenty-third  night ; TIic  volenteers  from  Tennessee 
Was  kild  and  captured,  sixty-three. 

The  next  atcnipt  the  15ritish  made 
Was  on  December  the  twenty-eight ; 
Then  marobed  the  invader  toward  our  line, 
Till  wee  frustrcated  their  deziue. 

YIII. 
I3nt  sum  of  our  own  men  did  yeald 
And  fanl  a  victim  on  the  field ; 
Those  that  ley  kild  in  their  own  goare 
Was  Kernel  Henderson  and  six  more. 

IX. 
On  New-Year's  morning,  as  the  sun  did  rise, 
A  hcavcy  fog  darken'd  the  t^kies; A  British  kennon  did  us  alarm, 
Whicli  made  us  all  ilf  to  our  arm. 

X. 
The  battle  lasted  that  hole  day — 
Artilerey  on  botli  sides  did  play  ; 
The  fierey  darts  that  at  us  flew 
Was  kennon  bauls,  and  rockets  two. 
*  *  «  *  » XVI. 

Wee  are  melitia  from  Tennessee, 
Turnd  out  to  figlit  for  Libertce  : 
Come,  let  us  join  with  one  acord, 
And  hold  our  freedom  by  the  Swoard. 

XYII. 
Now  v,-ce  have  gaind  the  victorcc, 
And  causd  our  enemy  for  to  flee  ; 
We  wait  to  bear  our  Gincral  say 
Heel  march  us  back  to  Tennessee. 

XYII  I. 
Then  wee  will  bid  Orleans  adeic. 
And  on  our  journey  ivccl  puslinc, 
And  for  sweet  Tennessee  weel  steare, 
To  meet  our  wives  and  sweet-harts  dear. 
From  Andkew  K.  Law  son  to  CYRrs  Millek.' 

"  I  have  always  read  with  great  pleasure  that 
best  part  of  your  Magazine,  the  Drawer,  and  could 
not  refrain  froni  adding  niy  mite.  Nioio." 

"  Ben  IMooRE  was  my  chum  at  Middlebur}'  Col- 
lege. He  abominated,  and,  as  far  as  possible,  ig- 

nored the  practice  of  holding  recitations  at  five  a.m. 
One  morning,  after  having  been  absent  for  a  week, 
he  made  his  appearance  in  the  Astronomy  class, 
and  fell  asleep  on  the  bench.  Presently  the  Pro-' 
fessor  aroused  him  Avith  the  question,  '  Moore,  Avhat 

is  time  .^' "Ben.  'Time,  Sir.?  don't  knoAV,  Sir.' 
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••  Prof.  '  \Vliat  is  sidereal  timer* 
Bts.  •  Sidereal  time  ?  don't  know,  Sir." 

'•Pbof.  •  Vrhat  is  solar  time  .5^' 
*'  Bex.  •  Solar  time  ?  don't  know,  Sir.* 
*'Prof.  (ieK^rdy.')  -What  is  mean  time ?' 
*'  Ben.  (mdiffntinth^  '  Five  o'clock  in  tbe  morn- 
ing,-^i^-'"   

A  rocssELOS.  when  he  nrst  "  domiciled"  in 
Detroit,  was  troubled  wi:h  "  niver  a  cint,"  and  he 

oncet  upon  a  time"  descri'&ed  his  poverty  as  fol- lows :  , 
"  When  I  erst  came  to  Detroit,  I  was  m  perfect 

racs  ;  the  rmallesi  hole  in  my  sbirt  was  the  one  I 
stuck  mv  head  through,  and  I  had  to  have  that, 
mv  oaly  shirt,  washed  by  the  dozen,  for  it  was  in 

twelve  pieces."    ! 
The  Be  v.  Dr.  is  notorions  for  ir.        .  . 

whole  pages  from  the  discourses  of  the  old  Lcgiish 
divines  into  his  sermons,  without  ever  alluding  to 
the  sources  to  which  he  is  mainly  indebted  for 
much  of  his  inspiration  and  reputation.  One  of 
his  admiring  parishioners  lately  said  to  3Ir.  Fields, 
the  vrell-known  Boston  publisher,  "  Our  clergyman 
is  a  great  preacher :  don't  yoa  think,  Mr.  Fields,  . 
his  stvie  is  magnincent,  quite  like  one  of  the  elo- 

quent old  divines  of  the  16:h  century 
-yes,"  said  Mr.  FieM*.  knowingly  '.vinking  to 

a  bv-stander,  •■  Lis  style  is  evidently  that  of  the  ' 

judicious  Hooh'.T." 
Tom  Coewts^,  of  Ohio,  is  much  in  the  habit  of 

cracking  jokes  at  the  expense  of  his  complexion,  ; 
which  is  none  of  the  lightest.    Every  one  recol- 

lects the  way  in  which  he  rid  himself  of  the  impu- 
tation of  favoring  negro  suffrage  during  the  agita- 

tion of  that  question  in  his  State.  While  speaking 
in  the  southern  part  of  the  State,  where  the  pro-  \ 
negro  feelinjr  is  none  of  the  strongest,  he  was  : 
charged  with  having  favored  negro  suflErage  in  his 
speeches  on  the  Eeserve. 

Certainly,  gentlemen,"  says  he,  passing  his 
hand  over  his  face,  c-ertainly  I  favored  it.  You 
would  not  expect  me  to  deprive  my-eff  of  a  vote 

One  evening,  in  his  own  parlor  in  Washington, 
while  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  his  complexion 
was  made  the  subject  of  a  jest  equally  good.  3Ir. 
Hubbard,  the  Postmaster-General,  was  discussing 
with  a  young  lady  the  gradual  assimilation  of  hus- 

band and  wife  to  one  another  in  personal  appear- 
ance ;  and  they,  unable  to  agree,  came  to  Mr.  Cor- 

win,  who  was  conversing  with  a  gentleman  and 
lady  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  room,  for  a  decision. 

Well,"  said  he.  hesitating  a  moment,  and  rais- 
ing his  hands  to  his  face,  I  don't  know  how  it 

may  be  with  others  ;  but  as  for  me,  I  married  a 
white  v.-oman  af>out  thirty  years  ago,  and  I  don't 
see  that  i*  has  aliered  my  complexion  any  as  yet  I** 

But  we  wer  ;  _  ■  :  ̂   tell  a  new  one.  Volnev 
Denton  was  c."  -  .  - slow  length  along  through 
a  speech  that  :=ted  every  thing  but  the 
member's  owl   a  one  more  impatient  than 
the  rest,  Colonel  JonciS,  moved  tliat  House  do 

adjourn. "  I  hope  the  House  wiU  not  adjourn,**  said  Den- 
ton, *-till  I  get  through." 

"Well,"  replied  ColonelJones,  "  at  the  rate  yon 
are  loring,  I  suppose  you  must  be  nearly  thrmdi.^^ 

Mr.  Denton  wa  -  " 

The  progress  ci  - we  frequently  illustra: 
al  correspondence,  sent  - Pennsylvania  friend  fumishe 
with  the  preliminary  explan 
is  from  a  master  collier  at  or 
naces  in  Huntingdon  County . 
employers.    Old  Jacob,  of  v.  -  :or 
not  hailins^  enough  leaves  to  -its, 
is  •  "er ;  and  Old  Poci ;  Ijo^-     lui  -xgn  at 
a  .  h  stands  near  the  roadside,  between 

-pits ; 

^L\^>Acnc5ETT3  has  always  been  celebrated  for 
the  infinite  variety  of  characters  annually  assem- 

bled in  her  General  Court,  as  she  calls  her  Legis- 
lature. It  was  here  that  tlse  \vell-known  speech 

was  made  by  a  Berkshire  orator  on  the  bill  to  aljol- 
ish  imprisonment  for  debt :  Mr.  Speaker,  the  gen- 

erality of  mankind  in  general  are  disposed  to  exer- 
cise oppression  on  the  generality  of  mankind  in 

general.''  At  this  point  he  was  interrupted  by  a Boston  brother,  who  pulled  his  coat,  and  whispered, 
*' You  had  better  stop;  yo  i  ■  or.  ir.g  out  at  the 
same  bole  you  went  in  at. 

3Ir  S  P  W  

next  for  to  Y.  . 

ouch,  tr:- 

lass  rs-- 

to  ns  I  c 
cotamodatfe  oid 
cary  one  tbird  of  tfa 
coald  we  pravail  tt: 
thisk  if  one  cf  you 
would  get  along  t^-.  . rect  this  bad  comp^-  L  C  
there  was  tvo  pokes 
found  the  cofiee  one  ii.Lr . 
straw  And  the  other  part 

Send  out  t^-.  ' 
\ 

As  a  furth  •  - 
ature  in  our  enlightened  la:  'ing 

Notice,*^  the  original  of  the 
Drawer,  sent  by  a  friend  in  the  Mate  of  Georgia. 
He  says  that  he  found  it  posted  conspicuously  on 
a  store-house  in  the  Okefenoke  reg:  ::: : 

NOTICE  TO  DR 
"Wheras  I  design  Gcing  to  .Savanah  Soon  &  The  year  ar 
near  closing  I  want  Seme  money  for  acct  that  ar  open  & 
alls  the  cash  is  better  to  me  than  Notes  Dee  7. 
&  help  yoar  umble  Servent  out  &  keep  ai: 
I  cant  wate  mutch  linger  as  Deversety  is  r. 
Friend  I'  "  j:i 

Geneva,  the  lovely  village  on  Seneca  Lake, 
furnishes  the  following  specimen  of  parliament- 

ary nding : 
"In  this  fairest  village  of  Western  2few  York, 

the  *cullf;d  pussons,'  in  emulation  of  their  white 
brethren,  formed  a  Debating  Society,  for  the  pur- 

pose of  improving  their  minds  by  the  discassion  of 
instructive  and  entertaining  topics.  The  deliljcra- 
tions  of  the  Society  were  presided  over  by  a  vener- 

able darkey,  who  performed  his  duties  with  the  ut- 
most dignity  peculiar  to  his  color.  The  subject  for 

discussion  on  the  occasion  of  which  we  write  was, 
'  Wich  atli  de  mudder  ob  de  chicken — de  hen  wot 

lays  de  egg,  or  de  hen  wot  hatches  de  chick  ?' "The  question  was  warmly  debated,  and  many 
reasons  pro  and  con  were  urged  and  combated  by 
the  excited  disputants.  Those  in  favor  of  the  lat- 

ter proposition  were  evideplly  in  the  majority,  and 
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the  President  nuule  no  attenijit  to  conceal  that  his 
.MMupatliies  wore  with  the  dominant  parly.  At 
length  an  intelliijent  darkey  arose  from  tlic  minor- 

ity side,  and  lieLjged  leave  to  state  a  proposition  to 
this  cfVect :  '  8'pose,'  said  ho,  '  dat  yon  set  one  doz- 

en dnck's  eggs  under  a  hen,  and  dey  hatch,  Avich 
am  de  mudder— de  duck  or  de  hen  ?'  This  was  a 
poser,  -was  wcdl  put,  and  rather  nonplused  the 
other  side,  and  even  staggered  the  President,  who 
plainly  saw  tlie  force  of  the  argument,  but  had  com- 

mitted himself  too  far  to  yield  without  a  struggle  ; 
so,  after  cogitating  and  scratching  his  wool  a  few 
moments,  a  briglit  idea  struck  him.  Kising  from 
his  chair,  in  all  tlie  pride  of  conscious  superiority, 
he  announced :  '  Ducks  am  not  before  de  house  ; 
chickens  am  de  question  ;  derefore  I  rule  de  ducks 
out!'  and  do  it  he  did,  to  the  complete  overthrow 
of  his  opponents." 

Ax  Irish  bull  was  lately  caught  in  Pittsburg. 
A  correspondent  of  ours,  writing  from  what  he  is 
pleased  to  call  the  "smoky  city,"  says  : 

"The  animal  called  an  'Irish  Bull'  has  often 
crossed  my  field,  but  never  but  once  have  I  wit- 

nessed the  quadruped  as  he  escaped  from  his  ver- 
dant, native  fields.  For  this  pleasure  I  was  in- 

debted to  aald  John  Kelly.  John  was  a  hale,  broad- 
shouldered,  broad-footed  Patlander,  the  rich  depth 
of  whose  brogue  was  only  equaled  b}'  the  breadth 
of  his  brogaus.  John's  affections  were  limited  to 
three  things;  viz.,  the  Mither  Kirk,  the  cratur, 
and  the  childer.  Of  the  latter  he  had  bestowed 
upon  his  adopted  counthry  thirteen  Young  Amer- 

icans. These,  when  ranged  along  the  cabin  wall 
for  counting,  their  scalps  all  closely  shorn,  except 
a  fringe  left  for  ornamentation  about  the  forehead, 
from  the  youngest  to  the  oldest,  their  heads  made 
an  ascending  grade  of  just  three  degrees.  The  old- 

est sickened,  and  John,  fearing  the  ailment  would 
descend  over  the  whole  grade  to  the  little  foot  of 
the  pyramid,  called  for  a  little  ''  docther  stuff".'  He 
got  his  prescription,  and  left  in  haste,  but  reap- 

peared again  after  several  hours,  with  a  verj^  ob- 
stetrical countenance,  and  his  linsey  in  dishabille. 

John  delivered  himself  somewhat  in  this  wise  : 
"  *  I  know,  yes,  I  was  in  a  great  hurry/but  I  just 

stopped  to  take  a  drap  with  afrind,  d'ye  mind.  I'at- 
rick  and  Biddy  was  at  loggerheads,  d''ye  mind^  and I  just  like  interfared  iov pace,  and  got  baten  by  them 
both  for  my  throuble,  d'ye  mind ;  then  I  got  tired 
like,  d'ye  mind,  and  lay  down  by  the  fence  to  rest, and  while  I  was  slaping  some  spawn  of  a  cobbler 
sow'd  corn  all  around  and  fernent  me,  d'ye  mind ; 
and  the  hogs  come — the  divil  always  was  in  the 
swine,  any  how,  d'ye  mind — and  the  grady  bastes 
hunted  under  me,  and  toss'd  me  about  till  they 
broke  the  vial,  d'ye  mind,  and  now  the  poor  childer 
must  suffbr,  d'ye  mind.''  Hero  John  blubbered,  but thinking  tears  ill  became  his  manhood,  he  arrested 
them,  exclaiming,  'But  I  am  no  chile,  docther! 
No,  I  am  no  chile ;  and,  what  is  more,  I  ivas-never horrid  a  chile  P 

"John  was  doubtless  born  a  child,  but  the  '  best 
man'  on  all  the  waters  of  Breakneck,  and  Brush Crook  to  boot,  was  never  much  addicted  to  tlie 
mclLing  mood." 

A  CixciNNATi  correspondent,  jealous  of  the  fame 
of  the  Queen  City,  tells  us  how  to  make  a  pork- 
merchant  : 

"  Cincinnati  has  become  famous  for  her  pork  and 
her  painters.    Sometimes  these  two  principal  de- 

veloi)ments  of  the  local  characteristics  have  inter- 
fered with  eacli  other,  and  tlie  aspiring  youth,  who 

might  have  made  a  respectable  butcher  or  packer, 
tinds  it  difficult  to  get  enough  pork  to  eat,  in  his 
more  ambitious  pursuit ;  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  arts  have  i)een  occasionally  robbed  of  a  genius 
which  has  been  turned  into  the  more  lucrative  and 
lubricative  channel. 

"  One  of  our  wealth}'  merchants  aff"ords  an  in- stance of  this.  When  a  boy  he  exhibited  artistic 
inclinations  which  were  tlie  delight  of  his  mother 

and  sisters,  who  saw  a  budding  Benjamin  "West  in his  inci[)ient  sketches.  His  father,  viewing  things 
in  a  more  practical  light,  was  inclined  to  deprecate 
the  pursuit  of  art,  but  sensibly  off'ered  no  opposi- 

tion to  the  design,  feeling  that  to  be  the  most  cer- 
tain way  of  making  the  career  inevitable.  How 

he,  at  length,  homeopathically  cured  him  is  told  in this  way  : 

"  The  boy  was  permitted  to  paint,  and  even,  full 
of  enthusiasm,  to  desert  the  paternal  counting- 
house  and  hire  a  garret,  where  he  labored  most  in- 

dustriously. One  day  a  friend  of  his  father  call- 
ed upon  him  there — his  lirst  visitor,  by-tlie-v.  ay — 

and,  to  his  inexpressible  joy,  gave  him  a  commis- 
sion for  a  picture ;  an  epoch  that  was  sufficiently 

dilated  upon  b}'  him  at  the  dinner-table.  He  was 
congratulated  by  his  parent,  who,  adroitly  pretend- 

ing to  see  in  it  prospects  of  future  wealth,  succeed- 
ed in  giving  a  pecuniary  character  to  the  boj-'s  as 

yet  purely  ambitious  dreams  —  dreams  of  Avealth 
that  encouraged  him  to  labor  in  the  three  or  four 
weeks  that  he  wrouglit  upon  the  [licture.  When 
it  was  finished  he  sought  with  delight  his  patron, 
whose  criticisms  were  of  the  kindest  possible  char- 

acter, and  who  received  it  with  apparent  pleasure. 
Weeks  rolled  on,  liowever,  without  a  Avord  being 
said  of  the  remuneration  he  was  to  receive  ;  and  as 
no  more  'orders'  presented  tliemselves,  and  his 
pocket-money,  more  lavishl}'  spent  since  he  had 
felt  sure  of  his  art  payiny,  Avas  insufl^icient  to  pur- 

chase new  materials,  lie  linally  presented  himself 
to  his  patron,  and  modestly  suggested  the  payment 
for  his  picture. 

"  His  friend,  appearing  greatly  astonished,  as  if he  had  misunderstood  him,  cried, "'Pay?' 

"  'Yes,  Sir,  if  you  can  spare  it  ??o?r.' 
"'Pay!  Why,  I  never  heard  of  such  impu- 

dence. What !  pay  for  a  picture  !  Ridiculous  !' And  he  laughed  as  if  the  idea  was  a  good  joke. 
'  Oh  no,  my  young  friend,'  he  continued,  with  a 
serious  manner,  '  I  never  thought  you  wished  re- 

muneration for  such  trifling  amusement.    John  ! 
go  after  Master  F  's  picture,  and  give  it  back 

to  him.' "  The  mortified  boy  took  the  canvas  and  return- 
ed, despairingly,  home.  As  if  by  accident,  that 

day  his  father  asked  him,  at  dinner,  what  he  had 
bought  with  the  money  he  had  made.  Unable  to 
reply,  and  disgusted  with  a  profession  so  poorly 
appreciated,  3'oung  F  went  back  to  the  count- 

ing-house the  next  day ;  and  now  laughingly  at- 
tributes to  the  picture  hanging  in  the  library  the 

cause  of  his  present  prosperity ;  while  it  is  said — 
and  the  number  of  other  paintings  on  his  walls 
confirms  the  report — that  other  artists  have  reason 
to  congratulate  themselves  that  the  painter  became 

a  pork  merchant." 
"A  FEW  months  ago,"  says  a  correspondent,  "  I observed  in  the  Drawer  an  anecdote  or  t^Y0  of  that 
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great  and  good  man,  the  late  Dr.  Strong,  of  Hart- ford.   Permit  me  to  offer  you  another  : 
"Rev.  Dr.  Strong  and  Rev.  Dr.  Mason,  of  Xew 

York,  sometimes  visited  each  other.  On  one  of 
these  occasion?,  while  Dr.  31.  was  visiting  in  Hart- 

ford, the  two  Doctors  one  day  took  a  walk  togeth- 
er. '  Xow  the  stoop  of  Dr.  Strong's  residence  was 

of  freestone,  and  constructed  after  the  old  Yankee 

pattern  ;  that  is,  two  stone  slabs,  of  sufficient  thick- ness each  to  form  a  step,  laid  upon  each  other,  the 

upper  being  smaller  than  the  lower.  It  so  hap- 
pened that  a  corner  of  the  lower  stone  had  been 

broken  and  laid  up  loosely ;  so  when  the  two  cler- 
gymen returned  from  their  walk,  and  were  ascend- 

ing the  steps.  Dr.  ̂ lason  stepped  upon  the  broken 
corner,  which  turned  over  with  him,  and  caused 
him  to  stumble. 

'•'Brother  Strong,'  he  exclaimed,  'why  don't 
you  mend  your  ways  ?' 

"  'I  would,'  said  Dr.  S.,  '  if  I  were  a  Mason.'  " 

SHADOWS. 
As  the  summer  eve  declines,  . 
And  the  fading  glory  shines 
Through  the  shadow  of  the  pines; 
And  the  ■western  vrini  doth  break 
From  his  noontide  rest,  and  -wake Music  on  the  silent  lake ; 

As  lo'w  the  dreaming  echoes  brood, 
Through  the  faint  odors  of  the  -vrocd, There  comes  a  stirring  of  the  blood, 

Thrilling  to  my  heart  -with  pain, As  though  hidden  voices  came 
From  the  buried  Past  again  ; 
And  I  feel  thy  presence  near, 
With  tliy  calm  bro\r  and  waving  hair, 
Shining  through  the  twilight  air; 
Light  is  in  thine  earnest  eyes. 
Like  the  gleam  of  s:arr>-  skies Ere  the  summer  dawn  arise. 

And  a  haunting  voice  I  know 
Speaketh  to  me  soft  and  low, 
As  in  days  of  long  ago. 

Ah!  those  days,  when  we  forsook 
Wisdom's  dusty  tomes,  and  took 
Knowledge  ffom  life's  passion-book ; 
Reading  in  each  other's  eyes, And  our  trembling  low  replies, 
AU  its  burning  mysteries! 
Still  I  seem  to  clasp  thy  hand, 
"While  the  shadov.s  o'er  the  land 
Deepen  swiftly  as  we  stand 
In  communion  low  and  sweet, 
"While  my  bounding  pulses  beat Music  to  the  moments  fleet! 

Darker  now  the  shadows  fall, 
And  the  boding  owlets  call 
From  the  ruined  homestead  ^alL 
Ah  I  I  clasped  a  form  of  air ! 
Gone  from  the  Night  thy  presence  fair, 
Leaving  me  to  my  despair! 

"Western  simplicity — not  greenness,  hut  genu- ine candor  and  character— are  seen  in  the  following 
incidents,  sent  to  the  Drawer  by  a  distant  corre- 

spondent : 
"  In  a  wild  Western  neighborhood,  where  the 

sound  of  the  church-going  bell  had  never  been 
heard,  notice  was  given  that  the  Rev.  Mr.  A  , 

j  a  distinguished  Presbyterian  divine,  would  preach 
on  a  certain  day. 

"The  natives,  who  consisted  mainly  of  those 
1  hardy  pioneers  who  have  preceded  civilization, 
j  came  in  crowds  to  liear  him.    They  had  an  indis- 
i  tinct  idea  that  preachiii'  was  something  to  be 
heard,  and  all  intended  to  hear  it. 

"  After  the  service  had  begun  a  raw-boned  hunt- 
er, with  rifle  in  hand  and  all  the  accoutrements  of 

the  chase  about  him,  entered  and  took  the  only  va- 
cant seat  —  a  nail-keg  without  either  head.  The 

current  of  the  preacher's  thought  led  him  into  a description  of  heaven  and  its  inhabitants.  With 
great  power  he  had  drawn  a  pictui#  of  the  habita- 

tion of  the  blessed,  and  was  assigning  each  of  the 
patriarchs,  prophets,  and  apostles  his  appropriate 
place.  His  Calvinistic  tendencies  led  him  to  re- 

serve the  Apostle  Paul  for  his  climacteric.  With 
his  eye  fixed  on  the  highest  point,  and  with  an  up- 

ward gesture  that  seemed  to  be  directed  to  the  loft- 
iest altitude  of  the  heavenly  places,  he  said, 

"  'And  where,  my  brethren,  shall  we  seat  the 
great  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  ? — where,  I  say,  shall 
we  place  the  Apostle  Paul  ?' 

"  Then  pausing,  to  give  the  imagination  time  to 
reach  the  elevation  designed  for  the  Apostle,  he  fix- 

ed his  eye  on  our  hero  of  the  rifle.  He,  thinking 
the  address  personal,  rose  instantly,  and  replied, 

"  '  If  he  can't  do  no  better  he  can  take  my  seat.' 
"  It  is  needless  to  say  that  that  climax  was  nev- 

er reached." 
"  There  was,  some  years  ago,  in  the  eastern 

part  of  our  State,  a  very  pompous  gentleman  of 
the  legal  profession,  who  somewhat  resembled  ne- 

cessity (in  knowing  no  law),  but  whose  huge  body 
and  conceited  manners  made  him  the  butt  of  his 
professional  brethren.  At  the  same  bar  practiced 
a  keen,  active,  energetic,  little  lawyer,  almost  a 
dwarf  in  stature,  but,  intellectually,  very  mucli 
the  superior  of  his  ponderous  friend.  It  happened, 
during  one  of  the  sessions  of  the  court,  that  a  very 
heavy  rain  fell,  and  one  morning  the  wide  street 
which  separated  the  court-house  and  tavern  was 
ankle-deep  with  water. 

"  'B — v-j  my  dear  little  fellow,'  said  the  gigan- 
tic W  ,  'you  never  can  get  across  the  street  in 

this  flood  ;  you  will  certainly  drown.  I  shall  have 
to  take  you  across  on  ray  back !' 

"  '  You  would  have  more  law  on  your  back  than 
you  ever  had  in  your  head,'  was  the  ready  retort." 

A  PniLADELPniAN  writes  :  "  What  a  great  suc- 
cess is  your  charming  Magazine  !  AVhen  the  first 

number  came  out  I  was  in  New  York,  and,  dining 
with  a  party  of  literary  gentlemen,  the  new  Maga- 

zine was  handled  without  gloves.  It  was  agreed 
on  all  hands  that  it  could  not  live.  But  now, 
what  work  so  welcome  in  every  family,  with  some- 

thing for  the  young,  and  something  for  the  old,  and 
the  Drawer  for  every  body  ?" 

"You  have  probably  never  heard,"  writes  a 
Western  correspondent,  "  of  a  rabbit  being  shot 
dead  without  powder,  lead,  or  gun.  Your  Drawer 
is  a  great  institution,  but  it  never  had  such  a  story 
as  the  veritable  one  I  am  about  to  relate.  A  few 
weeks  ago  three  young  men  of  our  town  were  re- 

turning home,  about  sunset,  when  one  of  them  (who 
was  an  active  hunter)  espied  a  rabbit  about  twen- 

ty-five yards  ahead  of  them,  enjoying  the  cool  of 
the  evening.   As  soon  as  the  young  sportsman  saw 
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the  r;il)bit  he  wliispcro(l  to  his  companions  to  halt.  [ 
Delil)orately  lifting  Iiis  wallcin,i^-c.inc  up  to  liis 
shoulder,  he  lield  it  to  hi.s  siglit  as  if  it  were  a  fowl-  j 
in_<:;-j)iece,  took  ̂ ood  aim,  and  imitated,  as  near  as  j 
possil)le,  with  his  voice  the  report  of  a  gun — hang  !  , 
The  poor  little  rabbit  jumped,  fell  heels  over  head, 
gave  two  or  three  cries,  and  lay  on  his  back,  with 
his  legs  standing  up  in  the  air,  shivering  in  the  ag- 

onies of  death.  When  the  party  got  up  to  it,  it  was 
dead.  Judge  of  the  surprise  of  the  young  men 
when  they  saw  the  eftect  of  their  companion's  im- 

itation gun-shot  report !  They  thought  at  lirst 
that  the  little  thing  died  of  fright ;  but  on  turning 
it  over  they  saw  their  mistake,  its  head  being  sat- 

urated with  blood !  The  sportsman  himself  was 
quite  startled.  They  began  to  suspect  that  the 
days  of  Avitclicraft  had  returned.  But  they  pretty 
soon  discovered  that  they  were  mistaken  in  that. 
It  appears  that  the  rabbit,  when  he  was  disturbed 
by  the  bmicf,  jumped,  and  struck  against  the  stump 
of  a  bush,  and  knocked  himself  lifeless  !" 

Mr.  Newman  is  a  famous  New  England  sing- 
ing-master :  i.e.,  a  teacher  of  vocal  music  in  the  ru- 

ral districts.  Stopping  overnight  at  the  house  of 
a  simple-minded  old  lady,  whose  grandson  and  pet, 
Enoch,  was  a  pupil  of  Mr.  Newman,  he  was  asked 
by  the  lady  how  Enoch  was  getting  on.  He  gave 
a  rather  poor  account  of  the  bo}',  and  asked  his 
grandmother  if  she  really  thought  Enoch  had  any 
ear  for  music. 

"  Wa'al,"  said  the  old  woman,  "I  raaly  don't 
know;  won't  you  just  take  the  candle  and  look 
and  see !" 

Here  is  as  genuine  an  Irisher  as  we  have  re- 
cently had  in  the  Drawer. 

"  In  the  days  of  packets,  when  every  body  went 
to  Albany  from  Western  New  York  via  the  '  ra- 

ging canal,'  a  company  of  six  or  eight  gentlemen 
assembled  one  evening  at  a  Hotel  in  Lyons,  to 
wait  for  the  two  o'clock  a.m.  boat.  They  spent 
the  fore  part  of  the  night  playing  cards  and  crack- 

»  ing  jokes  and  Champagne.  When  they  retired, 
they  left  particular  orders  with  the  porter  to  call 
them  at  half  past  one.  Soundly  they  slept  till 
the  clock  struck  '  three,'  when  in  came  the  por- 

ter, yelling  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  'Gentlemen, 
get  up  quick,  the  boat  has  heoi  (/one  more  than 
an  hour  !^  " 

A  COUNTY  seat,  located  in  the  Muskingum  val- 
ley, has  its  bar  frequently  enlivened  by  tlie  wit 

and  other  eccentricities  of  a  learned  Irisli  member 
known  as  the  Doctor.  He  came  to  our  country 
when  a  boy,  went  through  and  graduated  at  one 
of  our  Eastern  universities,  was,  for  years,  a  pro- 

fessor of  Natural  Science  and  Phe-lasc-phee  (as  he 
yet  calls  it)  in  one  of  our  Western  colleges,  has  stud- 

ied and  practiced  medicine,  is  familiar  with  all  the 
dead  languages,  and  for  years  a  successful  member 
of  tlie  bar,  but  he  still  retains,  in  all  their  natural 
and  pristine  glory,  the  wit  and  brogue  of  his  native 
isle,  his  greatest  fault  being  a  desire  to  do  all  the 
talking,  and  never  knowing  when  he  is  done. 

On  the  trial  of  a  certain  cause,  in  which  he  was 
attorney  for  one  of  the  parties,  the  opposing  coun- 

sel found  it  necessary  to  make  a  witness  of  the 
learned  Doctor.  To  this  the  latter  objected,  but 
finally,  under  the  ruling  of  the  Court,  he  had  to 
take  the  stand.  After  a  long  and  tedious  exam- 

ination, and  after  the  counsel  who  called  the  Doctor 

to  the  stand  had  repeatedly  informed  him  that  he 
Avas  through,  and  linally  ai)pcaled  to  the  Court  to 
l>ut  an  end  to  the  interminable  harangue  that  was 
following  the  last  question  put,  the  Doctor,  witli  the 
utmost  simplicity,  and  sincerely  indignant  at  the 
interruption,  demanded, 

"i\lay  it  plaise  the  Coort,  an'  hiv  I  not  a  right 
to  cross-examine  meself  ?" 

When  the  territory  now  comprising  the  State  of 
Ohio  was  lirst  organized  into  a  government,  and 
Congressmen  about  being  elected,  there  were  two 
candidates,  both  men  of  standing  and  ability, 
brought  out  in  that  fertile  region  watered  by  the 
beautiful  Muskingum. 

Mr.  Morgan,  tlie  one,  was  a  reluctant  aspirant 
for  the  honor,  but  his  friends  insisted  on  his  run- 

ning, and  also  on  his  paying  his  respects  to  the 
people  by  calling  meetings  at  various  points  and 
addressing  them.  In  one  part  of  the  district  there 
was  a  large  and  ver}'  intelligent  German  settle- 

ment, and  it  was  generally  conceded  that  their  vote, 
usually  given  one  way,  would  be  decisive  of  the 
contest.  To  secure  this  important  interest,  Mr. 
Morgan,  in  the  course  of  the  campaign,  paid  this 
part  of  the  district  a  visit,  and,  by  his  condescen- 

sion and  polite  manners,  made  a  most  favorable 
impression  on  the  entire  population — the  electors, 
in  fact,  all  pledging  themselves  to  cast  their  vote for  him. 

Colonel  Jackson,  the  opposing  candidate,  and 
ambitious  for  the  office,  hearing  of  this  successful 
move  on  the  part  of  his  opponent,  determined  to 
counteract  it  if  possible.  To  this  end  he  started 
for  the  all-important  settlem.ent.  On  introducing 
himself,  and  after  several  fruitless  attempts  to  dis- 

sipate the  favorable  eivect  of  ]Mr.  Morgan's  visit, 
he  was  finally  informed  by  one  of  the  leading  men 
of  the  precinct  that 

"It  ish  no  goode  yau  cooming  hare.  Colonel 
Shackson,  ve  have  all  bromisht  to  vote  for  our 
friendt,  Miesther  Morgans." 

"Ah  ha !"  says  the  Colonel ;  "  but  did  you  hear 
what  Mr.  IMorgan  did  when  he  returned  home  from 

visiting  you  ?" 
"No,  vat  vasit?" 
"  Why  he  ordered  his  chamber-maid  to  bring 

him  some  soap  and  warm  water,  that  he  might 
Avash  tlie  smell  of  the  sour-lcrout  off  his  hands." 

The  Colonel  left,  and  in  a  fcAV  days  the  election 
coming  off,  each  candidate  made  his  appearance  at 
the  critical  German  polls.  The  votes  were  then 
given  vica  voce,  and  you  may  judge  of  Mr.  IMorgan's astonishment  as  each  lusty  Dutchman  announced 
the  name  of  Colonel  Schackson,  holding  up  his  hand 
toward  the  outwitted  candidate,  and  indignantly 
asking, 

"  Ah  ha,  Miesther  Morgans,  you  zee  on}'  sour- 

krout  dare  .p" It  is  needless  to  say  fliat  Colonel  SchacJcson  took 
a  seat  in  the  next  Congress. 

One  of  our  countrymen  abroad  remembers  the 
Drawer,  and  comnmnicates  half  a  dozen  entertain- 

ing stories. 
"  Cohmel  L         was,  and  still  is,  for  aught  I 

know  to  thB  contrary,  one  of  the  most  distinguished 
practitioners  in  the  Criminal  Courts  of  the  city  of 
Philadelphia.  On  one  occasion,  when  he  was  for 
the  prosecution,  his  witnesses  had  been  subjected 
to  a  terrible  cross-examination  from  Mr.  Ingraliam, 
who  appeared  for  the  defense.    After  the  testimony 
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for  the  State  had  closed,  Colonel  L  said  to  his 
opponent, 

"  'Now,  IMr.  Ingraham,  I  iutcud  to  handle  your 
Avitnesses  without  gloves.' 

"  '  That  is  more  than  I  would  like  to  do  with  yours,' 
responded  Mr.  Ingraham." 

"Judge  C         was  not  only  one  of  the  best 
judges,  but  also  one  of  the  best  and  most  success- ful criminal  lawyers  in  Philadelphia  some  years 
ago.  When  the  Court  of  which  he  was  the  presid- 

ing judge  was  legislated  out  of  existence,  he  betook 
himself  again  to  the  practice  of  the  law,  and  was 
retained  in  nearly  all  the  important  criminal  cases 
of  that  period.  A  new  Court  had  been  formed  b}' 
act  of  the  Legislature,  and  three  new  judges  ap- 

pointed, all  of  whom  were  very  hostile  to  13  , 
not  only  on  account  of  his  superior  knowledge  of 
law,  but  because  he  never  let  an  occasion  slip  to 
show  them  that  he  was  their  superior. 

"  On  one  occasion  he  was  defining  his  opinion  on 
a  point  of  law  before  the  Court  in  banc  on  a  motion 
for  a  nev,'  trial  in  arrest  of  judgment.  He  was  sud- 

denly stopped  by  one  of  the  judges  with, 
"  'Now,  Judge  B  ,  that  is  not  the  law,  and 

3'ou  know  it ;  and  if  you  don't  know  it  you  ought 
to,  for  you  were  a  judge  once  yourself.' 

"  'As  for  the  matter  of  that,  your  Honor,'  re- 
joined Judge  B  ,  '  there  has  been  more  than  one 

booby  upon  the  bench.' 
"  That  settled  the  hash  with  one  of  the  judges, but  the  other  two  were  determined  to  have  a  set-to 

with  him,  and  the  multiplicity  of  his  practice  soon 
gave  them  the  desired  opportunity. 

"  A  few  days  after  the  '  boobj''  received  his  qui- 
etus. Judge  B  had  a  case  before  them,  which, 

for  particular  reasons,  he  wished  to  have  continued 
for  a  day  or  two.    B  was  for  the  defense.  The 
Attorney-General  was  willing  to  continue  it,  but 
the  judge  was  determined  it  should  go  on.  B  
was  nettled  at  this  discourtesy,  but  he  '  nursed  his 
wrath  to  keep  it  warm.'  The  case  was  called  up, 
the  jury  impanneled,  and  the  defense  was  called 
upon  to  plead  to  the  indictment. 

"Judge  B  hastily  indorsed  the  plea  of  Not 
Guilty  on  the  back  of  the  indictment,  without  be- 

ing noticed  by  the  judge,  and  throwing  himself 
back  in  his  chair,  folded  his  arms,  and  looked  very 
unconcernedly  out  of  the  window.  The  judge  call- 

ed to  him  in  a  loud  tone, 
"  '  Judge  B  ,  have  you  plead  V 
"  'No  !  your  Honor,  I  have  not.' 
"  Hand  me  the  bill  of  indictment,  Mr.  Attorney- 

General,'  said  the  judge.  He  glanced  at  it,  and  no- 
ticing the  entering  of  the  plea  became  very  angry. 

"'What  does  this  mean,  Judge  B  V  thun- 
dered the  judge.  '  You  have  just  told  me  you  had 

not  plead  to  the  indictment,  and  here  is  your  plea 
in  your  own  handwriting.  Do  you  mean  to  insult 
the  Court,  Sir?' 

"  '  On  the  contrary,'  said  Judge  B  ,  slowly 
raising  himself  to  his  full  height,  '  I  wish  to  in- 

struct the  Court.  Your  Honor  asked  me  if  I  had 
plead  to  the  indictment.  I  answered,  I  had  not, 
and  I  repeat  it.  Now  for  the  instruction  of  the 
Court,  /  have  pleaded.  I  hope  the  Court  is  satis- 

fied that  I  intended  no  insult.' 
"  No.  2  let  him  alone  thereafter. 
"  But  J udge  No.  3,  the  youngest  of  the  three,  es- 

sayed his  powers  upon  Judge  B         only  a  few 
weeks  later. 

"Judge  B  was  defending  a  notorious  rascal  I 

who  was  indicted  on  the  charge  of  Larceny.  The 
evidence  for  the  prosecution  was  overwhelming, 
which  Judge  B  not  only  made  no  attempt  to 
refute,  but  offered  no  testimony  in  favor  of  his  cli- 

ent. The  Judge  on  the  bench  suggested  that,  as 
the  case  w^as  a  clear  one,  it  had  better  be  submitted 
without  argument.  But  J  udge  B  thought  dif- 

ferently, and  stated  that  he  should  address  the  jury. 
The  Attorney-General  opened  the  case,  and  Judge 
B  followed  in  a  speech  that  partook  of  a  Fourth 
of  July  oration,  a  lecture  upon  Shakspeare,  and  a 
historj'  of  the  French  Revolution.  In  his  flight 
of  eloquence  he  forgot  both  his  client  and  the  flight 
of  time.  He  was  brought  to  a  sudden  check  in 
one  of  his  most  beautiful  bursts  by  the  voice  of  the 
Judge,  who  had  been  on  nettles  for  the  last  half hour. 

"  '  Judge  B  ,'  said  he,  pulling  out  his  watch, 
'  are  row  aware  of  the  time  of  daj'  ?  It  is  half  past 
one  o'clock,  Sir.' 

"'Well,  what  of  that?'  quietly  returned  the orator. 

'"You  know  ver}'  well.  Sir,'  answei'ed  the 
Judge,  who  was  a  sallow,  meagre-looking,  and  ex- 

tremely irritable  man,  '  that  the  Court  is  in  the 
habit  of  adjourning  every  day  at  one  o'clock  for dinner.  The  Court  has  waited  half  an  hour  ex- 

pecting you  to  finish  your  speech.' 
"  This  was  too  much  for  Judge  B  ,  and  turn- 

ing full  upon  the  Judge,  with  his  long  finger  ex- 
tended, exclaimed, 

"  '  I  know  your  Honor  is  a  great  lover  of  Shak- 
speare— 1  know  3-our  Honor  is  a  great  admirer  of 

the  poetry  of  the  immortal  bard;  but  there  is  one 
great  truth  in  Shakspeare  that  must  have  escaped 
the  attention  of  your  Honor.  I  allude  to  that 
scene  in  King  Lear  where  the  poet,  with  great  truth, 
says,  "  The  lean,  lank,  and  hungry  judge  icculd  havg 
the  guiltless  rather  than  cat  his  mutton  cold!"  ̂ y[lh 
your  Honor's  permission  I  will  here  close  my 

speech.' " 
"IMr.  LNGKAnA:M,  who  has  appeared  before  in 

the  Drawer,  was  sitting  one  day  in  the  LaAV  libra- 
ry, looking  up  some  authorities,  when  Mr.  M^  , 

a  3'oung  lawyer  of  some  promise,  but  possessed, 
unfortunately,  of  an  exceedingly  unpleasant  breath, 
suddenl}'  made  his  appearance  in  great  haste  in 
search  of  a  book  that  he  needed  immediately  in  the 
Court  below,  and  puffed  out  in  broken  sentences, 

"  '  Oh — dear — Mr.  Ingraham — I  am — entirely — 

out  of  breath.' "  '  That  is  the  luckiest  thing  that  ever  happened 
to  you,'  said  Ingraham,  and  pursued  his  reading." 

"  I  MUST  tell  you  a  good  story  I  heard  some  years 
ago  in  Northern  Germany,"  writes  a  friend,  "  Avhen on  a  visit  to  one  of  its  busiest  commercial  towns  : 

"A  party  of  steady  old  merchants  were  in  the 
habit  of  meeting  every  evening  at  a  club-room  to 
enjoy  a  sociable  game  of  whist  with  their  pipes  and 
beer.  One  of  the  party,  not  then  in  business,  had 
a  habit  of  going  to  the  club-house  immediately  aft- 

er dinner,  and  to  while  away  the  time  until  the  ar- 
rival of  his  companions  drank  a  bottle  of  port  wine. 

By  the  time  his  companions  got  fairly  seated  for 
play,  old  Port-wine  became  very  sleepy,  frequently 
falling  into  a  doze,  and  annoying  the  other  players 
exceedingh'.  They  resolved  upon  curing  him. 
On  a  certain  evening  they  made  an  arrangement 
with  the  proprietor,  and  all  the  other  parties  in  the 

!  room,  that  when  old  Port  fell  into  his  accustomed 
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nap  the  lights  were  to  be  oxtinguished,  hut  the 
parities  were  to  continue  talking  and  calling  out their  play  as  if  actually  engagid  in  it.  This  went 
on  for  a  few  minutes,  when  oUt  Port,  waking  up, 
found  himself  in  utter  darkness. 

"  '  I  lead  the  ace  of  trumps,'  said  one  of  the  con- 
spirators.   '  It  is  your  play,  Mr.  addressing 

the  wakened  sleeper. 
"'But  I  can't  play,'  said  he.  'I  can't  see — 

every  thing  is  dark.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?' 
now  thoroughh'  aroused,  and  rubbing  his  eyes. 
"'Meaning?  Nothing!  Come,  come,  play ! 

don't  keep  the  game  waiting.    You  are  asleep.' 
"'No  no,  gentlemen;  I  am  not  asleep;  /  have 

gone  blind!'' "  The  old  gentleman  never  filled  up  the  time  by 
filling  himself  with  port  wine  after  dinner  from 
that  time  on.    He  was  cured." 

John  Wesi-ey  was  a  wise  man  as  well  as  good. 
He  displayed  his  wisdom  in  the  framework  of  the 
mighty  ecclesiastical  system  that  bears  his  name, 
and  has  already  become  one  of  the  powers  in  the 
world.  In  the  fragments  of  his  wa-itings  that  are 
now  floating  on  the  pages  of  the  current  literature 
we  find  this  brief  passage — Avorthy  of  Wesley,  wor- 

thy of  an}'  body,  worthy  of  an  angel !  We  put  it 
into  the  Drawer,  and  therefore  indorse  it,  for  which 
Mr.  AVesley  would  doubtless  be  very  much  obliged 
to  the  Drawer : 

"  Condemn  no  man  for  not  thinking  as  you  think. 
Let  every  one  enjoy  the  full  liberty  of  thinking  for 
himself.  Let  every  man  use  his  own  judgment, 
since  every  man  must  give  an  account  of  himself 
to  God.  Abhor  every  approach  in  any  kind  of  de- 

gree to  the  spirit  of  persecution.  If  you  can  not 
reason  or  persuade  a  man  into  the  truth,  never  at- 

tempt to  force  him  into  it.  If  love  will  not  compel 
him,  leave  him  to  God,  the  Judge  of  all." 

A  Southern  correspondent  describes  a  marriage 
ceremony  performed  by  an  Episcopal  clergyman 
the  other  day,  the  parties  being  of  the  colored  part 
of  the  population.  Jack  was  \exy  anxious  to  do 
his  part  in  the  performance  creditably,  and  re- 

peated the  words  after  the  minister  in  a  full,  clear 
tone  of  voice  ;  but  his  memory  was  short,  and  the 
service  Avas  long.  He  set  the  company  into  a  tit- 

ter by  taking  Sarah  "for  worse"  instead  of  "for 
better  or  v.orse  but -when  it  came  a  little  farther 
on,  all  gravity  was  overthrown  by  his  attempting 
to  follow  the  minister,  who  said,  "And  thereto  I 
plight  my  troth,"  whicli  Jack  rendered,  in  his  own 
fashion,  "I  takes  her  upon  trust."  One  or  two 
trials,  however,  enabled  him  to  go  through,  and  he 
was  duly  joined  to  his  Sarah. 

"  Ut  supra,"  the  Latin  for  "  as  above,"  was  sad- ly blundered  by  one  of  the  intelligence  oflaces— not 
intelligeiit— a  few  days  ago.  Mr.  Peterson,  resid- ing in  New  Jersey,  having  occasion  to  send  for 
certain  information,  wrote  a  letter  in  the  usual 
manner,  placing  the  name  of  the  place  in  which  he resides  at  the  head  of  his  letter.  At  the  close  he 
added,  "  My  address,  ut  supra,  C.  L.  Peterson." 
Not  receiving  any  answer,  he  wrote  again,  com- 

plaining of  the  neglect  of  the  office,  and  by  return 
of  mail  came  a  letter  stating  that  his  first  was  duly 
answered,  and  directed,  as  he  desired,  to  "Ut 
Supra,"  and  if  that  post-office  Avas  in  his  vicinity, he  would  find  the  letter  there.  This  time  the  in- 

telligence men  had  directed  to  the  place  from  which 
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he  dated  his  letter.  Briglit  fellows!  But  speak- 
ing of  Latin  Ijrings  us  to  another,  which  the  col- 

legians will  relish  as  being  true  to  the  life  and  the letter : 

One  of  the  c/irliest  presidents  of  Jefierson  Col- 
lege, Pennsylvania,  was  the  venerable  Dr.  ]M'Millan 

— a  man  of  great  gravity  and  dignity  of  manners. 
In  those  early  times  it  Avas  the  custom  for  the 

students,  when  meeting  the  President,  to  remove 
the  hat  from  the  head,  place  it  under  the  left  arm, 
make  a  profound  bow,  and  pass  tiie  compliments of  the  day. 

Among  the  students  was  Tom  Devoe,  an  eccen- 
tric fellow.  His  father  wms  a  rich  planter  of  Mis- 

sissippi ;  and  as  Tom  was  always  "flush  of  money," 
the  height  of  his  ambition  was  to  sport  a  gold- 
headed  cane  and  gallant  the  old  Greek  Professor's daughters. 

The  term  stiidmt^  which  he  bore  in  common  with 
the  other  members  of  the  college,  was  a  sad  mis- 

nomer. Tom's  mind  was  more  deeph'  engrossed 
with  backgammon,  checkers,  and  "old  sledge" 
than  with  his  mathematics,  and  he  was  more  deep- 

ly read  in  the  lore  of  Chesterfield  than  in  that  of 
Homer  and  Virgil.  In  fact,  ho  Avas  a  shallow- 
brained,  lily-handed  fop,  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 
a  great  favorite  with  a  certain  class  of  ladies,  who 
mistake  impertinence  for  wit,  and  fine  clotiies  and 
aftected  manners  for  refinement  and  solid  accom- 

plishments. But  to  our  tale.  Tom  was  one  day  walking 
down  street  arm  in  arm  with  his  friencT  Jolm  Smith, 
who  had  a  spice  of  the  wag  about  him.  Seeing  the 
President  a  few  paces  before  them,  Tom  hastily  in- 

quired, "Smith,  what  is  'Good-morning,  Sir,'  in 

Latin.?" 
"  Ego  sum  stidtiis,^^  was  the  reply,  "without  a  mo- 

ment's hesitation. 
Meeting  the  President,  Tom,  after  the  most  ap- 

proved style  of  donkeyism,  at  the  same  time  mak- 
ing a  profound  salam,  greeted  him  with  "./-V/o  suvi 

stidtusP'' 

"  I  am  aware  of  it,"  responded  the  President, 
making  a  slight  bow. 

This  proving  rather  unsatisfactory,  Tom  posted 
oflf  to  the  room  of  his  friend  Byles,  whom  he  saluted 
with,  "  Deacon,  what  is  the  translation  of  tliis  sen- 

tence :  '  Ego  mm  stuHus  ?' " 
"/  am  a  fooW''  responded  the  unsophisticated 

"  Deacon." 
Tliis  told  the  whole  story.  As  novel  writers 

say,  Tom's  p/<'e/i«x  may  be  more  easily  imagined than  described. 
Whetiier  the  students  hored  him  about  it  or  not, 

and  whether  the  Professor's  daughters  ever  heard 
of  it  or  not,  "deponent  sayeth  not;"  but  historj'' recordeth  that  the  next  flat-bottomed  boat  that 
went  down  the  Ohio  bore  Tom  as  a  passenger. 

Lest  there  should  be  one  of  the  million  readers 
of  this  page  who  has  not  met  with  the  incident  be- 

low, the  Drawer  holds  it  up  to  view — "  a  good  deed 
in  a  nauglity  world" — to  be  read  with  silent  admi- 

ration, and  wonder,  too,  that  such  good  deeds  are 
indeed  so  rare.  They  would  not  be  less  beautiful 
if  they  were  more  frequent ;  for  the  more  we  see 
such  beauty  the  lovelier  it  appears. 

In  old  times,  when  debtors  were  liable  to  im- 
prisonment, a  gentleman,  now  well  known  in  Phil- 

adelphia, failed,  and  was  forced  hy  some  of  liis  re- 
lentless creditors  to  become  the  inmate  of  a  prison. 

But  among  his  creditors  there  was  one  glorious 



716 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  ]^L\GAZINE. 

spirit.  Avho.  bv  great  exertion,  and  bv  involving  j 

himself,  fullv' accomplished  the  liberation  of  his  ; friend.    HeVas  a  commission  merchant  and  part-  i 
ner  in  a  house  that  ranked  with  the  first  in  our  city  | 
for  nearlv  liftv  vears,  %vithout  the  slightest  taint  or  j 

blemish.*  In  the  evening  of  his  days,  however,  | 
misfortune  reached  him,  and  he  found  his  house 
tottering  amidst  the  financial  storm  of  last  autumn ;  j 
and  while  his  distress  was  greatest,  and  his  fortunes  j 
looked  darkest,  the  bread  he  had  cast  upon  the  wa- 

ters *-ix-and-twenty  years  before  came  floating  back 

to  his  door.    It  was  his  former  dthtor's  ckecJc-book, 
shoiclng  a  bahnce  in  one  of  our  city  hanhs  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars,  with  checks  sign- 

ed in  blank  to'his  order,  and  a  request  that  he  would 
use  the  whole  or  any  part  if  it  wotild  be  of  service 
to  him ! 

A  CORRE5POXDEXT  in  the  interior  of  our  own 
State,  from  whom  we  are  always  glad  to  hear, 
sends  a  brace  of  anecdotes  : 

'•Our  statute  relative  to  highways  forbids  the 
laving  out  of  a  road  through  '  any  fixtures  or  crec- 
iuns  for  the  purposes  of  manufactures.'  The  offi- 

cials of  a  neighboring  town  had  laid  out  a  highway 
which,  for  a  part  of  its  course,  embraced  within  its 
bounds  a  ditch  leading  to  a  saw-mill,  and  the  ques- 

tion before  the  Court  was  whether  that  ditch  was 
an  'erection.'  Upon  the  one  side  it  was  claimed 
that  it  was;  but  says  Giles  H  ,  the  humor- 

ous counsel  on  the  other  side,  '  A  sunken  ditch  is 
not  an  "  erection."  To  be  such  the  thing  must  be 
raised  up  above  the  ground,  not  dug  dmcn  below  it. 
Indeed,  your  Honors,'  says  he,  '  a  ditch  can  never 
be  an  "erection"  till  it  is  turned  bottom  upward!' 
This  conclusive  argument  brought  down  the  Court, 
and  bar,  and  all,  and,  what  was  better,  the  counsel 
gained  his  cause." 

'•This  idea  of  a  ditch  'bottom  upward'  brings 
another  incident  to  my  mind.  I  was  once  '  near 
one  of  our  country's  bastions,'  pointing  out  to  a 
young  lady  friend  of  mine  the  guns  upon  its  walls. 
For  a  long  time  she  did  not  see  them ;  but  finally, 
willing  to  see  for  the  purpose  of  pleasing  me,  she 
cried  out :  •  Oh,  yes !  I  see  them — that  is,  I  see 
the  holes  in  the  caimon,  though  for  the  life  of  me  I 
can"t  see  the  brass  that  is  around  them  I' " 

and  very  much  so  in  his  own  conceit ;  and  \^  al- 
ways ready  with  a  reason  and  an  opinion  whenev- 

er a  chance  occurs  for  him  to  put  in  his  word.  The 
beds  were  at  one  time  terribly  infested  with  bugs, 
and  one  of  the  students  said  to  him  as  he  was  pur- 

suing his  work : 
''Professor,  nothing  was  made  in  vain:  what 

were  bed-bugs  made  for  ?*' Quickly,  quietly,  and  aptly,  the  old  fellow  an- swered, 

"  To  show  us  that  we  have  here  no  j'erf/K^r  place !" The  President  could  not  have  answered  better. 

HeaPv  the  story  of  the  child  who  went  forth  into 
the  mountain  ravine.    While  the  child  wandered 
there  he  cried  aloud  to  break  its  loneliness,  and 
heard  a  voice  which  called  to  him  in  the  same  tone. 
He  called  again,  and,  as  he  thought,  the  voice 
again  mocked  him.    Flushed  with  anger,  he  ru?hed 
to  find  the  boy  who  insulted  him,  but  could  find 
none.    He  then  called  out  to  hira  in  anger,  and, 
withal,  abusive  epithets — all  of  which  were  faith- 

fully returned  to  him.     Choking  with  rage,  the 
child  ran  to  his  mother,  and  complained  that  a  boy 
in  the  woods  had  abused  and  insulted  him  with 
many  vile  words.    But  the  mother  took  her  child 
by  the  hand,  and  said :  "  My  child,  these  words were  but  the  echo  of  thine  own  voice.  Whatever 
thou  didst  call  was  returned  to  thee  from  the  hill- 

side.  Hadst  thou  called  out  pleasant  words,  pleas- 
I  ant  words  would  have  returned  to  thee.    Let  this 
!  be  thy  lesson  through  life.    The  world  will  be  the 
I  echo  of  thine  own  spirit.    Treat  thy  fellows  with 
j  unkindness.  and  they  will  answer  with  unkindness; I  with  love,  and  thou  shalt  have  love.    Send  forth 

I'ppER  Saxdusky  contributes  a  legal  opinion 
to  the  Drawer  on  a  vexed  question.  The  case  Is 
thus  stated  and  decided,  to  wit : 

During  the  recent  sitting  of  our  Court  of  Com- 
mon Pleas,  one  of  our  attorneys  clipped  the  fol- 

lowing paragraph  from  a  ne'v.  spaper :  '  If  distance lends  enchantment  to  the  view,  and  the  view  re- 
fuses to  return  it,  can  distance  obtain  any  legal 

redress  V  and,  attaching  it  to  a  slip  of  paper,  wrote 
as  follows :  '  The  case  is  submitted  to  the  Court 
upon  the  foregoing  agreed  statements.  , 
Attorney  for  View,'  and  handed  it  to  the  subscriber, 
who  passed  it  to  the  Court  on  the  Bench,  who  im- 

mediately returned  it  with  the  following  written 
decision  or  opinion:  'As  the  view  undressed  would 
be  more  enchanting,  it  should  not  be  redressed. 

 ,  Judge ;'  which  I  consider  the  best  im- 
promptu answer  that  could  have  been  given." 

son  Cox"  from  time  immemorial  has 
been  the  "dust  and  ashes"  man  in  Williams  Col- 

lege, adding  to  his  duties  of  sweeping  and  making 
fires  the  other  labor  of  making  up  the  beds  of  the 
students.    The  Professor  is  wise  in  his  generation, 

sunshine  from  th}-  spirit,  and  thou  shalt  never  have 
a  clouded  day  ;  carry  about  a  vindictive  spirit,  and 
even  in  the  flowers  shall  lurk  curses.  Thou  shalt 
receive  ever  what  thou  givest,  and  that  alone. 
Always,"  said  the  mother,  "is  that  child  in  the 
mountain-passes,  and  every  man  and  every  wo- 

man is  that  child." 
A  Louisiana  clergyman  sends  to  the  Drawer 

the  following  letter,  which  was  received  by  a  gen- 
tleman in  his  parish  from  an  indignant  correspond- 

ent in  Virginia : 
HoEX  Tovrs,         Oct.  5?,  1S57. 

To  THE  TIox.  James  B.  Wagoxee:  Sir,— You  have 
behaved  like  an  impetiginons  acroyli — like  those  iuqni- 
nate  orasscrolest  -n-ho  evious  of  my  moral  celsitude  cany 
their  mugacity  to  the  height  of  creating  symposically 
the  fecund  words  which  my  polymathic  genius  uses 
with  uberity  to  abiligate  the  tongues  of  the  weightless. 
Sir,  you  have  orassly  parodied  my  own  pet  words,  as 
though  they  were  tangrams.  I  will  not  conceroate  re- 

proaches. I  would  obduce  a  veil  over  the  atramental 
ingratitude  which  has  chamiered  even  my  undisceptible 
heart  I  am  silent  on  the  foscillation  which  my  ccadfiil 
fancy  must  have  given  you  when  I  offered  to  become  your 
fanton  and  admincle.  I  will  not  speak  of  the  liptitude, 
the  ablepsy  you  have  shown  in  exacerbating  me ;  one 
whose  genius  you  should  have  approached  with  mental 
discalcation.  So  I  tell  you,  Sir,  syncophically  and  with- 

out supervacaneous  words,  nothing  will  render  ignosci- 
ble  your  conduct  to  me.  I  warn  yoa  that  I  will  velli- 
cate  your  nose  if  I  thought  your  moral  diathesis  could 
be  thereby  performed.  If  I  thought  that  I  should  not 
impigorate  my  reputation  by  such  a  degladiation.  Go 
tagygraphic ;  your  oness  inquinate  draws  oblectation 
fron  the  greatest  poet  since  Jlilton,  and  draws  upon  your 
head  this  letter,  which  will  drive  you  to  Walker,  and 
send  you  to  sleep  over  it 

Knowledge  is  power,"  and  power  is  mercy ;  so  I  wish 
you  no  rovose  that  it  may  prove  an  external  hypnotic. 
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Meets  with  an  Accident  in  attempting  to  recover  Takes  a  little  time  to  reflect  npon  his  unpleasant 
himself.  position. 

Effect  of  the  Concussion  in  the  Bali-Room,  And  in  the  Supper-Room  below. 

And  makes  a  forcible  Exit  through  the  Front !  Reaches  home  at  last,  convinced  that  Fat  Men 
'Do'  r.  ,  can't  be  gmceful. 
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THE  novelty  of  the  Dinner  Costume, 
given  on  the  preceding  page,  Avill  of 

itself  be  to  many  a  strong  recommenda- 
tion, apart  from  the  fact  that  it  is  suit- 

able for  any  occasion  short  of  those  which 
require  full  dress,  and  may  be  made  of 
:iny  material.     Here  it  is  represented 
of  mode-colored  and  Napoleon-blue  silk, 
the  dress  itself  being  of  the  former.  The 
corsage  is  a  la  Raphael,  waist  cut  round. 
The  plastro7i  is  of  blue  taffeta,  gathered 
transversely,  bordered  and  divided  by  a 
band  of  the  material  of  the  dress,  one  inch 
in  width,  edged  with  a  piping  or  cording 
of  the  blue  silk,  and  ornamented  with 
buttons  to  match.    The  skirt  is  double  •, 
the  upper  one,  as  well  as  the  sleeves, 
ornamented  en  tahlier,  similar  to  the  cor- 

sage ;  thdse  puffings  being  arranged  in 
pyramids.    There  are  jockeys  to  match. 
The  sleeves  are  large  and  full,  with 
large  pulled  under-sleeves.    An  inside 
chemisette  and  a  coif  of  black  lace  com- 

plete this  unique  and  tasteful  toilet. 
Although  we  have  indicated  the  colors 
as  well  as  the  materials  of  the  garment 
from  Avhich  our  illustration  is  drawn,  it 
can  be  produced  effectively  in  any  col- 

ors which  harmonize  agreeably.  For 
evening  costume  the  under-sleeves, 
which  we  have  represented  closed,  as 
more  suitable  for  a  dinner  toilet,  should 
he  made  open.    With  this  slight  modi- 

fication, this  costume  is  equally  appro- 
priate for  the  carriage,  for  dinner,  and 

for  an  eveninir  dress. 
Figure  3. — Fichu. 

Cap. 

In  the  Promenade  Cos- 
tume the  cloak  is  composed 

of  alternate  stripes  of  moire 
antique  and  plain  taffeta.  The 
front  two  are  plain,  having  an 
opening  between  them  and  the 
adjoining  moire  for  arm-holes. 
These  sections  are  an  anged  in 
hollow  flutes,  and  have  an  edg- 

ing of  fringe.  There  is  a  pel- 
erine trimming,  made  of  fifteen 

fluted  folds  Avith  a  two -inch 
fringe.  The  Bonnet  presents 
no  very  special  deviation  from 
the  styles  previously  worn. 

The  Fichu,  Cap,  and  Un- 
der-Sleeves  are  of  similar 

construction.  All  of  them 
are  made  of  ruches  of  illusion 
tulle,  forming  medallions,  and 
trimmed  -with  narroAV  sky-blue 
velvet,  and  boAVS  of  blue  taf- 

feta arranged  in  a  series  of 
loops.  The  Fichu  in  front, 
and  the  Under- Sleeves  and 
Cap  behind,  are  adorned  with 
floats  of  wade  taffeta  ribl)on. 
A  spray  of  orange  flowers  and 
a  v/hite  moss-rose  bud  are 
placed  alternately  in  the  me- 

dallions of  the  Fichu  and  Cap. 
In  the  Under-Sleeve  these  are 
occupied  with  bows. Figure  5. — Under-Sleeve. 
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riu  iv  would  be  st-nscr  in  kiiowintj. 
Hut  since,  with  all  our  knowii'g, 
We  must  still  bo  nndtT^'oin^?, 
"Why,  whiit's  tlio  use  of  knowing?'" 

"Carry  out  tlic  idea,"  replied  Larkin,  "and 
it  would  lead  to  fatalism,  and  suit  a  stupid  Turk 
rather  than  a  self-relying  Anglo-Saxon.  For 
my  motto  I  would  prefer  the  saying  of  Pittacus 
of  ̂ litylenc : 

"'The  Aviso,  with  prudent  Ihouglit,  provido 
Against  misfortune's  coming  tide; 
The  valiant,  when  the  surge  beats  high, 
Undaunti  d  brave  its  tyranny.'  " 

"The  wise! — Who  are  the  wise?  Young 
man,  the  day  will  come  when  you  will  begin  to 
ask  yourself  that  question,  and  seek  in  vain  for 
an  answer.    Yet  it  all  reminds  me  of  a  childish 
fancy  derived  from  the  old  nurse  that  dandled 
me  on  her  knee." 

So  the  Squire  told  his  story,  and  presently 
thereafter  Leonore  wove  it  into  verse,  which 
may  please  some  better  than  the  prose. 

THE  EAINBOW. 

"When  but  a  child,  'twas  long  ago, 
My  nurse  this  story  told : 

She  said,  "Whoe'er  might  chance  to  know The  spot  whereon  the  bright  rainbow 
Touched  the  green  earth,  would  find  below 

A  pot  of  shining  gold. 
Therefor,  on  many  a  summer  even, 

"Wlicn  ruins  Mere  pass'd  away, And  tlie  fair  arch  spanned  all  the  heaven, 
-Have  I  from  hill  to  hill-top  striven, 
Until  the  cloud-born  colors  seven 

Faded  to  misty  gray. 

And  with  a  boy's  simplicity I  marveled,  half  in  fear, 
That  ever  as  I  ran  with  glee 
Toward  tlie  spot  where  I  could  see 
The  rainbow  touch,  it  seemed  to  mo 

To  vanish  in  the  air. 
When  grown  a  youth  I  often  smiled — 

Remembering  this  gold — 
To  think  how,  when  a  silly  child, 
I  was  so  easily  beguiled, 

And  credited  tiie  legend  wild 
The  doting  dame  had  told. 

lUit  wiHi  niiiturity  of  yeari», 
(•ruy  liair  and  bearded  chin, 

The  lc.,'ciid  now  a  type  appears 
(Jf  human  life:  liow  worn  with  cares 
We  follow  where  Hope's  rainbow  cheers Some  visioned  prize  to  win. 
Pausing  at  length  on  the  last  hill. 

Whose  foot  Death's  waters  lave. 
From  tliat  dark  river  deep  and  chill 
We  shuddering  shrink  with  awe,  until 
We  see  the  rainbow,  arching  still 

The  lands  beyond  the  grave. 

Looking  plump  and  unctuous  as  fruit  ma- 
tured in  its  i)roper  clime  and  season,  negro 

waiters  and  maids  bustled  about  the  boat — skill- 
ful, through  long  practice,  in  making  a  great 

racket  with  a  little  work.  On  shore,  a  party 
of  athletic  young  blacks,  with  shouts  of  merri- 

ment, were  tumbling  cotton  bales  from  the  low 
warehouses  on  the  brink  of  the  bluff  down  the 
steep  bank,  and  by  dint  of  hook  and  shoulder 
tugging  them  to  their  place  on  the  lower  deck. 
Stout  porters,  as  they  deposited  their  ox-loads 
of  baggage,  would  testify  their  sense  of  relief 
by  executing  a  double  shuffle  on  the  deck  be- 

fore departing  for  another  load.  The  sooty 
firemen  -were  poking  up  their  fiery  furnaces, 
drowning  the  iron  chitter  with  a  grand  Man- 
dingo  chorus.  Carriages  were  rattling  to  and 
fro,  delivering  their  freights  of  well-dressed 
passengers — gentlemen  and  ladies,  maids  and 
children,  all  playing  their  part  in  the  noisy  and 
animated  scene. 

On  the  left  Avas  a  picture  of  a  graver  cast. 
A  planter,  with  his  people,  is  emigrating  to  some 
new  land  ;  to  Texas,  perhaps  ;  but  what  matters 
it  ?  You  may  easily  recognize  the  proprietor,  a 
tall,  portly  man,  bronzed  and  careworn,  as  he 
sits  on  horseback  overlooking  his  dependant 
family.    Grouped  around  en  bivouac  are  some 

MAKKET-PLACJi,  JIONTGOMEKY. 
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PLANTER  EMIGKATING. 

tv,'o  hundred  negroes  of  both  sexes  and  all 
ages,  from  the  gray-haired  grnndsire  to  the 
puling  infant  in  its  mother's  arms.  Some  are 
lolling  on  chests  and  baled  blankets ;  others 
stretched  on  the  bare  ground,  sleeping.  Some 
are  quietly  whitBng  their  corn-cob  pipes  ;  while 
others  are  kindling  fires  to  cook  their  evening 
ration  of  bacon  and  corn-meal. 

Below,  the  boat  which  was  to  convey  them 
was  pouring  out  volumes  of  black  smoke  from 
her  kindling  furnaces. 

But  neither  the  note  of  imminent  prepara- 
tion sounded  from  time  to  time  by  the  hoarse 

steam-pipe,  nor  the  exciting  hilarity  that  sur- 
rounded them,  seemed  to  disturb  in  the  least 

the  impassiveness  of  the  dusky  group. 
At  length  the  ropes  were  cast  loose,  the  gang- 

ways drawn  aboard,  and  the  Henry  J.  King  Avent 
steaming  down  the  river.  The  clatter  of  the 
landing  is  exchanged  for  the  rush  of  paddle- 
wheels  and  the  jar  of  machinery.  The  last 
gleam  of  the  setting  sun  illuminates  the  fading 
domes  of  Montgomery,  and  a  fat  waiter  with  a 
brazen  bell  proclaims  supper. 

The  tender  ones  were  sleeping  in  their  state- 
rooms ;  a  balmy  breeze  played  over  the  steam- 

er's deck ;  a  glorious  moon,  near  to  her  full, 
sailed  in  the  azure  firmament,  her  soft  light 
lending  the  enchantment  of  mystery  to  shore 
and  river.  In  such  times  as  this  it  is  sweet 
to  sit  and  philosophize.  A  silly  opinion  pre- 

vails in  the  world  that  Philosophy  is  intended 
to  sustain  us  in  misfortune,  to  shield  us  from 
the  sharp  arrows  of  sorrow.  No  idea  can  be 
more  fallacious.  Ask  any  practical  man,  and 
he  will  tell  you  how  worthless  are  the  maxims 
of  sages,  ancient  or  modern,  to  soothe  the  cares 
and  sufferings  incident  to  human  existence. 
But  when  we  have  sound  stomachs,  and  success 

crowns  our  undertakings,  Philosophy  is  indeed 
a  jewel.  How  wise  she  makes  us  feel ;  how 
profoundly  grateful  to  Divine  goodness  for  the 
blessing — no,  not  for  that,  but  for  the  gift  of 
superior  foresight,  and  sounder  sense  than  other 
people  have  !  How  liberally  we  dispense  advice 
and  encouragement  for  the  benefit  of  our  less 
lucky  neighbors ;  with  what  complaisant  meek- 

ness we  pour  out,  as  a  libation  to  Fortune,  the 
froth  that  floats  on  the  overflowing  cup  of  oui 
self-conceit ! 

"What  a  lucky  idea  was  this  of  mine,"  said 
Mr.  Broadacre  to  his  young  kinsman,  "  this  ideii 
of  traveling  for  health.  That  I  should  have 
been  credulous  enough  to  have  consulted  doc- 

tors and  chewed  dried  gizzards !  Bah  !  How 
soon  a  little  movement  dispels  the  spleen  en- 

gendered by  too  long  a  residence  in  one  local- 
ity ;  and  a  little  hardship  knocks  off  the  rust 

that  gathers  from  habitual  ease  and  luxury.  The 
great  difficulty  is  in  the  starting;  but  once  upon 
the  wing,  I  feel  as  much  at  home  in  this  stir- 

ring life  as  any  young  vagabond  among  you. 

Ay,  and  can  rough  it  too  with  the  best  of  you  !" 
"Certainly,  uncle;  no  frontier  man  could 

have  stood  the  mountains  better." 
"Never  fear  me,  Bob.  I've  been  a  cam- 

paigner in  my  time.  But  I  don't  care  to  boast of  that — a  mere  matter  of  nerve  and  muscle. 
But  when  I  used  to  be  out  in  the  world  I  was 
a  great  physiognomist.  My  intuitions  in  that 
way  were  wonderful ;  I  seldom  wanted  more 
than  one  glance  at  a  man  to  enable  me  to  tell 
his  character  and  social  position  with  consider- 

able accuracy.  Now  I  have  observed  a  young 
man  on  board  the  boat  who  evidently  is  in  some 
distress,  and  whose  countenance  interests  me. 
I  saw  him  a  short  time  since  playing  cards  in 
the  Social  Hall.   An  altercation  occurring,  he 
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left  the  table,  and  has  since  been  wanilcrin;» 
uneasily  about  the  boat.  I  suspect  he  has  fallen 
amon}^  sharpers." 

"I  have  no  faith  whatever  in  ])hysio{^nomy," 
replied  Larkin  ;  "and  it  is  dilHcult  nowadays 
to  draw  any  reliable  inferences  from  dress,  where 
ready  made  clothing  stores  so  universally  i)re- 
vail.  And  since  the  spirit  of  Democracy,  not 
satisfied  with  political  equality,  is  fast  leveling]; 
all  distinctions  in  morals  and  manners,  it  is  hard 
to  distinguish  between  a  gentleman  and  a  bill- 

iard-marker;  to  know  the  difference  between 
a  rich  banker  and  a  swindler  ;  or  tell  an  M.  C. 
from  a  black-leg." 

"Too  true,  Robert;  too  true.  Eut  the  art 
of  the  physiognomist  is  more  an  instinct  than 
an  effort  of  reason  ;  or  if  of  reason,  its  method 
is  too  subtle  to  be  appreciated  or  understood. 
I  have  been  interested  in  a  young  man's  face 
without  knowing  why." 

"Why  ?  The  simple  fact  that  there  is  seem- 
ing distress  is  sufficient  to  interest  you,  Uncle 

Broadacre.  But  as  trouble  is  the  common  lot 

of  all,  it  proves  nothing  in  regard  to  character." 
"Now  we  are  getting  tangled  up  in  meta- 

physics," replied  the  Squire,  as  he  strayed  off 
toward  the  Social  Hall.  When  he  got  there,  it 
happened  by  some  accident  that  he  was  slightlj' 
jostled  by  the  young  man  to  whom  he  had 
taken  such  a  fancy.  The  stranger  made  a  po- 

lite apology,  which  the  Squire  received  so  agree- 
ably that  they  fell  into  conversation. 

"  Pardon  the  liberty,  Sir,"  said  the  youth, 
with  a  bow  of  unctuous  deference,  "  but  I  per- 

ceive you  are  a  Virginian." 
"You  are  right,"  replied  the  Squire,  with  a 

smile.  "But  pray  tell  me  how  did  yon  know 
that  ?" 

"The  air,  Sir,  the  bearing — excuse  the  im- 
pertinence in  an  entire  stranger.  But  the  Vir- 

ginia gentleman  is  unmistakable.  I  was  my- 
self educated  at  the  University  of  Virginia,  one 

of  the  noblest  institutions  in  the  world." 
"  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Squire  Broadacre, 

warming  up;  "then  you  must  have  been  ac- 
quainted with  my  nephew,  Bob  Berkeley." 

The  young  stranger  was  dumbfoundered  with 
respectful  astonishment.  "Have  I,  then,  the 
honor  of  addressing  the  kinsman  of  my  dearest 
friend  Bob  Berkeley — a  friend  that  I  am  proud 
to  own — always  at  the  head  of  his  class — a  ter- 

rible student — graduated  with  hon — " 
"Come  now,"  interrupted  Squire  B.,  "you are  too  partial.  My  nephew  was  a  great  wiielp, 

and  didn't  graduate  at  all.  I  wanted  to  ask 
you  what  he  was  dismissed  for." 

"Ah,"  cried  the  youth  Avith  a  knowing  wink, 
"  that  was  an  unfortunate  affair — entirely  the 
fault  of  the  Faculty — a  base,  tyrannical  action 
on  their  part.  For  Bob  was  a  whole-souled  fel- 

low— spent  his  money  free.  He  and  I  used  to 
lend  each  other  money  on  all  occasions." 

"  Hum,"  said  Squire  B. ;  "  he  managed  to  get 
through  a  good  deal  in  a  short  time." 

"  The  very  soul  of  liberality  and  honor,  Sir," 
responded  the  stranger. 

"I  suspected  hin>  of  gaming,"  said  the  Squire. 
The  youth's  countenance  fell  as  he  answered, 

"He  certainly  had  a  weakness  for  a  game,  Sir, 
like  many  others  that  have  suffered  by  it." 

The  sjteaker  turned  hastily  to  brush  away  a 
tear,  while  the  Scpiire  took  him  kindly  and  fa- 

miliarly by  the  arm. 
"It's  a  bad  habit,"  said  he — "a  bad  habit — 

one  that  should  be  avoided  or  gotten  rid  of.  I 
observed  that  those  fellows  were  too  hard  for 

you  to-day.    Did  you  lose  much  ?" 
The  young  man  sighed.  "  It  was  but  a  tri- 

fle. Sir ;  and  but  for  the  peculiar  circumstances 
in  which  I  am  placed  I  wouldn't  mind  it.  I 
am  hurrying  home  to  see  my  mother,  who  is 
ill.  I  have  lost  every  thing  I  had  about  me, 
and  in  consequence  of  my  criminal  folly  I  shall 
be  detained  for  several  days  at  Mobile.  In  the 
mean  time  I  know  not  what  may  happen." 

Squire  Broadacre  winked  two  or  three  times 
to  get  rid  of  the  moisture  that  was  gathering  in 
the  corners  of  his  eyes.  "Come,  youngster, 
don't  make  a  serious  matter  of  a  trifle" — pull- 

ing out  his  wallet — "how  much  will  you  need 
to  take  you  home  ?" At  the  sight  of  the  wallet  the  youth  looked 
surprised  and  hurt;  so  much  so  that  the  Squire 
apologized,  but  persisted  in  his  kindly  offer  until 
the  stranger  reluctantly  named  twenty  or  twen- 

ty-five dollars. 
"Nonsense!"  said  the  Squire,  in  an  under 

tone,  offering  a  fifty-dollar  bill. — "Get  out,  you 
rascal!"  (to  Jim  Bug,  who  had  pulled  his  sleeve.) 

The  youth  refused ;  and  a  friendly  alterca- 
tion ensued,  which  ended  in  the  Squire's  forc- 

ing the  note  upon  him.  The  outpouring  of  the 

young  stranger's  thanks  was  interrupted  by  the 
stoppage  of  the  boat  at  a  landing. 

"There's  my  card  and  address,"  said  he. 
"And  yours ?" 

"A.  Broadacre,  St.  Louis  Hotel,  New  Or- 

leans." 
"All  right,  you  wall  hear  from  me  within 

four  days." "Master,"  said  Jim,  in  a  grieved  and  indig- 
nant voice,  "you're  done  fooled — tuck  in  scan- 

dalous." 
"  You  impudent  dog,  get  to  bed  !  How  dare 

you  address  me  in  that  style  ?  How  dare  you 
interrupt  me  when  I  am  conversing  with  gen- 

tlemen?   You  pulled  my  sleeve  twice." 
"Master,"  persisted  Jim,  "you'se  fooled.  I 

see  dat  man  playin'  chuck-a-luck  down  on  deck, 
all  fur  to  make  a  raise  to  git  into  dis  game  up 
stars.  Den  they  CQtch  him  cheatin',  and  saunt 

him." 

After  sundry  impatient  and  menacing  ges- 
tures with  his  cane  the  Squire  relapsed  into 

thouglitfulness. 
"Who  was  that  young  man  I  was  talking 

with  a  short  time  since?"  he  asked  of  the  clerk. 
,  "That  was  Jedediah  Suggs,  Sir,  a  son  of  the 
celebrated  Colonel  Simon  Suggs,  of  Montgom- 

ery." 

"Is  he  still  on  board  the  boat?"  asked  the 
Squire,  hastily. 
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"Think  he  left  when  we  landed  just  now. 

Had  you  any  business  transaction  with  him  ?" 
inquired  the  clerk,  with  a  smile. 

"None," replied  Squire  B., reddening — " that 
is,  none  of  any  importance;"  and  he  walked 
off  toward  his  state-room. 

The  excitements  of  the  evening  were  not  yet 
over.  As  he  Avas  about  going  to  bed  the  Squire 
missed  his  wallet,  which  contained  several  hun- 

dreds in  bank-notes,  besides  important  papers. 
After  hurriedly  visiting  his  pockets  one  after 
another,  he  returned  to  the  forward  part  of  the 
boat  in  great  perturbation,  and  commenced  a 
search,  in  which  he  was  assisted  by  several  em- 

ployes of  the  steamer  and  a  number  of  officious 
by-standers.  The  appearance  and  eagerness  of 
some  of  these  latter  seemed  rather  calculated  to 
make  the  loser  nervous,  but  the  Squire  was  be- 

yond either  hope  or  suspicion.  His  mind  was 
made  up  on  the  subject.  "The  infernal  scoun- 

drel," he  muttered  between  his  clenched  teeth, 
"  to  have  picked  my  pocket  under  such  circum- 

stances !"  This  the  Squire  said,  and  a  great 
deal  more  scarcely  proper  to  be  recorded.  But 
with  the  appearance  of  Larkin  and  Jim  Bug  on 
tlie  scene  both  philosophy  and  dignity  were  for 
a  moment  forgotten.  "The  misbegotten  scoun- 

drel!" he  repeated,  stamping  furiously  on  the 
floor.  As  he  did  so  something  dropped  out 
from  the  leg  of  his  breeches,  and  Jim  nimbly 
grabbed  up  the  ideniical  wallet.    The  rejoicing 

GE^•TLEMAN  S  GENTLEMAN. 

was  general,  while  drinks  and  congratulations 
went  round.  "I  am  sincerely  glad  of  one  thing, 
at  least,"  the  Squire  whispered  to  Larkin,  as 
ihey  again  retired  to  their  respective  rooms, 
"the  young  rascal's  mother  is  not  sick,  after 

all." 

The  day  following  their  departure  from  Mont- 
gomery our  tourists  passed  most  agreeably  on 

board  their  boat ;  and  certainly  no  public  con- 
Abeyances  in  the  world  can  compare,  either  in 
substantial  comfort  or  luxurious  elegance,  with 
those  of  our  Soutlnvestern  waters.  The  weary 
may  repose  on  spring  mattresses  or  cut  velvet 
sofas ;  the  hungry  are  fed  with  the  richest 
viands,  served  with  a  quiet  elegance  nowhere 
equaled  but  in  the  first-class  restaurants  of 
Paris ;  the  ivory  key-board  of  a  superb  piano 
tempts  the  itching  fingers  of  the  musical;  books 
there  are  for  the  sttidious  ;  and  the  artist,  when 
he  gets  accustomed  to  the  jar  of  the  machinery, 
may  sketch  almost  as  well  as  on  terra  Jirma. 
To  those  whose  perceptive  faculties  are  too  act- 

ive to  permit  the  enjoyment  of  parlor  amuse- 
ments, the  moving  panorama  of  the  river  shores 

offers  a  varied  and  attractive  feast ;  while  the 
mixed  and  changing  population  of  their  floating 
world  furnishes  endless  entertainment  to  the 
observer  of  character.  As  the  events  of  the  pre- 

ceding evening  have  unfortunately  deprived  us 
of  further  observations  from  Squire  B.  on  the 

subject  of  physiognomy,  with  Larkin's  sketch- 
book before  us,  Ave  feel  constrain- 

ed to  hazard  a  fcAv  straggling  com- 
ments of  our  OAA^n. 

Apropos  of  negroes  :  Some 
time  ago  a  raw  Hibernian,  on 
landing  in  one  of  our  Southern 
cities,  lost  his  trunk.  When  he 
applied  at  the  baggage-office  for 
redress  he  Avas  asked  how  he  hap- 

pened to  lose  it. 
Pat  naiA^ely  replied,  "  Shure,  a 

big  black  nagur  took  it  away  on 

his  shoulder." "  And  Avould  you  know  him 

again  if  you  were  to  see  him  ?" 
"  Faix,  is  yer  honor  makin' 

game  of  me  ?  There  was  a  hun- 
dred of  thim ;  and  Iioav  can  ye 

tell  one  nagur  from  another  any 
more  than  ye  can  tell  one  sheep 

from  another  ?" Those  unacquainted  Avith  the 
personnel  of  the  peculiar  institu- 

tion are  apt  to  think  like  the  in- 
nocent Paddy  ;  yet  we  are  not 

sure  but  the  African  face  pre- 
sents as  strong  and  remarkable 

A^arieties  of  character  as  that  of 
the  Caucasian. 

Observe  the  gentleman's  gen- 
tleman, as  Avith  waiter  and  nap- 

kin in  hand  he  stands  behind  the 
rich  man's  chair — at  once  proud 
and  obsequious  —  swelling  Avith 
his  master's  importance  and  his 
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STEAMBOAT  COOK, 

own  —  scrupulously  neat  in  his  dress — punctil- 
iously polite  in  his  deportment ;  yet  scarcely 

polite  enough  to  conceal  his  scorn  of  a  comrrion 
nigger,  or  his  somewhat  pitying  contempt  of 
poor  white  folks.  Then  cast  a  glance  into  that 
steaming  pandemonium  the  steamboat  kitchen, 
and  mark  the  ruler  of  the  realm. 

Compare  old  Aunt  Sally,  who,  in  the  capac- 
ity of  family  nurse,  has  waged  an  amiable  war 

with  consecutive  generations  of  fair-haired  re- 
bellious Anglo-Saxons ;  with  Julia,  my  lady's 

pert  and  petted  maid,  who  has  been  heard  to 
wonder  whether  it  is  possible  that  real  ladies  at 

the  North  sometimes  wear  calico— as  is  report- 
ed. But  the  book  furnishes  more  examples 

than  we  have  space  to  exhibit. 
Whom  have  we  here?  A  coarse,  common 

face,  which  our  artist  deftly  purloined  while  its 
owner  sat  smoking  his  corn-cob  pipe  upon  the 
guards  of  the  boat.  We  meet  with  many  such 
faces  in  our  travels  througli  a  new  country,  the 
impassive  countenance  indicating  notliing  more 
than  vulgar  energy  and  endurance — evidently  a 
man  of  deeds  rather  than  of  words.  Some- 

times, perhaps,  an  overseer;  an  emigrant  bounJ 
for  New  Mexico  ;  a  filibuster  en  route  to  join 
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QTJIEN  BABE? 

Walker.  He  would  manage  an  estate,  kill 
bears  and  Indians,  yoke  oxen,  and  grub  new 
land,  with  the  same  resolute,  emotionless  face  ; 
regarding  the  business  in  hand  only  in  a  spec- 

ulative light ;  asking  but  one  question  before 
going  into  battle — "How  will  it  pay?"  The 
story  of  his  life  may  be  a  wild  romance,  but  he 
knows  it  not. 

Here,  lolling  gracefully  in  his  cush- 
ioned chair,  we  have  the  proprietor  of  a 

thousand  bales,  reading  from  the  lead- 
ing Montgomeiy  journal  politics,  po- 

etry, and  prices  current.  And  here, 
again,  the  man  of  ten  bales  ;  awkward, 
uneasy  in  this  fine  company  ;  half 
afraid  to  sit  on  these  fine  seats,  and 
not  altogether  sure  of  the  propriety  of 
squirting  tobacco  juice  on  these  rich 
carpets.  He  feels  more  at  home  in 
the  Social  Hall,  and  will  be  vastly 
communicative  if  you  give  him  a 
chance.  He  is  hazarding  himself  (pos- 

sibly for  the  first  time)  so  far  from 
home  on  his  way  to  the  great  cotton 
mart.  Mobile.  Perhaps  this  may  be 

\  the  veritable  Willey  Harbucket,  our 
\  old  friend  who  wrote  that  droll  let- 

ter, so  characteristic  of  his  class,  that 
although  it  has  been  published  before, 
we  can  not  resist  the  temptation  of 

stealing,  for  which  we  hope  to  be  pardoned  here 
and  hereafter. 

Clakk  County  Alahama  
3Tr  Brown  Smith  and  Johnson  Mobile 
Dear  Sir — After  what  is  due  to  friendship  I  rite  yovi 

these  few  lines  to  inform  you  of  the  deth  of  my  wife  she 
departed  this  life  on  wensday  mornin  the  fourteen  of  this 
month  in  great  Pece  of  congestive  chills  Her  funeral  is 
to  bepreeched  at  Salem  church  brother  Fog  of  fishiating 

A  THOUSAND  BALES. 
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wliich  is  tlie  okashin  of  my  writin  tlu-'se  fiie 
lines  to  order  you  to  send  mo  a  soot  of  close 
and  1  Barle  of  Whiskey  as  I  want  to  make  a 
respectibil  apearns  on  that  solini  okashin  I 
am  five  feet  10  and  way  155  pound  wait  you 
must  select  mc  good  article  you  self  close  that 
fits  your  wayer  .Mr  Jim  Gooden  will  about  fit 
if  anything  a  Icetle  chunkier  I  want  Doxtcr's best  at  a  far  price  for  my  nabcrs  to  keep  off 
the  chills  which  is  prevailin  in  this  sexshun 
of  country  make  a  strong  pot  of  coffy  well 
biled  and  strong  put  in  a  handful  of  peppers 
and  a  pint  of  whit^^ky  give  every  hand  a  cup- 

ful in  proportion  going  to  the  field  of  a  morn- in  before  the  Jews  is  off  and  give  your  niggers 
warm  close  and  wool  socks  knit  and  chills  is 
no  whar,  let  them  try  this  reseet  that  likes 
My  wife  paternizcd  tlie  steam  practize  and 
took  these  medicine  the  reglar  Fackilty 
mought  have  saved  her  life  then  agin  they 
mought  not  God  he  knows  His  will  be  done 
Sarah  Jane  Harbucket  was  27  year  nine 
months  and  3  days  old  Avhcn  she  departed 
this  life  a  good  wife  a  pius  christian  woman 
likewise  a  consistent  member  of  the  Baptist 
persuashin  Let  us  all  be  likewise  prepared, 
she  was  also  a  gradyowateof  Marion  collidge 
and  her  Dyploaia  sertifying  to  tlie  same 
hangs  before  me  sad  relict  of  the  past  an  advantage  your 
humbil  servent  never  injoyed  bein  raised  hard  and  pore 
so  you  must  excuse  riting  and  spelling  whar  amiss  like- 

wise excuse  my  feelings  on  this  ockashun  out  of  the  full- 
ness of  the  hart  the  mouth  speaketh  so  says  the  book  but 

gents  bizness  is  bizness  craps  has  not  turned  out  what  I 
expected  and  looked  for  and  I  allers  thought  they  would 
not  there  has  been  no  sezins  to  make  truck  grow  my  crop 
is  19  Bags  with  nine  groan  hands  with  children  that  lielps 
on  considerable  in  pickin  however  a  crop  of  corn  and  no 
meet  to  by  Willey  Harbucket  his  crap  19  Bails  number  1 
to  19  Dan  Butin  his  crap  11  Bails  John  T  Shadrack  his 
crap  and  two  Bails  he  tuck  in  trade  the  two  Bails  marked 
with  a  cross  make  them  county  Sales  to  itself  in  all  15 
Bags  for  John  T  Shadi'ack  David  Pipkins  9  Bags — My 
Niggers  has  one  Bag  marked  Willey  Harbucket  with  Boys 
below  on  the  head  which  I  want  the  county  sales  seprat 
to  itself  the  proseeds  sent  to  me  acordin  to  the  bill  in- 

closed— Boy  Joe  one  shar — Bob  one  shar — Elijah  one  shar 
—Nancy  one  shar  and  a  caliker  dress  to  cost  not  more 
than  a  dollar  and  a  half  extra  to  be  charged  to  my  county 
sales— and  balluns  of  the  niggers  bag  they  want  sent  in 

X'liirifi'''! 

TEN  BALES. 
cotton  stockins  for  Avoraen  and  a  pece  of  crape  not  to  cost 
too  much  for  the  funeral  which  I  am  willing  to  gratify 
them  especially  Nancy  which  is  a  faithful  servant  and 
waited  on  my  deceased  wife  faithful  so  you  will  please  fill 
the  bill  in  the  shars  accordin  to  the  best  of  yore  judge- 

ment accordin  to  the  Bill  In  regardin  the  Cotton  to  yore 
best  care  and  attention  the  lint  is  extra  nise  and  all  put 
up  neetly  at  my  gin  and  all  Dean  seed  cotton  and  a  nise 
artickle  and  neetly  put  up  to  averidge  450  to  50()  pound 
and  the  niggers  Bail  nigh  on  to  600  pound  not  bein  enuff 
for  another  Bail — now  gents  we  ships  all  to  yore  house 
and  gives  yore  house  our  paternidge  and  we  wants  the 
biggest  dollar  our  cotton  will  fetch  Avhich  is  much  needid 
money  bein  skase  and  a  short  crop  and  expenses  hea-vj-  at this  ritin  and  not  sakrifice  our  produce  on  the  first  offer 
and  let  no  man  way  our  cotton  but  Jim  Gooden  which 
will  be  satisfactory  to  all  conserned  and  does  us  justice  in 
the  v.-aits — My  Nabers  has  trusted  this  bizness  to  me  and 
leave  all  to  yore  best  judgement  when  to  sell  and  dont  set 
no  limmit  but  think  produce  will  go  up  when  folks  comes 
to  know  how  short  a  crop  is  made  in  this  sexhim  not  half 
ci'op  and  send  every  man  his  county  sales  accordin  to 

^1 THE  NIGGEKS'  BALE. 
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Qjtine  »s  Ho"'3  Post  oSce  C'-irk.  CoaCuV  Alabama  and 
CDtinET  sties  of  cfee  i  Bixl^  for  -John  T  5':Li<irack  seprac 
*jid  oae  Bi«  of  Mv  >'isg-ers  Hepnfi  So  iself  I  yrlL  send  so 
liie  Peach  tree  f :r  tae  clcse  lai  iliinzs  ordered  hj  Fridij 
ciciri  nrn-vidaiire  pemixen  I  'WTtntral  co  go  down  niyaelf 
bai  it  hi=  been  crdt^re-i  dilferem  Yere  leuSK"  ta  reaardin 
the  "^Vor  ind  mocej  mirkeS  is  receireii  also  die  papers 
f-r  w'ai'rb.  v:.a  hive  ̂ jtes:  rerpecis  I  h^ve  eoi  ̂ ]een  ifeill t.?  «nader  ube  suhjeck  beta  trader  all  :uie  deep  vasers  but 
t!ie  lori  be  praised  I  ̂ ^n  sipported  under  thia  aiSic^iiii 
»nd  wlZI  wTtre  yriti  my  idees 

WrLLST  KiiinrcsEE. 

poiui 

ilesnwhile  S-Tnin?  BrDadacre  imide  acqnaint- 

and  comnLirLding  presence  artracted,  while  mej 
mipirei  resfiect.  His  evident  tamiliancv  wiEii 
tiie  scriies  anjunl  rliem  soon  led  iato  an  inser- 

^esung  and  long-condnued  conversadon.  in  the 
progress  of  wbich  the  following  bistoric  reiai- 
niscences  were  elicited- 

"It  Wis  mr  f^niine  to  have  served  liirongh 
the  wiole  war  of  IS  1 2.  with  the  renowned  chief 
of  the  Sonihwea:.  and  I  was  an  eve-witnes  of 
the  scene  which  I  am  aboat  to  describe.  On 
the  morning  of  the  7th  of  November.  1813  (I 
remember  ic  now  as  if  it  were  bnt  vesterday)^ 
the  armv  of  General  Jackson  arrived  at  the 

foot  of  this  ripii  or?  the  l>n  IsT^-.  is 

Coosa — at  - - nnfreqnen: ; 
and  built  Fort  i?:ro:±.cr.  a- 
basis  for  famre  operation::  „  _ 
savage  enemr  with  whom  we  were  wai  ;  : 
From  this  point  we  marched  to  the  b  . 
fields  of  TallashaL  Talladega,  and  Emtic:kiiiw. 
and  hither  retamed  with  the  trophies  of  oar  vic- 
tories. 

•*But  amidst  the  scenes  associated  with,  th;- 
name  of  Fort  Strother.  neither  the 
awfal  arrav  of  armies  marching  t<; 
battle,  nor  the  prond  retom  c: 
conquering  legions,  have  left  so 
profound  an  impression  on  mv 
memory  as  the  events  of  Decem- 
ber,  1S1-I-.  Braver  troops  or  more 
patri«mc  men  never  entered  the 
field  than  the  5rst  brigade  of  Vol- 
nnieer  Infantry,  the  chivalry  of 
Tennessee,  the  right  arm  of  Jack- 

son's military  power :  yet.  owing 
to  a  misnndersranding  between 
these  men  and  their  chie£  a  seri- 
ons  discontent  arose,  which  pri>- 
gressed  nnnl  the  whole  brigade 
stood  in  an  attilnde  of  decant 
and  open  mutiny,  threatening 
more  fatal  c-onsequences  than 
conld  have  resnlted  firom  the  tri- 
nmph  of  onr  savage  foe,  blighrlnr 
every  prospect  of  fatnre  honcr  and 
nsefolness. 

•  •  It  is  dne  to  the  living  and  the 
dead  that  the  facts  which  gave  rise  to  the  drfficnl- 
ty  should  be  clearly  statetl  They  were  brieiij 
these:  The  Tennesseeans  had  been  mustered  in  t*: 
service  on  the  12th  of  December.  1813.  for  one 
year.  andtheref:^re  m  ai  n  tained  that  they  would  te 
entitled  to  their  discharge  on  the  12th  of  Decem- 

ber. 181-1:.  Bnr  it  had  happened  that  after  their 
enlistment  they  had  been  dismissed  for  a  time, 
and  had  remained  at  home  nneroployed  for  more 
xn.it.Ti  five  months.  The  General^  constming  the 
articles  more  strictly,  refused  to  discharge  them 

at  the  end  of  the  year,  bnt  required  five  months" addirionai  service  to  make  np  for  the  time  which 
bad  been  nnemployed.  The  snbject  had  been 
long  discnssed  arrvtmd  the  camp-fires.  The  men 

Cchjsa  River,  just  where  this  beaatifQl  stream,  ,  wanted  to  return  home  .- 
oncentranng  its  volume,  breaks  through  tiie 
ijuthem  spurs  of  the  Cnmberiand  Motmtains, 

Our  march  led  down  the  west  bank^  and.  al- ' 
though  nervevi  for  the  sterner  realities  of  war.  ; 
we  could  not  but  be  impressed  with  the  grand- 

eur and  loveliness  of  the  ̂   ^  ^or 
a  distanc-e  of  more  thii"  .  "  i-rs 
rushed  between  beetling  : . . .  _  - 
pices.  f:>aming  and  boiling  over  - 
and  ricky  bed.  The  dife  were 
with  innumerable  wild  fowL  wh:  ':d 
■  7  ■  -.rst  dme,  probably,  by  the  _^  _ ; .  of r  man.  S^w  over  us  in  clouds;  the 

their  wings  and  discordant  screanis 

campaigners  and  prompt 

ly  stiff  and  sturdy  in  "'.^ 
they  believed  to  be  t' er  had  been  formallv  _  _ 

■'-h:ngh  hardy 

^ere  equal- 

_ce  of  what 
The  command- :o  :  but  to  have 

lost  these  troops,  with  a  beaten  but  still  unsub- 
dued enemy  in  the  field,  would  have  subjected 

his  weakened  army  to  c-ertain  disaster  and  pos- 
=  "  '  -  iestruction.  There  was  fair  ground  to 

:  n  their  right  to  a  discharge  at  that  time  : 
  :  h  !     -      -  7  -h^  service  and  thj 

fraizs  _    ̂ eighing  in  th: 
same  e  in  his  decision 

absolute  r::  _      -  ::. 
As  the  12th    :  -     _      t.-  approached  :hi 

with  the  roar  of  the  river.    At  the  lowering  clouds  of  discontent  seemed  to  p 
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an  inevitable  storm.  Around  the  gliinmerinf:^ 
cunip-fircs  the  soldiers'  wonted  jent  and  song 
ucrc  lieard  no  more.  Gloom  and  anxiety 
shaded  every  face.  The  Tcnnesseeans  made 
no  secret  of  their  determination  to  return  home 
on  the  day  appointed,  and  General  Jackson  as 
resolutely  determined  to  ])revent  it.  Tlius  was 
issue  joined  between  a  thousand  brave  and  war- 

like men  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  command- 
ing General  on  the  other ;  and  it  was  evident 

to  all  that  the  tenacity  of  opinion  and  purpose 
for  which  Jackson  was  most  remarkable  was 
about  to  be  put  to  the  severest  test.  Tiie  1 1th 
of  December  at  length  arrived.  The  dawn  was 
overcast,  and  the  damp,  drizzling  clouds  seem- 

ed in  unison  with  the  sullen  temper  of  the  camp. 
About  nine  o'clock  the  officers  of  the  brigade assembled  to  take  counsel  for  their  action  on 
the  '  imminent  to-morrow.'  Before  their  de- 

liberations had  been  reduced  to  formal  resolves 
the  council  Avas  interrupted  by  an  authoritative 
order  from  the  commander  to  form  the  brigade 
in  front  of  the  gate  of  the  fort. 

"The  order  Avas  obeyed  in  silence.  With- 
out the  sound  of  drum  or  trumpet  the  sullen 

veterans  stood  marshaled  on  the  appointed 
ground.  To  such  an  extent  had  the  disaffec- 

tion spread  through  the  camp  that  Jackson  had 
not  over  a  hundred  men  on  whom  he  could 
rely.  With  these  (his  life-guard),  and  one 
piece  of  artillery,  he  posted  himself  in  front  of 
the  mutineers.  While  the  gunner  waved  his 
blazing  linstock  beside  the  loaded  gun,  the 
commander  rode  to  the  front,  and,  rolling  his 
eye  along  the  line,  met  the  lowering  and  defi- 

ant glances  with  a  look  of  stony  firmness.  Not 
a  shout,  not  a  whisper,  greeted  his  appear- 

For  a  considerable  distance  below  Mont- 
gomery the  Alabama  River  flows  between  banks 

sufficiently  steep  and  high  to  shut  out  from  the 
navigator  all  view  of  the  adjacent  country.  An 
occasional  plantation-house  peering  over  the 
brink,  or  a  group  of  warehouses  indicating  a 
town,  are  the  only  sights  that  break  the  mo- 

notony of  the  walled  up  stream.    We  must  not 

'  ance.  The  suspense  of  the  moment  was  aw- !  ful, 

"'And  tilt;  boldest  liuld  his  breath 

For  a  liruu.' "  In  a  voice  in  which  rejjroach  and  kindness 
mingled  he  at  length  broke  the  silence.  He 
reminded  them  of  their  deeds  in  arms,  of  the 
laurels  they  had  won,  and  the  glory  that  yet 
lay  before  them  in  tiie  path  of  duty.  He  told 
how  the  enemy  lay  embodied  within  sixty  miles, 
waiting  for  battle,  and  any  road  that  did  not 
lead  to  them  could  only  lead  to  infamy  and  dis- 

grace. Then,  rising  in  his  stirrups,  he  shout- 
ed, in  trumpet  tones,  '  Now  where  is  the  man 

who  dares  tell  me  that  he  will  desert  his  coun- 

try's standard  in  the  hour  of  darkrress  and  dan- 
ger ?  For,  by  the  God  that  made  us,  that  man 

shall  only  pass  on  his  way  over  my  dead  body ' 
Are  you  ready  for  the  fight  ?    Come  on  I' 

"  Along  that  line  of  grim  and  war-worn  faces 
was  a  movement  of  confusion  and  irresolution. 

Men  looked  hurriedly  into  each  other's  eyes  to 
ask  counsel.  There  was  a  momentary  pause. 
Then  rung  out  the  quick  peremptory  command. 
'  Shoulder  arms!'  The  line  shook,  but  made 
no  responsive  movement. 

"  Again  he  spoke,  in  a  calm,  confident  voice : 
'  The  General  expects  prompt  obedience  from 
every  soldier.  Shoulder  arms  I'  Like  an  elec- 

tric chain  that  feels  the  lightning's  shock  the 
arms  of  the  whole  line  rung  with  the  simul- 

taneous movement.  The  brigade  stood  at  a 
shoulder  —  silent,  submissive,  quelled  like  a 
child  under  the  eye  of  an  awful  yet  honored 
parent — ready  to  do  his  bidding  without  a  mur- 

mur, though  it  led,  through  fatigue  and  priva- 
tion, to  danger  and  death." 

forget  to  add  to  these  items  the  hourly  deten- 
tions of  the  boat  to  take  on  cotton.  The  bales 

are  sometimes  rolled  down  a  steep  bank,  as  at 
Montgomery ;  sometim^es  dropped  or  craned 
down  from  a  precipice  twenty  or  thirty  feet 
high.  But  on  all  the  best  improved  estates 
there  is  a  long  covered  building,  reaching  from 
the  brink  of  the  bluff  to  the  river,  reminding 
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LOADI>-G  COTTOX. 

one,  for  all  the  world,  of  a  ten-pin  alley  or  a 
rope-'walk  set  on  end.  This  building  is  divided 
longitudinally  into  two  compartments,  one  con- 

taining a  stairway  and  the  other  a  smooth- 
floored  slide,  or  *'  shoot,"  by  which  the  cotton is  delivered. 

On  the  morning  of  the  second  day  these  high 
banks  had  disajjpeared,  and  the  widening  stream 
pursued  its  course  through  a  low,  flat  country, 
covered  with  forests  in  which  the  gum  and  cy- 

press seemed  to  predominate.  The  river  was 
swollen  considerably  beyond  its  ordinary  vol- 

ume, and  here  and  there  a  forlorn  plantation 
^appeared  half  submerged  in  the  turbid  waters. 
In  places  that  the  water  had  not  reached  the 
houses  appeared  built  upon  piles,  and  the  great 
house  with  its  attendant  cottages  reminded  one 
of  a  sow  and  pigs  traveling  through  the  mud. 

As  the  boat  approached  the  shore  cotton  fields 
could  be  seen,  waving  with  the  last  year's  plants, 
whose  dried  j'ods,  fluttering  with  the  tags  and 
remnants  of  the  enovrj  crop,  presented  a  sin- 

gular appearance  to  eyes  accustomed  only  to 
i  wheat-stubble  and  corn-fodder  shocks.  The 
forests,  too,  were  beginning  some  signs  of  trop- 

ical luxuriance.  The  tender  green  of  the  bud- 
ding cypress  contrasted  strikingly  with  the  gray- 

:  beard  moss  that  hung  from  every  bough.  The 
broad-ribbed  and  pointed  leaves  of  the  ground 
palm  were  reflected  in  pools  of  brown  swamp 

I  water,  while  the  shade  of  the  wooded  aisles  was 
I  deepened  by  the  dark  foliage  of  the  magnolia. 
i  At  length  domes  and  spires  were  seen,  rising 
above  the  level  horizon  of  land  and  water,  and 
about  mid-day  the  steamer  tied  up  at  the  cotton 
loaded  wharves  of  the  fair  citv  of  3IobiIe.  The 

COTTON  PLANTATION      >"  TuZ  aL.' 
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travelers  were  transferred  from  their  floating 
hotel  to  the  Battle  House  ;  and  as  their  journey 
had  left  no  sense  of  fatigue  or  discomfort,  they 
were  soon  strolling  about  the  city  to  see  what 
could  be  seen.  Mrs.  B.  saw  a  number  of 
things  that  she  wanted  to  buy,  and  Tiny  was 
highly  excited  with  the  golden  heaps  of  tropical 
fruit  that  shone  on  every  corner.  The  artist's 
eye  was  charmed  with  an  old  Spanish  tower 
that  reminded  him  of  the  old  world,  and  the 
marble  streets  of  the  populous  cemeteries,  that 
reminded  him  possibly  of  another  world,  of  com- 

mon interest  both  to  the  old  and  new. 
There  was  a  broad  street  lined  with  hand- 

some private  residences,  each  situated  in  its  or- 
namented inclosure,  luxuriant  with  rare  and 

beautiful  tropical  plants.  On  the  landward  side 
the  town  was  shaded  by  dark  pine  forests  ;  and 
toward  the  water  the  business  quarter  was  com- 

posed, as  in  all  other  cities,  of  brick,  dirt,  and 
dullness.  The  only  distinctive  features  here 
were  the  cotton  depots — squares  of  low  brick- 
walled  sheds,  filled  with  the  great  staple  that 
controls  the  commerce  of  Christendom. 

While  our  friends  were  seated  at  a  sumptu- 
ous dinner  in  the  Battle  House,  amidst  a  numer- 
ous company  composed  of  planters  with  their 

families,  merchants,  ship-masters,  speculators, 
and  travelers  generally,  they  were  startled  by 
the  rapid  ringing  of  alarm-bells,  and  the  cry  of 
fire.  City  folks  preserved  their  equanimity, 
and  went  on  with  their  dinner  as  usual ;  but 
the  country  people,  of  course,  got  into  commo- 

tion. A  tall  gentleman  opposite  our  friends 
laid  down  his  knife  and  fork  to  listen ;  his  next 
neighbor  smiled,  and  passed  the  wine.  The 
tall  man  attempted  to  pour  it  out,  but  spilled  it 
on  the  cloth.  "  My  dear,"  said  his  wife  on  the 
other  hand,  "don't  be  agitated."  "Ding-dong — 
ding-dong.  Fire!  fire!  fire!"  "  Change  your 
plate.  Sir?"  said  the  waiter.  The  tall  gentle- 

man rose  hastily  and  left  the  room.  Then  an- 
other and  another.  "Fire!  fire!  fire!"  Peo- 

ple began  to  get  more  restive  and  curious. 
"Where  is  it?"  asked  one  of  another.  Pres- 

ently one,  with  hurried  step,  stalked  into  the 
room,  and  approaching  a  group  discussing  the 
flavor  of  some  rare  wine,  announced,  in  a  stage 
whisper,  "The  cotton  sheds  of  Brown,  Smith, 

and  Johnson !" 
There  was  a  general  stampede.  "It  seems," 

quoth  the  Squire,  "as  if  the  sword  of  Damocles 
had  fallen  and  cut  short  the  feast." 

From  their  chamber  windows  our  friends 

ENTEKINO  THE  GULF. 
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c  ould  sdQ  vast  clouds  of  black  smoke  rising  be- 
tween them  and  the  river;  and  far  into  the 

night  the  vohiuied  flame  continued  to  ascend, 
illuminating  with  its  fierce  light  the  city  streets, 
the  lino  of  steamers  moored  along  the  wharves, 
and  the  calm  water  of  the  bay,  spread  far  in  the distance. 

^  Larkin  Avcnt  out  to  get  a  nearer  view  of  the 
picturesque  and  animated  scene.  The  city  fire- 

men were  striving  with  unavailing  efibrts  to 
quench  the  devouring  flame.  Bands  of  wild- 
looking  negroes  were  rushing  into  the  smoke 
and  dragging  out  the  smouldering,  half-burned 
bales  from  the  blazing  mass.  Instead  of  the 
usual  vulgar  crowd  attendant  on  fires  elsewhere. 

here  were  groups  of  well-dressed  gentlemen, 
quietly  looking  on  at  the  piteous  spectacle. 
Here  were  elegant  carriages,  driven  by  liveried 
footmen,  more  than  one  containing  high-spirit- 

ed dames  and  bright-eyed  daughters  of  the 
planters,  come  to  sympathize  M'itli  husbands and  fathers.  Thus  it  was  that  in  a  few  hours 
a  million  of  dollars  evaporated  in  smoke. 

When  next  morning's  sun  arose  upon  the 
scene  there  were  a  few  crumbling  lines  of  brick 
wall,  a  few  smouldering  heaps  of  ashes,  a  few 
half-burned  bales,  bedraggled  and  defiled,  with 
two  or  three  negroes  asleep  upon  each ;  some 
tag  ends  of  ropes  and  scraps  of  bagging  scat- 

tered here  and  there — all  the  visible  remains 
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of  that  vast  wealth  v/hich  on  yesterday  sustain- 
ed the  golden  hopes  of  hundreds.  Who  can 

tell  what  fairy  castles  vanished  with  those  roll- 
ing clouds  ?  Avhat  milk-pails  were  overthrown  ? 

what  broad  lands  remained  unpaid  for  till  an- 
other season  ?  what  dresses  deferred  ?  Tiic 

lord  of  a  thousand,  with  corrugated  brow,  be- 
gins to  cipher  on  the  back  of  his  last  business- 

letter,  then  pays  a  visit  to  his  banker.  Willey 
Ilarbucket  wipes  a  tear  or  so  from  the  end  of 
his  nose,  takes  a  stiff  horn,  "  withouten  sugar," 
and  the  first  boat  for  the  upper  country.  Far 
in  the  interior  David  Pipkins  hears  the  fatal 
news,  and  curses  the  day  he  intrusted  his 
"crap"  to  the  keeping  of  his  unlucky  neighbor. 

Dan  Butiu  swears  there's  something  wrong 
somewliar,  and  threatens  to  sue  somebody. 
Even  the  humble  hearth-stone  of  the  negro  is 
reached  by  the  great  sorrow,  and  tears  trickle 
down  clieeks  of  ebony.  The  big  bale  went  with 
the  rest.  Boy  Joe,  and  Bob,  and  Elijah,  and 
Nancy  look  at  each  other  witli  mournful  coun- 

tenances, and  the  voice  of  the  banjo  is  mute. 
But  long  before  Time,  the  consoler,  smooths 
the  care-drawn  puckers  from  the  master's  brow, 
tlie  banjo  reawakened  sounds  merrily  from  the 
cabin,  nnd  Elijah  quotes  this  comfortable  text 
from  the  Good  Book  (Elijah  quotes  from  mem- 

ory), "  Blessed  am  dem  what  'spects  nuffin.  for 
they  ain't  a  gwine  to  be  disapp'inted  ;"' 
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On  the  day  after  the  fire  our  tourists  took 
passage  on  the  steamer  Cuba  for  New  Orleans, 
and  that  evening,  for  the  first  time,  saw  the 
sun  quench  his  burning  disc  in  the  waters  of 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Although  the  season  was 
mid-winter,  the  air  was  soft  and  balmy  as  if  a 
May  breeze  were  rippling  the  surface  of  the  sea. 
The  deep,  blue  dome  of  night  glittered  with 
stars,  and  anon  the  full  moon  rose,  lending  her 
crowning  splendor  to  a  scene  such  as  is  seldom 
witnessed  out  of  Southern  latitudes.  It  is  hard 
that  folks  will  get  sleepy  in  spite  of  stars  and 
moonlight,  but  so  it  was.  Our  tourists  left  all 
this  magnificence  and  went  early  to  bed.  The 
voyage  was  calm  and  prosperous,  and  their 
sleep  sound  and  refreshing.  When  they  awoke 
their  vessel  was  cleaving  the  placid  waters  of 
Lake  Pontchartrain,  whose  broad,  mirror-like 
surface  was  rosy  with  the  reflected  blushes  of 
the  approaching  dawn ;  and  half  an  hour  after 
they  went  ashore  at  Lake  Landing,  between  the 
old  and  new  light-houses. 

Here  they  found  that  peculiarly  French  in- 
stitution— a  cup  of  good  coffee — and  a  train  of 

cars  to  convey  them  to  New  Orleans,  about 
eight  miles  distant.  Their  route  lay  through 
extensive  swamps,  shaded  with  cypress  and 
magnolia  trees,  with  a  thick  undergrowth  of 
cane  and  ground  palm.  The  first  appearance 
of  the  city  reminds  one  of  what  Hood  says  of 

Holland.  '  To  see  the  domes,  steeples,  and 
chimney-tops  peering  over  the  tufts  of  gras? 
and  shrubbery  that  decked  the  open  country,  it 
seemed  as  if  "  a  city  had  been  sowed  and  was 

just  coming  up." They  entered  the  city  by  the  French  quarter, 
which  is  built  up  of  low  wooden  houses,  gen- 

erally without  much  architectural  pretension, 
but,  as  is  usual  in  the  Southern  countr}-,  quite 
surrounded  with  shrubbery  and  ornamental 
trees. 

At  the  railway  depot  Jim  Bug  was  mu.cli  dis- 
gusted at  hearing  the  negro  porters  and  hack 

di'ivers  speaking  French.  "The  idea,"  said 
he,  "of  them  black  rascals  undertakin'  to  talk 
larned,  like  ladies  and  gent'men."  But  on 
being  assured  that  most  of  them  Avere  totally  ig- 

norant of  English,  his  indignation  gave  place  to 
astonishment. 

* '  Why,  Mass  Robert,  I  thought  all  black  peo- 
ple talked  like  we  does  at  home.  I  thought  they 

larned  to  talk  from  white  people,  and  not  outen 
of  books  like  these  does." 

"Well,  Jim,  we've  not  time  to  explain  that  to 
you  now.  The  coach  is  waiting  to  convey  us 

to  the  St.  Louis." Once  installed  within  the  massive  walls  of 
their  hotel,  our  travelers  indulged  in  the  pleas- 

ant consciousness  that  their  wanderings  were 
at  an  end,  at  least  for  a  season.    They  could 
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hoar  around  them  the  hum  of  a  f^reat  city,  the 
commercial,  social,  and  dramatic  centre  of  the 
Southwest.  Near  at  hand,  but  as  yet  unseen 
by  them,  the  great  river  was  rolling — the  river 
whose  very  name  is  synonymous  with  sublimity  ; 
yet  there  was  no  occasion  for  haste,  and  before 
withdrawing  the  curtain  from  such  a  scene,  one 
likes  to  sit  down  quietly  and  in  imagination 
con  over  the  little  part  that  he  or  she  expects 
to  play  in  the  forthcoming  drama. 

Tiny  was  reveling  in  dreams  of  dolls  and 
ribbons,  ̂ ind  the  fancy  of  Madame  B.  was, 
doubtless,  busy  Avith  French  silks  and  laces. 
The  Squire,  I  think,  from  his  puckered  brows, 
was  doing  a  sum  in  arithmetic.  A  large  gilded 
20  which  filled  his  mind's  eye  stood  for  dollars  ; 
a  30  placed  under  it  signified  the  days  of  the 
month.  Multiplied,  the  result  was  600 — double 
the  same  to  cover  extras.  The  Squire  ejacu- 

lated the  English  title  of  his  Satanic  Majesty, 
and  wound  up  wdth  a  locomotive  whistle.  At 
the  moment  his  eye  fell  upon  Leonore,  who 
was  sitting  apart,  apparently  lost  in  reverie. 
His  face  was  suffused  wdth  kindly  feeling,  and 
approaching  her,  he  took  her  hand  affectionately, 
when  they  had  a  long  and  animated  conversa- 

tion in  an  under  tone. 
Up  stairs  Annette  was  seated  on  the  trunk 

which  Jim  Bug  had  carried  to  her  room.  Jim 
had  just  concluded  some  imjjortant  revelations 
with  these  words, 

"True  as  Gospel,  young  mistress — just  as  I 
tell  you.  I  see  him  do  dat — I  always  makes  a 
mark  of  these  things." 

"Well,  never  mind,  Jim,  it's  not  a  matter 
of  any  consequence — not  in  the  least.  It  was 
very  natural  and  very  kind  in  him.  But  noAV 
go  'way,  don't  tell  me  any  thing  more." 

Bob  Larkin  was  engaged,  we  believe,  in 
writing  a  letter  to  a  friend,  some  extracts  from 
which  we  will  give,  as  they  will  throw  a  glim- 

mering of  light  upon  some  subjects  of  which  as 
yet  we  know  but  little  : 

"Deak  P  :  I  write  from  the  St.  Louis  Hotel,  in 
great  haste,  to  advise  you  of  our  safe  arrival,  etc. 

''Our  progress  since  we  left  East  Tennessee  has  been 
too  rapid  to  have  been  very  satisfactory.  Some  wag  has 
characterized  Southern  scenery  '  hy  a  line  and  a  pine,' 
and  there  is  both  wit  and  truth  in  the  idea  at  first  view ; 
yet  the  hasty  glimpses  I  have  had  of  the  country  have 
excited  my  fancy,  and  I  am  anxious  to  see  more  

"  Leonore  is  a  strange  girl,  and  she  grows  more  and more  mysterious  every  day.  She  and  Uncle  Broadacrc 
■  have  long  confidential  conversations,  which  often,  on  her 
part,  end  in  tears.  Then  I  have  observed  she  has  grown 
sadder  and  more  abstracted  as  we  approached  this  place 
—New  Orleans.  She  no  longer  takes  interest  in  art,  and 
often,  during  my  most  elaborate  discourses,  she  starts  and 
acknowledges  she  has  not  heard  a  word  of  what  I  have 
been  saying.  It  occurred  to  me  she  might  be  in  love, 
and  I  attempted  some  gallant  speeches,  which  at  first 
were  received  with  a  cold  smile  ;  and  on  being  repeated 
brought  me  such  an  unanswerable  rebuke  that  I  am  con- 

vinced she  is  net  in  love  with  me. 
"I  do  not  believe  I  could  ever  fancy  her;  that  is,  that 

I  could  ever  experience  any  sentiment  beyond  pure  ad- 
miration. The  human  mind  is  so  constituted  as  to  dis- 

like perfection.  We  may  admire,  but  can  not  love  that 
which  is  faultless.  The  Greek  ideal — what  infernal  non- 

sense I  am  writing   Good-by. 
"  Your  friend.  Bob  Laekin." 
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BENEATH  the  liill  you  may  see  the  mill, 
Of  wasting  wood  and  crumbling  stone  ; 

Tiie  wheel  is  dripjjing  and  clattering  still. 
But  Jerry,  the  miller,  is  dead  and  gone. 

Year  after  year,  early  and  late. 
Alike  in  summer  and  winter  weather. 

He  pecked  the  stones  and  calked  the  gate. 
And  mill  and  miller  grew  old  together. 

"Little  Jerry!" — 'twas  all  the  same — 
They  loved  him  well  who  called  him  so ; 

And  whether  he'd  ever  another  name 
Nobody  ever  seemed  to  know. 

'Twas  "Little  Jerry,  come  grind  my  rye;" 
And  "Little  Jerry,  come  grind  my  wheat;" 

And  "Little  Jerry"  was  still  the  cry. 
From  matron  bold  and  maiden  sweet. 

'Twas  "Little  Jerry"  on  every  tongue, 
And  thus  the  simple  truth  was  told ; 

For  Jerry  was  little  when  he  was  young, 
And  Jerry  was  little  when  he  was  old. 

But  what  in  size  he  chanced  to  lack, 
That  Jerry  made  up  in  being  strong ; 

I've  seen  a  sack  upon  his  back 
As  thick  as  the  miller,  and  quite  as  long. 

Always  busy,  and  always  merry, 
Always  doing  his  very  best, 

A  notable  wag  was  Little  Jerry, 
Who  uttered  well  his  standing  jest — 

"When  will  you  grind  my  corn,  I  say?" 
"Nay,"  quoth  Jerry,  "you  needn't  scold; 

Just  leave  your  grist  for  half  a  day. 

And  never  fear  but  you'll  be  tolled!''^ 
How  Jerry  lived  is  known  to  fame, 

But  how  he  died  there's  none  may  knovr ; 
One  autumn  day  the  rumor  came — 

"  The  brook  and  Jerry  are  very  low." 

And  then  'twas  whispered  mournfully 
The  leech  had  come,  and  he  was  dead ; 

And  all  the  neighbors  flocked  to  see : — 
"Poor  Little  Jerry!"  Avas  all  they  said. 

They  laid  him  in  his  earthy  bed — 
His  miller's  coat  his  only  shroud — 

"Dust  to  dust"  the  parson  said. 
And  all  the  people  wept  aloud. 

For  he  had  shunned  the  deadly  sin, 
And  not  a  grain  of  over-toll 

Had  ever  dropped  into  his  bin, 
To  weigh  upon  his  parting  soul. 

Beneath  the  hill  there  stands  the  mill, 
Of  wasting  wood  and  crumbling  stone ; 

The  wlieel  is  dripping  and  clattering  still, 
But  Jerry,  the  miller,  is  dead  and  gone. 
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LUSaA>'  BAEGAINIXG  AVITU  THE  CAl'lAl-N. 

AN  OLD  EILIBUSTER. 
SIEUR  REVENAU  DE  LUSSAN  was  a  na- 

tive  of  Paris,  and  when  a  mere  boy  only 
seven  years  of  age,  gave  evidence  of  his  roving 
disposition  by  often  stealing  away  from  home 
and  making  long  excursions  in  the  city.  This 
adventurous  spirit  led  him,  as  soon  as  he  was 
capable  of  bearing  arms,  to  attach  himself  to 
an  officer  in  the  army  just  before  the  siege  of 

Conde'.  He  served  through  the  campaign,  and 
then  became  a  cadet  in  a  marine  regiment.  His 
captain  managing  to  drain  him  of  all  the  cash 
with  which  his  father  supplied  him,  the  latter, 
at  a  hea^"y  expense,  procured  his  discharge. 
He  again  enlisted,  and  fought  gallantly  at  the 
siege  of  Guislane.  The  camp,  the  drum,  the 
bugle,  and  the  perils  of  the  contiict  had  a  charm 
for  him  that  no  exposure  or  hardship  could 
break.  The  war  being  over  he  returned  to 
Paris ;  but  the  dull  routine  of  daily  life  wearied 
him,  and  he  resolved  to  see  something  of  the 
world  outside  of  his  native  France.  The  mar- 

velous stories  of  the  New  World,  which  were 
then  in  every  body's  mouth,  enchained  his  rov- 

ing fancy,  and,  despite  his  father's  persuasions 
and  his  mother's  tears,  he  embarked  in  March, 
1679,  for  St.  Domingo.  The  sea,  with  its 
storms  and  billows,  enchanted  him.  St.  Do- 

mingo opened  a  new  world  to  his  vision ;  but 
his  fresh-born  delight  soon  received  a  check  in 
the  t}Tanny  and  cruelty  of  a  Frenchman  to 
whom  he  engaged  himself  as  a  laborer.  He 
passed  three  years  in  little  better  than  seiwitude  ; 
and  when  his  bondage  finally  became  intolera- 

ble he  laid  his  case  before  the  Governor,  who 
ordered  his  release.    Hearing  nothing  from  his 

parents,  and  being  heavily  in  debt,  he  began  to 
cast  about  for  an  opening  suitable  to  a  man  of 
his  desperate  fortunes.  After  turning  various 
projects  in  his  mind  he  finally  resolved  to  join 
a  gang  of  freebooters.  The  next  thing  was  to 
select  a  commander;  for  he  knew  that  the  serv- 

ice of  a  vigorous  young  man,  bred  to  arms, 
would  be  gladly  accepted  by  the  leader  of  any 
expedition.  After  mature  deliberation  he  of- 

fered himself  to  Captain  de  Graff,  who  bore  a 
roving  commission  from  the  Count  of  Toulouse, 
the  Lord  High  Admiral  of  France,  and  was  ac- 

cepted. With  this  commander  he  set  sail  on 
the  22d  of  November,  1684,  and  began  to  cruise 
for  Spanish  vessels  in  the  waters  surrounding 
the  West  India  Islands.  Although  the  men 
composing  such  expeditions  were  called  at  the 
time  buccaneers,  freebooters,  etc.,  yet  many  of 
the  vessels  in  which  they  sailed  were,  in  fact, 
privateers  of  the  present  day.  Lussan,  it  is 
seen,  sailed  under  a  regular  commission,  and 
was  no  more  a  freebooter  than  the  American 
privateers  in  the  war  of  1812. 

From  the  22d  of  November,  1CS4,  to  the  1st 
of  March,  1685,  they  kept  cruising  in  the  Car- 

ibbean Sea,  meeting  with  various  adventures, 
yet  taking  few  prizes  of  any  value.  They,  how- 

ever, by  chance,  encountered  two  other  vessels 
and  four  boats  manned  by  buccaneers,  which 

proved  a  great  accession  to'  their  strength.  Of 
their  little  fleet,  the  two  largest  vessels — one 
carrying  fifty  guns  and  the  other  forty  guns  — 
were  commanded  by  Captains  Landresson  and de  Graff. 

In  the  latter  part  of  Febraart'  the  vessel  in which  Lussan  sailed  came  to  anchor  at  Golden 
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Island,  near  Caledonia  Bay,  where,  a  few  years 
ago,  Strain  coninuMicod  his  terrihlc  march  across 
the  Isthmus.  Here  they  learned  from  some  In- 

dians that  a  band  of  buccaneers  had  started  a 
short  time  before  to  seek  their  fortunes  in  the 
South  Seas,  and  that  two  captains,  Grognier  and 

Lescnier,  dissatislied  with  tlio  leaders,  had  re- 
mained beliind  as  guests  of  the  Indians.  Let- 

ters were  immediately  dispatched  to  these  com- 
manders informing  them  of  their  arrival. 

The  next  day  two  of  the  four  boats  with  which 
they  had  been  in  company  turned  into  the  same 
port.  They  immediately  sent  persons  on  board 
of  the  new-comers,  telling  them  of  the  advance 

expedition  of  the  buccaneers  of  which  the  In- 
dians had  informed  them,  and  of  their  own  de- 

termination to  follow  after.  Captain  Rose,  who 

commanded  one  of  the  boats,  having  had  a  fruit- 
less cruise,  resolved  at  once  to  try  his  fortunes 

with  them  ;  and  his  whole  crew,  excited  by  the 
dazzling  accounts  given  of  the  pearls  and  jewels 

and  gold  found  on  the  Pacific  shore,  gladly  con- 
sented to  accompany  him.  Setting  fire  to  their 

vessel,  they,  to  the  number  of  sixty-four,  joined 
the  new  expedition.  A  hnndred  and  eighteen 
out  of  the  other  vessel  followed  their  example  ; 
and  when  they  assembled  on  the  main  land  the 
Avhole  band  numbered  two  hundred  and  sixty- 
four  men.  Captains  Rose,  Picard,  and  Des- 
meraise  were  chosen  leaders,  and  on  the  1st 
of  March,  drew  up  their  respective  forces  and 
harangued  them  on  the  danger  and  uncertainty 
of  the  expedition  before  them— of  the  necessity 
of  maintaining  thorough  discipline ;  while,  at 
the  same  time,  they  painted  in  glowing  colors 
the  rich  booty  that  lay  beyond  the  mountains 

which  they  were  now  about  to  cross.  Then,  as 
it  was  their  invarial)le  custom,  a  jjriest  (for  one 
always  accompanied  them)  offered  up  solemn 
prayers  to  Ahniglity  God  that  he  would  watcli 
over  and  guard  them,  and  give  them  safe  de- 

liverance from  all  their  enemies. 
With  some  forty  Indians,  to  act  as  guides  and 

assist  in  carrying  the  bagguge,  they  turned  thei:- 
faces  toward  the  mountain  and  boldly  entered 
the  almost  impenetrable  forest.  Tlie  notes  of 
the  bugle  tluit  at  hrst  cheered  their  march  soon 
grew  silent,  and  the  straggling  column  jjanted 
silently  up  the  steep  acclivities  or  struggled 
throuffli  the  deep  ravines  and  tangled  under- 

growth. Marching  order  was  wholly  lost,  for 
each  one  had  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  pull 
himself  up  the  rocks  and  force  his  way  through 
the  vines  and  thick  bushes.  This  first  day's 
march  confounded  the  men,  most  of  whom  had 
passed  their  lives  on  the  sea.  Unaccustomed 
to  the  woods  and  mountains  they  could  make 
but  little  progress,  and  here,  at  the  outset,  mur- 
murings  and  curses  were  heard  on  every  side. 

Hanging  along  the  clift's,  tumbling  down  the torrents,  and  falling  amidst  the  tangled  meslie? 
of  the  forest,  they  soon  gave  out,  and  after 
making  in  all  but  nine  miles,  halted  on  the 
bank  of  a  stream  for  the  night.  The  sentinels 
being  posted  and  the  camp  fires  lighted,  the 
weary  adventurers  threw  themselves  on  the 
ground  and  were  soon  wrapiicd  in  deep  slumber. 

The  next  morning,  while  dispatching  their 
scanty  breakftist,  the  heavens  suddenly  became 
overcast,  and  they  had  scarcely  commenced  their 
march  when  the  rain  began  to  fall  in  torrents. 
All  day  long  the  tropical  flood  i)0urcd  down 
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upon  the  straggling  line,  swelling  the  streams 
and  rendering  still  more  slippery  the  steep  ac- 
cli\aties.  Burdened  with  their  ammunition 
and  arms  thej  staggered  and  fell  against  each 
other,  and  long  before  evening  were  so  com- 

pletely M-orn-out  that  they  threw  themselves  on 
a  hill-side,  and,  soaked  to  the  skin,  lay  all  night 
under  the  dripping  trees.  The  third  day  they 
reached  a  plain  and  the  head-waters  of  that 
most  tortuous  of  rivers  the  Chucuuaque,  along 
the  banks  of  which  toiled  so  long  and  wearily 
Strain's  gallant  little  band.  The  stream  turned 
back  on  itself  so  constantly  that  the  buccaneers 

were  compelled  to  wade  it  fort}--two  times  in six  miles.  The  bed  of  the  torrent  was  filled 
with  slijipery  rocks,  over  which  some  of  the 
more  clumsy  tumbled  into  the  stream,  to  the  no 
small  merriment  of  their  companions.  At  night 
they  encamped  on  its  banks.  The  next  day 
they  reached  a  large  barn-like  building,  used 
by  the  Indians  when  they  assembled  in  council. 
Into  this  comfortable  shelter  the  whole  two 
hundred  and  sixty-four  stowed  themselves  and 
rested  after  their  severe  labors. 

On  the  following  morning  the  command- 
ers informed  their  half-starved  followers  they 

were  to  remain  there  over  night,  and  that  those 
who  chose  might  go  hunting.  The  woods 
were  full  of  game,  deer,  birds,  monkeys,  wild 
hogs,  etc.  The  monkeys  they  found  very  large 
and  difficult  to  kill,  and  if  one  did  receive  a 
mortal  wound  he  would  twist  his  tail  so  dexter- 

ously around  a  limb,  that,  when  he  could  hold 
on  no  longer  with  his  claws,  he  still  hung  sus- 

pended in  the  air  and  out  of  the  reach  of  the 
hunter.  Lussan  shot  one  in  the  belly,  the  ball 
letting  out  a  part  of  his  entrails.  The  animal 
immediately  put  them  back  again  with  one  paw 
while  with  the  other  he  held  to  a  limb.  He 
hit  another  on  the  nose,  and  the  blood  flying  in 
the  creature's  eyes  and  dimming  his  vision,  he 
snatched  off  a  handful  of  leaves  and  deliberate- 

ly wiped  his  face.  All  day  long  the  woods 
rang  with  the  report  of  fire-arms,  and  when  at 
evening  all  were  assembled  the  amount  of  game 
secured  astonished  every  one.  The  carcasses 
made  a  huge  pile,  and  amidst  great  mirth  and 
noise  fires  were  kindled,  and  soon  fowls  and 
deer  and  animals  of  all  kinds  were  roasting  un- 

der the  trees.  The  hungry  adventurers  snulfjd 
the  savoiy  smell  that  went  steaming  up  through 
the  forest  with  delight.  It  was  the  first  meal 
they  had  enjoyed  in  four  days,  and  they  gorged 
themselves  with  the  abundant  supply. 

The  Indian  guides,  aware  of  the  tortuous 
course  of  the  Chucunaque  River,  did  not  at- 

tempt to  follow  it,  but  struck  across  the  coun-, 
try  to  another  stream,  called  Bocca  del  Chica, 
which  ran  in  a  more  direct  line  to  the  Pacific. 
Refreshed  and  elated,  the  column  struck  cheer- 

fully into  the  forest,  but  had  not  proceeded  far 
before  the  undergi'owth  became  so  matted,  and 
the  swamps  so  thick,  that  it  was  almost  impos- 

sible to  make  any  progress.  The  trees  shaded 
them  from  the  burning  rays  of  the  tropical  sun, 
but  not  a  breath  of  air  could  reach  them,  and 

the  stifling  heat  of  the  woods  became  almost 
insupportable  to  them,  accustomed  as  they  were 
to  the  free  air  of  the  ocean.  Thus,  for  six  wearv 
days,  they  toiled  on  their  monotonous  way, 
until  at  length  they  reached  the  long-sought 
river.  At  the  sight  of  it  they  gave  a  shout,  for 
the  Indian  guides  had  promised  that  on  its 
banks  they  could  construct  canoes  to  carry  them 
to  the  ocean.  The  prospect  of  exchanging  the 
forest  and  the  mountain  for  water,  and  the  toil- 

some tramp  for  sailing,  quelled  at  once  the 
murmurings  and  complaints  that  had  well-nigh 
reached  the  point  of  mutiny.  Resting  here  the 
remainder  of  the  day,  they  early  next  morning 
went  out  to  see  the  trees  designated  by  the  In- 

dians as  proper  for  canoes.  Before  commenc- 
ing operations  they  entered  into  a  formal  con- 

tract with  their  swarthy  companions,  by  Avhich 
the  latter  were  to  furnish  them,  while  building 
boats,  com,  potatoes,  and  bananas,  and  receive 
in  payment  knives,  hatchets,  needles,  pins, 
combs,  etc.  Having  thus  secured  the  commis- 

sary department,  they  set  to  Avork  on  the  boats. 
They  were  now  in  the  heart  of  a  well-populat- 
ed Indian  country,  and  would  have  found  it  im- 

possible to  proceed  quietly  with  their  work  had 
not  the  savages  understood  that  they  were  ene- 

mies of  the  Spaniards,  who  were  also  tlieir  deadly 
foes.  Their  gold  had  been  seized,  their  wives  and 
daughters  violated,  and  their  homes  laid  waste 
by  Spaniards  ;  and  though  jealous  of  showing 
any  stranger  across  the  country,  their  desire  for 
revenge  ov^ercame  all  other  considerations,  and 
they  were  ready  to  aid,  in  any  way  in  their  pow- 

er, those  who  were  at  vrar  with  their  persecutors 
and  oppressors.  Still  the  buccaneers,  knowing 
their  inherent  treachery,  always  kept  a  portion 
of  the  band  well  armed  and  on  guard  while  the 
rest  worked.  The  camp  was  constantly  throng- 

ed by  visitors  of  both  sexes — the  men  entirely 
naked,  the  women  clothed  with  a  native  cloth 
from  the  waist  downward. 

For  several  days  the  woods  resounded  with 
the  stroke  of  the  axe  and  crash  of  falling  trees. 
The  bustle  and  noise  of  the  numerous  workmen 
made  the  bank  of  that  lonely  river  in  those  deep 
solitudes  seem,  for  a  fortnight,  like  a  modern 
ship-yard.  Boat  after  boat  was  completed, 
launched,  and  moored  to  the  shore,  until  four- 

teen, capable  of  carrying  over  twenty  men 

apiece,  together  with  all  their  provisions,  arms,** ammunition,  etc.,  were  afloat.  On  the  day  they 
were  finished  (the  23d  of  March)  the  camp  was 
thrown  into  a  state  of  excitement  by  the  arrival 
of  an  Indian,  Avho  had  just  returned  from  con- 

ducting the  party  of  the  hundred  and  fifteen 
English  freebooters  across  tlie  Isthmus,  and  who 
brought  the  joyful  news  that  they  had  captured 
two  vessels  from  Lima  laden  with  provisions. 

The  work  of  breaking  up  camp,  making  the 
oars,  and  collecting  provisions,  etc.,  now  went 
merrily  on ;  for  the  prospect  of  standing  once 
more  on  the  deck  of  a  vessel — and  that,  too,  in 
a  sea  which,  in  their  imaginations,  seemed  to 
have  golden  shores — elated  every  one.  Five 
days  after,  as  they  were  almost  ready  to  start. 
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another  Indian  came  in,  bringing  with  him  one 
of  Captain  Grognier's  men,  wlio  got  lost  in  hunt- 

ing while  his  party  were  building  canoes  on  this 
same  river.  He  also  brought  a  letter  from  the 
buccaneers  who  were  afloat  in  the  Pacific,  say- 

ing they  would  wait  at  King's  Island,  and  urg- 
ing them  to  hurry  on  and  share  with  them  in 

the  spoils  of  the  rich  fleet  which  was  on  its  way 
from  Peru  to  Panama.  Joy  and  animation  now 
reigned  throughout  the  camp  ;  eveiy  man  work- 

ed with  a  will,  and  the  wild  songs  of  the  rover 
made  the  forests  of  Darien  ring.  Past  toils  and 
hardships  were  all  forgotten.  Those  who  had 
murmured  most  now  sang  loudest;  and  in 
three  days  every  thing  was  ready,  and,  with  a 
loud  cheer,  they  loosened  their  little  fleet  and 
floated  down  the  stream.  With  a  parting  sa- 

lute to  their  deserted  encampment  they  bent  to 
their  oars,  and  soon  the  forest  shut  them  in. 

But  their  troubles  Vv'ere  not  ended.  The  river 
was  so  shallow  in  some  places  that  the  heavy 
boats  had  to  be  lifted  over ;  in  others,  so  rapid 
and  filled  with  rocks,  that  many  suff'ered  ship- wreck. The  hot  climate  acting  on  the  men, 
who  were  half  of  the  time  knee-deep  in  water, 
brought  on  dysentery,  and  every  day  some  one 
or  more  of  the  company  was  carried  on  shore, 
and,  with  rude  ceremony,  buried  on  the  lonely 
banks.  After  four  days  of  hard  toil  and  con- 

stant exposure  the  advance-boats  halted  for  the 
others,  which  were  damaged  and  hence  far  be- 

,  hind,  to  arrive.  During  the  day  they  all  came 
up,  and  the  half-starved,  fatigued  band  rested 
till  morning,  when  they  again  set  sail.  They 

had  now  reached  deeper  water  ;  but  the  stream 
was  so  choked  with  huge  trees  which  the  floods 
had  brought  down  that  it  required  the  utmost 
care  and  exertion  to  escape  shipwreck.  While 
floating  along,  the  news  passed  through  the  lit- 

tle fleet  that  two  soldiers  had  just  died,  accom- 
panied with  the  order  to  pull  up  to  the  shore 

and  bury  them.  It  was  raining  heavily  ;  and 
the  gloomy  day  and  pelting  rain  made  still  more 
dismal  that  wild  burial  of  their  companions  in 
those  far-oflT  solitudes.  In  their  piratical  uni- 

form, with  the  storm  beating  on  their  upturned 
faces,  the  two  rovers  were  laid  side  by  side  and 
a  volley  fired  over  their  solitary  graves.  The 
next  day  they  got  clear  of  the  flood-wood  into 
deep  water,  and,  the  sun  having  come  out,  they 
hauled  up  to  the  banks  to  rest  and  dry  their 
clothes,  which  had  been  soaked  by  the  rain  of 
the  night  and  day  previous.  Another  sick  man, 
who  for  a  day  and  a  night  had  lain  drenched  to 
the  skin,  was  borne  ashore  only  to  die  and  be 
buried  like  his  comrades — never  to  be  heard 
from  by  his  friends  and  relatives  more. 

The  following  morning  they  pushed  ofl^,  and 
by  constant  rowing  (there  being  twenty  oars  to 
each  boat),  in  five  days  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  river. 

While  moving  along  over  this  broad  sheet  of 
water  they  saw  a  small  vessel  approaching,  and 
on  hailing  her,  found  an  Indian  aboard,  who 
had  been  sent  by  the  buccaneers  below  to  in- 

form them  that  they  had  concealed  some  pro- 
visions for  them  in  a  certain  designated  place. 

This  was  acceptable  news :  for  during  the  last 
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week  the  rations  of  each  man  of  the  party  had  | 
consisted  of  a  sinj^-lo  handful  of  corn  per  day. 
Their  sufferings,  of  course,  had  been  greart  ;  and 
the  near  prospect  of  something  to  eat  was,  for 
the  time,  more  exhilarating  than  booty. 

A  little  later  in  the  day,  however,  cameequal- 
iv  exciting  news  that  the  Spaniards,  informed 
of  their  arrival,  had  mustered  a  thousand  men, 

who  lay  in  ambush  along  the  river  bank  await- 
ing their  approach.  A  consultation  was  im- 

mediately called,  and  it  was  resolved  not  to  ad- 
vance till  night  should  cover  their  movements. 

So  the  moment  the  short  tropical  twilight  was 
ended  they  shoved  off,  but  had  not  proceeded 
far  before  they  met  the  incoming  tide,  and,  ig- 

norant of  the  fact  that  the  Pacific  tides  rolled 
in  with  a  strength  and  to  a  height  unknown  on 
the  Atlantic  coast,  were  astonished  to  find  their 
boats  swept  far  up  the  river,  and  one  totally 
wrecked  in  the  struggle  to  stem  the  current. 
Though  no  one  was  drowned,  all  those  on  board 
lost  their  muskets  and  ammunition,  which  was 
equivalent,  practically,  to  the  loss  of  the  same 
number  of  men,  or  rather  would  have  been  but 
for  the  deaths  that  occurred  in  their  tedious  pas- 

sage down  tlie  river. 
With  the  turn  of  the  tide  the  fleet  of  boats 

again  drifted  seaward.  When  they  came  abreast 
of  the  Spaniards  on  shore  awaiting  them,  the 
Indians  (the  river  being  broad  there)  made  a 
long,  straggling  line  of  the  boats,  keeping  them 
close  in  under  the  farther  bank.  Some  few 
were  challenged,  but  the  Indians  replying  that 
it  was  only  a  few  of  their  own  boats  on  their 

way  to  the  ocean  after  salt  for  their  tribe,  they 
were  allowed  to  pass.  Having  experienced  the 
tremendous  force  of  the  tide,  they  next  morning, 
the  moment  they  felt  the  strength  of  the  flood, 
cast  anchor.  About  ten  o'clock  the  tide  began 
to  turn,  and  every  anchor  was  raised,  but  tlie 
little  fleet  had  scarcely  got  under  way  when  the 
mid-day  became  midnight.  A  sudden  dark- 

ness settled  on  forest  and  river,  so  dense  and 
impenetrable  that  men  sitting  at  the  bow  could 
not  distinguish  those  in  the  stern.  To  make 
this  unlooked-for  change  still  more  appalling, 
no  soimd  had  heralded  its  approach  or  accom- 

panied its  advent.  A  strange,  mysterious  husli 
was  on  every  thing.  The  bold  rovers  became 
subdued  under  this  unnatural  aspect  of  nature, 
and  spoke  only  in  h.alf  whispers,  rot  knowing 
of  what  terrific  outbreak  this  was  a  precursor. 
Suddenly  there  came  a  roar  like  the  sound  of  a 
distant  cataract.  Nearer  and  nearer  it  swelled 
on  their  astonished  ears,  until  at  last  the  heav- 

ens opened  and  there  descended  a  real  cataract 
on  the  quivering  earth.  The  boats  were  half 
full  in  a  few  moments,  and  altliough  two  men 
in  each  one  were  kept  bailing  vigorously,  they  all 
expected  to  go  to  the  bottom  under  the  descend- 

ing weight  of  water.  One  sick  pirate,  wlio  had 
borne  up  bravely  till  now,  succumbed  under 
this  new  trial,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  over- 

whelming deluge  breathed  out  his  spirit ;  his 
dreams  of  gold  and  pleasure  all  vanished,  and 
he  was  left  to  swell  the  number  of  those  who 
slept  their  last  sleep  in  the  wilds  of  Darien. 

The  storm  subsiding  with  the  day,  the  free- 

WRECK  OF  THE  BOAT. 
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hooters  took  the  chh-tidc  and  swept  rapidly  to- 
ward the  sea.  Arrivin;?  at  midnight,  tliey  de- 

scried two  harks  at  anchor  waitin}?  for  them. 
Setting  sail  in  these,  they  steered  for  an  island 
four  miles  distant,  where  provisions  had  heen 
Mt  for  them.  Feastinj^  on  these  for  two  days, 
they  departed  toward  Panama  in  search  of  the 
fleet  of  their  companions.  The  whole  havinp^ 
finally  rendezvoused  at  King's  Island,  they  found 
that  altogether  they  had  a  fleet  of  ten  vessels. 

Making  a  successful  expedition  in  canoes 
against  a  small  place  called  La  Lcppa,  the  en- 

tire fleet  proceeded  to  a  beautiful  island  lying  at 
the  mouth  of  Panama  harbor.  The  pirates  were 
enraptured  with  the  loveliness  of  this  and  the 
adjacent  islands.  They  were  in  a  state  of  high 
cultivation,  covered  with  the  country  seats  of 
the  wealthy  residents  of  Panama.  Orchards,  in- 

terlaced with  running  streams,  bloomed  beside 
the  almost  endless  variety  of  flowers  that  in  gay 
parterres  surrounded  the  picturesque  dwellings, 
while  arbors  of  jessamine  stretched  up  and  down 
on  every  side,  within  which  hung  in  tempting 
clusters  the  finest  fruit  of  the  tropics.  The 

people  of  the  city  had  christened  them  the  "Gar- 
dens of  Panama."  The  delighted  buccaneers 

remained  here  three  days,  enjoying  with  keen- 
er relish  this  profusion  and  repose  from  the  re- 

cent toils  and  privations  they  had  encountered 
in  crossing  the  Isthmus.  Sailing  from  thence 
past  the  city  of  Panama,  they  proceeded  to  the 
Isle  of  Taboga  to  caulk  their  ships.  This  island 
had  been  converted  into  a  landscape  garden  by 
the  wealthy  Spaniards,  who  had  lavished  every 
thing  that  taste  could  suggest  or  money  pur- 

chase on  their  beautiful  retreat.  Even  to  these 
bold,  reckless  buccaneers  it  appeared  an  en- 

chanted island. 
Having  finished  calking  they  set  sail  to  way- 

lay the  Spanish  fleet  from  Peru.  They  cruised 
around  or  lay  at  anchor  at  King's  Island  nearly 
a  month,  when  at  last,  from  Captain  Grognier's 
vessel,  was  descried  the  signal  announcing  that 
the  long-expected  fleet  was  in  sight.  In  an  in- 

stant all  was  in  commotion.  The  anchors  were 
swung  to  the  cat-heads,  the  sails  unfurled,  and 
the  whole  fleet  moved  away,  amidst  the  deafen- 

ing hurrahs  of  the  crews,  who  had  begun  to  fear 
that  the  rich  prize  had  slipped  by  them  into 
Panama. 

The  Spanish  vessels  moved  steadily  forward ; 
but  before  the  buccaneers,  who  manoeuvred  to 
get  the  weather-gage,  could  succeed  in  their 
attempt,  night  came  on  and  parted  the  combat- 

ants. The  former  came  to  anclior,  and  putting 
out  all  their  lights,  sent  a  small  vessel  with  a 
bright  lantern  in  her  rigging  to  anchor  far  to 
leeward.  The  buccaneers,  supposing  this  to  be 
the  fleet,  managed  to  get  to  the  windward  of  it, 
when  they  also  came  to  anchor.  To  their  utter 
amazement,  when  morning  broke,  they  found 
that  their  whole  fleet,  with  the  exception  of 
Captain  Grognier's  ships  and  Townsley's,  al- 

though to  windward  of  the  light,  was  to  lee- 
ward of  the  Spaniards.  The  latter  having  the 

weather-gage,  used  their  guns,  which  were  of 

larger  calibre,  with  scourging  etfect.  A  tre- 
mendous cannonading  was  kept  up  all  day,  and 

the  guns  were  so  well  sers'cd  that  Lussan's  ship 
alone  received  a  hundred  aiul  twenty-three 
shots.  Night  again  separated  the  vessels,  and 
in  the  darkness  the  Spanish  weighed  anchor 
and  steered  for  Panama.  Instead  of  securing 
the  rich  prize  they  had  watched  for  so  long 
the  buccaneers  had  received  a  terrible  pelting, 
and  lost  several  of  their  men. 

From  this  time  on,  for  three  years,  these  bold 
marauders  continued  to  infest  the  surrounding 
seas,  capturing  small  vessels,  surprising  towns 
along  the  coast,  and  seizing  the  inhabitants, 
for  whom  a  hea\'y  ransom  was  always  demand- 

ed. The  English  and  French,  however,  soon 
quarreled,  and,  separating,  each  cruised  on  their 
own  responsibility.  Small  parties  would  some- 

times be  sent  miles  inland  to  attack  a  flourish- 
ing village.  There  were  many  desperate  en- 

counters and  hand-to-hand  fights,  but  the  cour- 
age and  resolution  of  the  buccaneers  were  always 

an  overmatch  for  the  Spaniards,  and  the  whole 
coast  was  kept  in  a  state  of  constant  alarm. 
At  the  first  appearance  of  the  fleet  the  inhabit- 

ants would  secrete  their  treasures,  so  that  the 
assailants  got  more  hard  knocks  than  gold,  and 
often  suffered  for  want  of  provisions  ;  indeed, 
they  were  sometimes  on  the  verge  of  famine. 

The  richest  harbor  they  entered  was  Panama, 
where,  with  their  guns  bearing  upon  the  city, 
they  demanded  and  obtained  a  heavy  ransom. 
The  town  of  Queaquilla  was  a  maritime  port, 
and  next  to  Panama,  on  that  coast,  in  import- 

ance. It  was  well  fortified,  and  the  garrison 
felt  themselves  strong  enough  to  defend  it 
against  any  force  the  buccaneers  had  in  those 
seas.  The  latter,  however,  landing,  stormed  it 
sword  in  hand,  and,  after  a  short  but  desper- 

ate conflict,  took  it.  This  place  proved  to  be 
a  rich  prize  both  in  treasures  and  prisoners. 
Being  perfectly  confident  that  the  pirates  would 
be  repulsed,  they  had  not  provided  for  their 
own  defeat.  Still,  in  the  retreat,  they  contrived 
to  carry  oflf  the  largest  portion  of  their  property. 

This  town  was  a  very  pretty  one,  and  distin- 
guished for  its  beautiful  women  and  loose  mor- 

als— the  monks  and  priests  taking  the  lead  in 
open  and  unblushing  illicit  intercourse  with  the 
other  sex.  Five  hundred  prisoners,  $70,000, 
and  a  large  quantity  of  silver-plate,  jewels,  etc., 
were  the  fruits  of  this  successful  foray. 

The  people  had  been  told  frightful  stories 
about  the  pirates — that  they  were  monsters  in 
form,  and  ate  their  prisoners.  Lussan  cap- 

tured a  handsome  young  woman — a  maid  of 
the  Governor's  wife — and,  to  prevent  her  es- 

cape, made  her  walk  before  him  to  the  place 
where  the  other  prisoners  were  assembled.  As 
she  moved  on  in  obedience  to  his  commands, 
she  turned  her  head  toward  him,  and,  with  her 
dark  eyes  swimming  in  tears,  exclaimed,  "  Se- 
Tior,  po7'  Tamor  de  Dios  no  mi  como  V — "For 
the  love  of  God,  Sir,  pray  do  not  eat  me !" 

With  their  spoils  and  their  captives,  the  free- 
booters repaired  to  the  Isle  of  Puna,  to  wait 
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there  the  ransom  that  had  been  promised  for 
the  latter.  Here,  under  the  green  trees  on  the 
ijreener  sward,  ̂ vith  the  ocean  all  around  them, 

they  enjoyed  for  a  whole  month  the  freebooter's 
paradise.  Laden  vriih  spoils,  with  abundance 
to  eat  and  drink,  nothing  to  do,  and  cro'wds  of 
beautiful  women  to  minister  to  their  pleasui-es, 
they  passed  the  time  in  a  round  of  gayety  and 
dissipation.  The  women  soon  found  many  of 
the  handsome,  well-formed  pirates  far  prefera- 

ble to  the  fat  monks  of  Queaquilla,  and,  pas- 
sionate and  romantic  like  their  race,  became 

enamored  of  their  captors  and  the  wild  life  they 
led.  With  the  women,  the  buccaneers  had 
brought  also  the  lutes,  harps,  guitars,  and  oth- 

er instruments  of  music  that  they  found  in  the 
Itixurious  apartments  of  the  place.  On  these 
the  prisoners  of  both  sexes  played  in  concert, 
to  pass  away  the  time,  while  others  danced 
upon  the  green  sward.  It  was  a  strange,  wild 
scene  they  formed  there  on  that  lonely  island 
in  the  Pacific — one  that  the  imagination  could 
hardly  conceiye.  Hundreds  would  sit,  of  an 
eyening,  scattered  in  groups  among  the  trees, 
the  dark-eyed  Spanish  beauty  reclining  fondly 
in  the  arms  of  her  new-found  loyer;  a  hun- 

dred more  would  be  whirling  round  in  the 
open  space  in  the  exciting,  yoluptuous  Spanish 
dances  ;  while  over  all  arose  the  sound  of  lute, 
harp,  and  guitar,  till  the  air  itself  seemed  an 
instrument  of  music  pouring  forth  sweet  sounds. 
And  on  these  strangely-picturesque  groups  the 
soft  sunset  would  fall,  mantling  green  sward 
and  dancers  in  the  mellow  beams.  And  there, 
too,  later  still,  they  ̂ vould  sit  until  the  broad 

roimd  moon  rose  slowly  oyer  the  main  land  and 
flooded  the  gentle  sea  with  golden  light ;  wliile, 
to  impart  still  greater  romance  to  the  scene,  the 
rich  yoices  of  a  score  of  singers  would  pour 
forth  some  romantic  Spanish  ballad.  A  stran- 

ger suddenly  dropped  on  that  green  island,  in 
that  far-off  lonely  sea,  would  haye  been  bewil- 

dered at  the  spectacle  presented  to  him,  and 
fancied  he  had  fallen  on  one  of  those  fairy  isles 
inhabited  by  beings  of  another  sphere,  as  de- 

scribed by  Greek  and  Latin  bards.  These  bold 
rovers  abandoned  themselves  wholly  to  the 
pleasures  and  excitement  of  this  new  life,  and, 
forgetting  all  their  past  miseries,  "thought  no 
more  of  danger  from  the  Spaniards  than  if 
they  had  been  in  the  middle  of  Paris." The  treasurer  of  the  town  was  killed  while 
fighting  gallantly  in  its  defense,  and  his  young 
widow,  a  beautiful  Spanish  lady,  was  taken  pris- 

oner. In  a  few  days  she  forgot  her  slain  husband 
and  became  desperately  enamored  of  Lussan.  So 
strong  was  her  passion  that  she  at  last  proposed 
that  they  should  hide  together  in  some  comer 
of  the  island  till  the  freebooters  were  gone,  and 
then  return  to  Queaquilla  and  be  married.  She 
promised  to  get  for  him  the  office  of  her  deceased 
husband,  and  make  over  to  him  her  whole  estate, 
which  was  veiy  large.  Lussan  thanked  her  for 
her  kind  offer ;  but  said  he  was  afraid  that  her 
interest  was  not  powerful  enough  to  overcome 
the  hatred  of  the  inhabitants,  who  could  not 
easily  forget  nor  readily  forgive  the  injuries  he 
and  his  friends  had  inflicted  on  them.  Determ- 

ined to  retain  her  lover,  she,  \^-ith  the  ingenuity 
and  perseverance  of  woman,  went  secretly  to 
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work,  and  fuially  pot  papers  sij;nctl  by  the  Gov- 
ernor and  chiel:'  olHcers  of  tlie  i)lace,  promising 

Lussan  all  forgetfiilncss  of  the  'j-ast  and  the 
kindest  usage  in  the  future.  Tliis  rather  stag- 

gered our  hero,  and  in  his  own  (piaiiit  language 
he  says : 

"I  confess  that  I  was  not  a  little  perplexed 
herewith ;  and  such  pressing  testimonies  of 
good-will  and  friendsliip  toward-  me  brought 
me,  after  a  little  consultation  Avith  myself,  into 
such  a  quandary,  that  I  did  not  know  which 
side  to  close  with,  nay,  I  found  myself  much 
inclined  to  close  Avith  the  offers  made  me ;  and 
I  had  two  powerful  reasons  to  induce  me  there- 

unto, one  of  which  was  the  miserable  and  lan- 
guishing life  we  led  in  those  places  where  we 

were  in  perpetual  hazard  to  lose  it,  which  I 
should  be  freed  from  by  an  advantageous  offer 
of  a  pretty  woman  and  a  considerable  settle- 

ment ;  the  other  proceeded  from  the  despair  I 
was  in  of  ever  being  able  to  return  into  my  own 
country  for  want  of  ships  fit  for  that  purpose. 
But  when  I  began  to  reflect  upon  these  things 
with  a  little  more  leisure  and  consideration, 
and  that  I  revolved  Avith  myself  how  little  trust 
was  to  be  given  to  the  promises  and  faith  of  so 
perfidious  as  Avell  as  vindictive  a  nation  as  the 
Spaniards,  and  more  especially  toward  men  in 
our  circumstances,  by  whom  they  had  been  so 
ill-used — this  second  reflection  carried  it  against 
the  first,  and  even  all  the  advantages  offered  me 
by  this  lady.  But  however  the  matter  was,  I 
was  resolved,  in  spite  of  the  grief  and  tears  of 
this  pretty  woman,  to  prefer  the  continuance  of 
my  troubles  (with  a  ray  of  hope  I  had  of  seeing 
France  again)  before  the  perpetual  suspicion 
I  should  have  had  of  some  treachery  designed 
against  me.  Thus  I  rejected  her  proposals, 
but  so  as  to  assure  her  I  should  retain  even  long 
as  I  lived  a  lively  resentment  of  her  affections 
and  good  inclinations  toward  me." 

The  freebooter  Avas  still  a  Erenchman  and  a 
French  philosopher,  and  disposed  of  this  love 

aff'air  in  the  most  approved  French  style. At  length  these  bold,  adventurous  men  be- 
ca.ae  tired  of  this  inactiA^e  life  and  longed  for 
the  freedom  of  the  open  sea.  They  ascertained 
also,  that,  instead  of  sending  the  promised  ran- 

som, the  Spaniards  AA^ere  making  preparations  to 
attack  them.  They  resolved,  therefore,  to  move 
to  a  point  of  the  island  not  so  retired  and  snug 
as  their  present  quarters,  but  which  commanded 
the  sea  to  a  great  distance.  The  Spaniards, 
however,  Avere  before  them,  and  as  they  moved 
out  of  the  deep  bay  they  saAV  two  Spanish  war- 
vessels  aAvaiting  their  approach.  At  noon  they 
came  Avithin  long  cannon-shot,  and  the  Spanish 
A-essels  having  the  Aveather-gage  kept  at  that 
safe  distance,  and  fired  aAvay  till  dark,  pommel- 

ing the  ships  of  the  buccaneers  badly,  but  kill- 
ing only  one  man.  At  dark  both  cast  anchor, 

but  soon  as  daylight  broke  over  the  ocean  they 
were  at  it  again.  The  little  land  breeze,  that 
for  a  while  barely  filled  the  sails,  soon  died  en- 

tirely aAvay,  and  the  sea  lay  unruffled  as  glass. 
The  buccaneers  then  got  out  their  canoes  and 

began  to  tow  to  windward,  and  when  the  breeze 
again  freshened  found  they  had  the  weather- 
gage.  Jiut  the  sui)criority  of  the  enemy's  ves- sels enabled  them  in  half  an  hour  to  regain  this 
advantage.  Toward  evening  the  cannonading 
became  \'ery  licavy,  and  the  a'csscIs  of  the  buc- 

caneers suffered  severely  ;  but  at  dark  it  ceased 
as  before,  and  both  came  to  anchor.  The  next 

day  l)oth  remained  stationary  till  three  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  Avhcn  they  came  to  close  quar- 

ters, fighting  Avithin  musket-shot.  The  bucca- 
neers then  sliOAA'cd  their  superior  markmanship  ; 

for,  while  they  had  but  one  man  Avounded,  they, 
made  such  havoc  on  board  the  Spanish  vessels 
that  they  could  see  the  blood  run  out  of  the 
scuppers.  At  dark  the  Spaniards  bore  aAvay, 
shouting  as  they  Avent,  "  To-morrow  at  it  again  /'* 

The  next  day  they  still  held  the  weather-gage, 
and  remembering  the  deadly  Avork  made  by  the 
small-arms  of  the  buccaneers  the  afternoon  pre- 

vious, kept  Avithin  half  cannon-shot,  and  bent 
all  their  efforts  to  dismast  their  enemies,  so  they 
might  finish  them  at  their  leisure,  and  finally 
succeeded  in  striking  the  foremast  of  the  largest 
ship  fiA^e  times  Avith  round  shot,  and  the  main- 

mast three,  but  not  deep  enough  to  bring  them 
doAvn.  The  folloAving  morning  the  Spaniards, 
for  the  first  time,  hung  out  their  BurguncTian 
colors  and  closed  gallantly;  but  finding,  after 
severe  handling,  that  the  pirates  Avere  determined 
to  board,  bore  aAvay  to  refit.  In  an  hour  they 
returned,  but  kept  at  long  cannon-shot.  The 
folloAving  morning  at  day  dawn,  there  being  a 
fresh  breeze,  the  Spaniards  swept  doAvn  appar- 

ently with  the  determination  to  finish  the  long 
conflict,  for  they  kept  steadily  on  till  within 
close  musket-shot,  Avhen  both  fleets  opened  with 
a  terrific  uproar.  For  a  long  time  the  struggle 
was  fierce,  the  vessels  frequently  coming  so  near 
that  the  muzzles  of  the  guns  almost  touched: 
but  the  buccaneers  fired  with  such  precision  into 
the  port-holes  of  the  Spaniards  that  they  were 
finally  compelled  to  close  them  and  bear  away. 
The  largest  of  the  pirate  ships  received  this  day 
sixty -three  cannon-shots  between  wind  and water. 

The  next  morning  they  again  got  ready  for 
action,  but  on  looking  seaAvard  no  trace  of 
their  enemies  was  visible.  Satisfied  Avith  the 

sotmd  beating  they  had  receiA'ed,  they  took  ad- 
vantage of  the  darkness  and  sailed  aAvay.  Dur- 

ing the  progress  of  this  strange  protracted  com- 
bat, the  buccaneers  kept  the  Governor  and  chief 

men  of  Queaquilla  on  deck,  to  Avitness  the  cow- 
ardice of  their  countrymen,  aa' ho  again  and  again 

refused  to  board  ;  Avhile  the  remaining  five  hun- 
dred men  and  Avomen — in  canoes  moored  near 

the  shore,  in  shoal  water,  Avhere  the  Spanish 
vessels  could  not  come  j- sat  astonished  and 
trembling  spectators  of  the  scene.  There  being 
now  no  motive  to  go  to  Point  Helena,  the  buc- 

caneers, after  lying  at  anchor  tAvo  days  to  refit, 
steered  for  the  main  land,  folloAved  by  their 
crowd  of  prisoners  in  canoes. 

The  listless  and  dissipated  life  of  the  past 
month  had  exerted  an  enervating  influence  on 
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many  of  the  freebooters,  while  their  intercourse 

with' the  women  had  weakened  their  ferocity  of 
disposition,  and  made  them  pine  for  their  com- 

panions and  friends  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Isthmus.  As  soon  as  they  reached  the  main 
land,  therefore,  they  began  to  make  prepara- 

tions to  retrace  their  steps.  They  did  not  even 
Avait  for  the  promised  ransom,  but  set  all  their 
])risoners  at  liberty.  Some  of  these  beautiful 
women  had  become  so  attached  to  their  captors 
that  they  wept  bitterly  at  parting.  As  the  ca- 

noes returned  from  landing  them  on  the  desert- 
ed shore,  the  buccaneers  gave  them  a  parting 

salutation  and  bore  away. 
The  next  day  they  divided  their  booty,  and 

as  the  pearls  and  uncoined  gold  could  not  be 
equitably  distributed,  they  w^ere  put  up  at  auc- 

tion and  sold  to  the  highest  bidder,  and  the  pro- 
reeds  apportioned.  After  all  their  toil  and 
danger  for  three  years,  the  sum  total  to  each 
man,  in  money,  was  but  three  hundred  dollars. 

The  next  day,  the  12th  of  June,  Captain  Da- 
vid, in  command  of  the  large  vessel,  sailed  away 

to  refit,  and  then  return  home  by  way  of  the 
Straits  of  Magellan.  The  other  vessels  were 
too  small  to  attempt  this  long  and  hazardous 
voyage.  They  therefore  cruised  about,  hoping 
to  take  a  ship  of  sufficient  size,  occasionally 
making  a  descent  on  a  place,  until  January, 
when  they  resolved  to  abandon  their  vessels  and 
cross  on  foot  to  the  North  Sea.  After  much 
consultation  they  concluded  to  go  by  way  of 
Segovia,  which,  as  near  as  I  can  make  out,  took 
them  across  the  widest  part  of  Honduras,  the 
'massage  occupying  more  than  two  months. 

Many  of  the  men  had  lost  their  share  of  the 
booty  in  play  on  board  the  ships,  and  as  Lussan 
had  been  a  great  winner,  he  was  afraid  some 
of  the  desperadoes  might  make  way  with  him  in 
order  to  recover  their  money ;  and  so  he  took 
the  precaution,  in  presence  of  all,  to  divide  his 
wealth  among  several  of  his  friends  to  carry  for 
him,  they  to  have  a  certain  portion  at  the  end 
of  the  journey.    This  foresight  saved  his  life. 

On  the  2d  day  of  January,  having  burned  their 
ships  and  said  their  prayers,  this  band  of  buc- 

caneers, to  the  number  of  two  hundred  and 
eighty,  set  out  on  their  perilous  journey,  taking 
with  them  sixty-eight  horses,  which  they  had 
captured,  to  carry  their  plunder.  The  first  day 
they  loitered  along  the  sea-shore,  reluctant  to 
turn  their  faces  inland,  Avhere  so  many  perils 
and  sufferings  awaited  them.  The  next  day, 
however,  they  struck  boldly  into  the  interior, 
and  although  the  hostile  Spaniards  constantly 
hovered  on  their  flanks  and  rear,  no  serious 
demonstration  was  made.  They  contented 
themselves  with  destroying  the  provisions  on 
the  way,  and  setting  fire  to  the  dry  grass  in  the 
savannas  they  crossed,  which  caused  the  smoke 
to  blow  in  their  faces,  which  annoyed  them  so 
much  that  they  were  often  compelled  to  stop  in 
the  deserted  houses  till  the  fire  burned  itself 
out. 

Thus,  day  after  day,  they  kept  on,  march- 
ing in  close  order,  until  the  eighth,  when  they 

took  a  prisoner,  who  informed  them  that  in  a 
large  village  a  little  distance  ahead,  three  hun- 

dred mounted  soldiers  awaited  their  arrival. 
This  body  of  troops,  however,  filed  away  as 

PAKTIXG  WITH  THE  PKlSONEEii. 
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THE  JOUUNEY  UAOK. 

ioon  as  the  head  of  the  little  column  of  bucca- 
neers appeared  in  view.  After  leaving  the  vil- 

lage they  entered  an  extensive  tract  of  country 
covered  with  a  dense  pine-forest.  As  they 
slowly  passed  through  this,  they  heard  martial 
strains  on  either  side  of  them,  and  afterward, 
all  day  long,  keeping  pace  with  their  march, 
arose  the  stirring  notes  of  the  bugle.  These 
three  hundred  horsemen  had  divided  into  two 
bodies,  and,  concealed  by  the  thick  pines,  moved 
in  parallel  lines  with  the  advancing  column. 
This  invisible  music  keeping  pace  with  their 
march,  echoing  away  among  the  thick  ever- 

greens, and  rising  and  foiling  with  the  wave-like 
gusts  of  wind  that  swept  through  their  tops,  pro- 

duced a  strange  sensation.  It  was  like  walking 
through  an  enchanted  palace,  with  music  all 
around  and  the  performers  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
At  night  thoy  encamped  opposite  the  encamp- 

ment of  the  buccaneers,  and  at  morning  roused 
them  Avith  their  bugles  sounding  the  reveille. 
For  five  days  this  invisible  serenade  was  kept up. 

As  they  approached  the  town  of  Segovia  they 
nne  upon  an  ambuscade,  and  at  the  first  dis- 

•  'large  of  the  enemy  two  of  the  buccaneers  were killed.  The  Spaniards,  not  waiting  to  reload, 
Hed  precipitately.  This  place  lay  in  a  deep 
valley,  surrounded  on  every  side  by  mountains 
that  completely  overlooked  the  place  and  wall- 

ed it  in  like  a  prison.  As  the  buccaneers  de- 
scended into  it  they  found  it  wholly  desert- 

ed, and  the  provisions  it  contained  consumed. 
They  rested  here  until  the  next  day,  seeing  no 

enemy,  although  they  were  occasionally  salut- 
ed by  a  musket-shot  sent  from  the  thick  pines 

that  grew  along  the  slopes  which  hemmed  in 
the  place.  Here  they  were  so  fortunate  as  to 
secure  a  prisoner  who  knew  the  way  to  the  river 
beyond  the  mountains,  whose  course  they  were 
to  follow  to  the  sea. 

Twenty  leagues  of  the  worst  mountain-travel 
lay  before  them.  As  they  ascended  the  heights 
the  cold  became  intense,  while  impenetrable  fogs 
would  wrap  them  for  hours,  drenching  them  to 
the  skin  and  chilling  their  frames,  which  were 
exhausted  with  toil,  weakened  by  hunger,  and 
rendered  sensitive  by  their  long  stay  in  a  trop- ical climate. 

On  the  thirteenth,  as  they  were  picking  their 
way  by  early  daylight  along  the  crest  of  a  high 
mountain,  they  espied  on  the  opposite  height, 
from  which  they  were  separated  only  by  a  deep, 
narrow  valley,  what  they  took  to  be  some  twelve 
or  fifteen  beeves,  which  filled  the  starving  ad- 

venturers with  extravagant  joy.  A  halt  was  im- 
mediately called,  and  twenty  men  sent  forward 

to  reconnoitre  and  bring  away  the  cattle.  Or. 
their  return  they  reported  that  what  they  took 
for  beeves  were  horses  saddled  and  bridled,  and, 
moreover,  that  on  the  crest  of  the  mountain  ̂ 'as 
an  intrenchment,  and  still  farther  down  anoth- 

er, and  lower  yet  a  third,  completely  command- 
ing the  narrow  path  that  skirted  the  little  stream 

below,  and  which  at  that  point  was  so  contract- 
ed that  two  horsemen  could  not  ride  abreast. 

More  than  a  thousand  muskets  covered  this  ex- 
posed spot,  over  which  the  buccaneers,  less  than 
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three  hundred  strong,  would  be  compelled,  one 
by  one,  slowly  to  dehle.  A  thousand  men  could 
not  have  forced  it,  and  yet  there  was  no  other 
way  to  go.  All  around  was  a  matted  forest, 
windfalls,  morasses,  and  precipices,  over  and 
through  which,  even  if  they  had  been  able  to 
pass  themselves,  they  could  not  have  carried 
their  baggage.  The  enemy  had  evidently  se- 

lected this  spot,  from  its  great  natural  advantages, 
on  which  to  make  their  final  stand.  The  mys- 

tery of  the  long  attendance  of  those  invisible 
-  horsemen  was  now  solved.  They  were  to  fall 

on  the  rear  when  the  attack  was  made  in  front. 
The  prospect  looked  gloomy  enough.  They 

must  fight — that  was  clear — but  without  any  pos- 
sibility of  success.  In  the  council  of  war  that 

was  called,  Lussan  said  that  the  attempt  to  force 
those  intrenchments  was  downright  madness — 
they  must  be  turned,  and  no  matter  what  obsta- 

cles interv'ened,  a  flanking  party  must  get  to  the 
rear,  and  all  their  efforts  should  be  directed  to 
that  object.  To  effect  this  he  said  the  baggage 
should  be  left  behind  under  a  guard  of  eighty 
men  to  protect  it  from  those  three  hundred  invisi- 

ble troopers,  while  the  remaining  two  hundred, 
encumbered  only  with  their  muskets  and  cut- 

lasses, must  make  the  forlorn  attempt.  A  care- 
^  ful  reconnoissance  was  made,  and  from  a  more 

elevated  mountain  than  the  one  on  which  they 
were  encamped  a  road,  beyond  the  highest  in- 
trenchment,  was  discovered,  through  some  breaks 
in  the  forest,  turning  short  to  the  right  around 
it,  and  winding  along  the  steep  ascent.  Con- 

vinced that  this  was  a  continuation  of  the  same 
road  that  crept  along  by  the  stream  under  the 

enemy's  guns,  they  determined  to  approach  by 
that  side,  knowing  that  if  it  was  so  they  could 
easily,  when  once  in  it,  find  the  rear  of  the 
highest  intrenchment. 

Eveiy  thing  boing  arranged,  the  commander 
of  the  eighty,  who  were  to  be  left  to  guard  the 
baggage  and  prisoners,  was  ordered  to  set  the 
sentinels,  and  have  them  relieved  as  usual  by  the 
firing  of  a  musket,  and  the  drum  to  be  beat  at 
the  regular  hour,  so  that  the  three  hundred  in 
rear  might  suppose  that  the  whole  band  had 
encamped  for  the  night.  Moreover,  if  within 
an  hour  after  he  heard  the  battle  cease  in  the 
morning  he  received  no  tidings  from  them,  he 
was  to  know  they  were  defeated,  and  lie  and 
his  men  must  then  shift  for  themselves. 

The  sun  went  down,  flooding  the  mountains 
in  light ;  and  as  its  last  rays  disappeared  from 
their  summits  the  Spaniards  made  a  simultane- 

ous discharge  of  six  hundred  muskets  to  show 
the  buccaneers  their  strength.  As  soon  as  it 
was  dark  those  two  hundred  desperate  men 
solemnly  said  their  prayers,  but  muttered  them 
in  a  low  tone,  so  that  the  Spaniards  on  the  other 
side  might  not  hear  them,  and  set  forth. 

An  hour  after,  the  tropical  moon  rose  over 
the  heights,  casting  weird  lights  and  shadows 
upon  summit  and  abyss.  Cautiously  and  silent- 

ly that  bold  band  crept  fonvard,  and  had  pro- 
ceeded about  an  hour  when  they  heard  the 

Spaniards  at  their  evening  prayers.  They 
paused  a  moment,  and  listened,  and  there  arose 
on  the  night  air  the  Litany  of  the  Saints,  and  as 
the  responses  were  sung  in  the  clear  mountain 
air  by  those  strong  men's  voices,  they  had  a 
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strangely-solemn  souiul.  At  every  response 
there  was  a  discharge  of  musketry,  the  echoes 
of  which  were  sent  hack  from  every  surround- 

ing height.  The  route  taken  by  the  buccaneers 
would,  to  ordinary  men,  have  been  considered 
iini)assable,  and  was  rendered  still  worse  by  the 
dim  light  of  the  moon  which,  though  it  bathed 
the  mountain  tops  in  si)lendor,  sent  only  frag- 

mentary beams  through  the  dense  foliage  of 
the  tropical  forest.  They  had  more  use  for 
their  hands  than  feet,  and  now  pulling  them- 

selves up  one  i)reci])ice  only  to  slide  down  an- 
other, they  made  such  slow])rogress  that,  though 

the  whole  distance  they  had  to  go  was  less  than 
a  quarter  of  a  mile,  it  took  the  whole  night  to 
accomplish  it.  Sometimes  the  entire  two  hun- 

dred had  to  be  pulled  up  a  ledge  of  rocks,  one 
by  one,  and  let  down  in  the  same  way. 

At  daylight  next  morning,  as  they  were 
stretching  along  the  mountain,  they  came  upon 
the  Spanish  patrol  making  its  morning  rounds. 
Dreaming,  however,  of  no  danger  in  that  quar- 

ter, the  latter  were  not  on  the  look-out,  and 
passed  carelessly  on.  A  thick  fog,  too,  lay  on 
the  mountain,  which  rendered  objects  very  indis- 

.  tinet  a  few  paces  off.  The  buccaneers,  advised 
(  of  their  proximity  by  the  sound  of  the  horses' 

feet,  were  enabled  to  make  them  out  while  they 
themselves  remained  unseen.  They  knew  at 
once  that  this  patrol  was  in  the  road  they  were 
seeking,  and  immediately  pushed  forward,  and, 
to  their  great  relief,  found  they  Avere  not  mis- 

taken. Here  they  halted  for  half  an  hour  to 
take  breath  and  examine  their  muskets.  While 
standing  silently  in  the  road  they  heard  the  voices 
of  the  Spaniards  at  their  morning  prayers.  Di- 

rected by  the  sound  which  way  to  go,  they  im- 
mediately started  forward  ;  but  had  marched  but 

a  short  distance  when  they,  unexpectedly,  came 
upon  two  sentinels,  whom  they  were  compelled 
to  shoot,  to  prevent  them  from  giving  informa- 

tion of  the  point  of  attack.  Housed  by  the  sud- 
den firing,  they  shouted,  "To  arms  !"  Bugles, 

sounding  the  rally,  rang  through  the  intrench- 
ments,  and  the  soldiers,  seizing  their  muskets, 
rushed  in  front,  supposing,  of  course,  the  single 
volley  was  to  apprise  them  of  the  advance  of  the 
buccaneers.  Pive  hundred  men  defended  this 
first  intrenehment ;  but,  standing  behind  their 
breast- works,  they  were  entirely  uncovered  in 
rear.  On  these  the  buccaneers  rushed,  with  a 
shout  and  a  volley.  The  Spaniards,  terrified 
at  the  sudden  apparition,  fled  over  their  w^orks 
on  every  side,  into  the  surrounding  forest.  The 
victors  drew  up  behind  the  deserted  defenses,' 
and  began  to  pour  their  volleys  into  the  exposed 
intrenehment  below  them.  Those  within  im- 

mediately retired  to  the  lowest  of  all,  where  a 
steady  fire  was  kept  up.  The  fog,  however, 
was  so  thick  the  buccaneers  were  unable  to  see 
it,  and  could  fire  only  at  the  spot  from  whence 
the  volleys  of  the  pnemy  proceeded.  Finding 
This  produced  no  effect,  they  left  the  barricade, 
and,  Avith  a  loud  shout,  dashed  down  the  mount- 

ain, into  and  over  the  next  intrenehment,  upon 
the  third  and  last.    The  Spaniards  bravely  held 

their  ground  until  they  saw  the  gleam  of  the  ad- 
vancing bayonets  through  the  fog,  when  they 

broke  ami  fled.  Tiie  fallen  trees,  and  various 
obstructions  wiiich  they  had  jjlaced  to  imj)ede 
the  buccaneers  in  the  assault,  as  well  as  the 
open  spaces  in  the  trees  they  had  made  to  un- 

cover every  apj)roacli,  now  turned  to  their  dis- 
advantage, and  the  volleys  of  the  victors  mowed 

them  down  at  every  step.  None  asked  for 
quarter ;  nor,  for  some  time,  was  any  offered. 
At  length,  weary  with  the  slaughter,  and  moved 
by  the  rivulets  of  blood  that  flowed  down  the 
mountain,  the  pirates  refused  to  slay  any  more, 
and  made  them  prisoners  in  spite  of  their  ob- stinacy. 

Keturning  to  the  first  intrenehment,  they 
found  tlfe  five  hundred  they  had  driven  out 
fighting  the  guard  they  had  left  behind.  These 
they  quickly  dispersed  ;  and  then,  gathering  to- 

gether, chanted  "  Te  iJeuin,'"  in  honor  of  their 
great  victory.  "  Te  Dawn  Laudamus'''  swelled up  there  in  the  mountain  solitudes,  and  over 
the  mangled  corpses  of  the  slain  that  lay  in 
heaps  along  the  crimson  slopes. 

Sixty  men  Avere  then  mounted  on  horses  and 
sent  back  to  those  in  charge  of  the  baggage  to 
announce  the  victory.  They  found  there  an 
ofiicer,  sent  from  the  three  hundred  Spaniards, 
Avho  had  just  told  the  buccaneers  that  the  battle 
had  gone  against  them — that  their  friends  had 
been  cut  ofi" — and,  if  they  Avould  surrender 
themselves  prisoners  of  Avar,  their  lives  should 
be  spared,  and  they  have  a  free  passage  to  their 
own  country.  The  sudden  arrival  of  the  sixty 
buccaneeis,  on  Spanish  horses,  and  shouting  as 
they  came,  changed  his  tone,  and  he  hastily 
took  his  departure.  The  buccaneers,  hoAA'ever, 
folloAved  so  close  upon  his  heels  that  the  troop- 

ers had  no  time  to  form  before  they  Averc  upon 
them  Avith  their  cutlasses  and  pistols,  knocking 
them  over  right  and  left.  They  also  took  a 
great  many  prisoners.  Most  of  these,  hoAA'CA'cr, 
after  being  relicA' ed  of  their  baggage  and  horses, 
Avere  suffered  to  go  free.  This  leniency  they 
soon  regretted;  for,  on  questioning  those  A\'hom 
they  kept,  they  ascertained  that  a  fcAV  leagues 
ahead  Avas  another  intrenehment,  and  they  were 
afraid  the  fugitives  Avould  rally  there :  and  this 
apprehension  was  increased  Avheii,  soon  after, 
they  saAV  a  huge  beacon-fire  blaze  up  from  one 
of  the  highest  mountain-tops.  They  immedi- 

ately set  a  strong  guard  in  the  road  to  stop  any 
passing  that  AA'ay ;  and,  as  they  could  take  but 
nine  hundred  horses  AA'itli  them,  they  hamstrung 
the  remaining  nine  hundred,  to  prcA-ent  their 
being  used  by  the  Spaniards.  Hastily  burying 
the  only  tAvo  of  their  men  Avho  Avere  killed,  and 
dressing  the  four  Avounded,  they  pushed  rapidly 
on.  Before  night  they  came  up  Avith  the  in- 

trenehment of  Avhieh  they  had  been  forcAvarned, 
but  found  it  deserted.  The  next  day  they 
passed  another;  and,  on  the  third  day  after  the 
battle,  reached  the  long-sought-for  riA^er. 

They  set  their  camp,  and  commenced  building 
rafts  on  Avhich  to  float  doAvn  the  stream.  Four 
or  fiA-e  trees,  £ifter  being  cut  doAvn,  Avere  peeled. 
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and  then  lashed  together  with  rines  that  grew  '  thev  should  no  longer  keep  together,  but  move 
in  abundance  there.  This  consrituted  a  raft ;  along  singlv,  so  that  if  one  was  cast  awaj  on  a 

but,  in  the  unseasoned  state  of  the  timber,  it  rock,  those  upon  it  might  hare  time  to  get  o^" would  hold  only  two  men ;  with  this  slight  load  before  the  others  drifted  down  against  them : 
i:  sank  so  deep,  even  in  smooth  sailing,  that  thus  swelling  the  wreck  and  increasing  the 
the  almost  helpless  navigators  stood  up  to  the  danger.  This  would  also  enable  those  in  ad- 
knees  in  water,  while  in  the  rapids  they  went  to  vance  to  set  up  poles  or  flags  to  show  where  the 
their  waists.  The  horses  were  killed  and  salt-  best  channel  was  in  the  frightful  rapids  through 
ed,  and  strapped  upon  these  crazy  structures,  which  they  passed.  They  wanted  no  beacons 
and  the  whole  ninety  rafts  pushed  off.  This  to  indicate  the  cataracts,  for  their  heavy  mo- 
rirer  plunges  with  frightful  rapidity  down  the  notonous  roar  could  be  heard  for  nules  echoing 
mountains,  sometimes  leaping  in  lofty  cata-  along  the  gorges. 
racts.     The  navigation,  therefore,  was  ex-  This  arrangement  proved  to  be  a  wise  one. 
tremely  dangerous,  for  the  rafts  were  at  the  for  although  they  lost  some  men,  they  got  alonr 
rae^y  of  the  current,  especially  in  the  rapids,  much  more  rapidly  and  safely. 
Often  two  or               M  strike  on  a  reck.  These  nearly  three  himdred  bearded  men  pre - 
and  the  rest                  ing  after,  making  a  sented  a  strange  spectacle  on  their  fiuil  raft? 
complete  wrecL  ;          liich  some  of  the  poor  drifting  down  through  the  mountain  gorges  and 
wretches  would  be  hurled  and, carried  over  the  primeval  solitudes.    Scattered 'along  for  more 
cataracts  '  "      -    ̂   e  seen  no  more.     They  than  three  miles  in  length  the  flotilla  of  nearly 
fortunate.               :  the  top  and  bonom  of  a  hundred  rude  structures  was  subject  to  every 
all  the  hi^..  :       u  sn'll,  deep  pool,  enabling  variety  of  fortune.    Here  a  raft  would  be  driir- 
them  to  steer  their  rafts  ashore.    One  would  ing  quietly  along  over  a  level  space ;  another, 

then  go  l»elow,  while  his  companion  loosened  all  alone,  t'     -    -  :'~'^m  some  high  caiaraci, 
the  rafr  and  sent  it  over.    As  it  came  up  from  the  strc>ng  s                .ow  eagerly  watching  its 
its  mai  plunge  and  floated  away  on  the  quiet  descent:  a  il..-^.  _      and  dry  on  a  rock  in  the 
basin,  the  former  would  swim  in  and  bring  it  middle  of  the  stream  ;  a  fourth,  utterly  without 
ashore,  when  the  two  would  again  get  aboard  control,  whirled,  like  the  bubbles  of  the  dis- 
and  drif:  downward  through  the  thick  forest,  tracted  waters,  past  jutting  precipices,  while 
If  he  failed  to  reach  it,  it  was  soon  whirled  another  lay  broken  in  pieces,  the  two  occn- 
away  out  of  sight,  and  they  were  compelled  to  pants  of  it  each  astride  of  a'single  log  shooting 
build  another.    After  three  days  of  this  perilous  downward,  anxiously  looking  for  some  quie: 
and  exhausting  navigation,  Lussan  proposed,  as  stretch  of  water  where  they  could  paddle  ashore 
thev  were  out  of  the  reach  of  the  Spaniards,  that  and  build  another  raft.    Of  course  their  pro- 

*  % 



AN  OLD  FILir.rj^'KR. 

31 

visions  were  all  destroyed,  and  their  powder 
bcinf;  wet  so  they  could  not  hunt,  they  were 
oblijj;ed  to  subsist  on  i)l;intain  that  grew  along 
the  banks.  At  length  they  came  to  some  In- 

dian huts,  and  chused  the  occupants  to  get  their 
food,  but  the  latter  were  too  nindjle  for  them. 

Here  Lussan  was  reminded  of  the  i)rudent 
course  he  took  in  getting  rid  of  his  treasures ; 
for  to  his  horror  he  came  upon  the  bodies  of 
seven  Englishmen  who  were  known  to  have  a 
good  deal  of  money.  The  murderers  hid  them- 

selves, and  were  not  seen  again  by  the  party. 
It  would  be  imi)ossible  to  describe  a  fraction 

of  the  perils  and  difficulties  the  hardy  adven- 
turers encountered,  or  the  fatigues  they  suffered. 

At  length,  a  month  after  they  struck  this  stream, 
they  drifted  out  of  the  mountain  gorges  into  a 
broad  river  impeded  by  no  falls  or  rapids.  The 
current,  however,  was  strong,  and  filled  with 
flood-wood  of  every  description,  which  the  tor- 

rents had  brought  down  from  the  mountains. 
Against  these  their  crazy  rafts  would  drift,  and 
being  sucked  under  by  the  current,  turn  upon 
their  edges,  pitching  those  upon  them  into  the 
water.  Several  were  drowned  in  this  way.  A 
few  leagues  farther  on  the  stream  became  clear 
and  placid,  and  they  concluded  to  go  ashore 
and  build  canoes,  in  which  to  make  the  rest  of 
the  journey.  In  nine  days  they  were  finished 
and  launched,  and  in  nine  days  more  they 

reached  the  mouth  of  the  river  which  empties 
into  the  sea  at  Cape  (iracias  a  Dios. 

Here  they  heard  that  an  English  ship  from  the 
West  Indies  was  a  few  leagues  away  at  the  Isle 
of  Pearls,  and  would  soon  be  there.  It  was 
ascertained  that  she  could  carry  but  forty  men, 
and  they  agreed  to  cast  lots  who  should  go  in 
her ;  but  she  had  scarcely  anchored  in  jiort  be- 

fore fifty  crowded  aboard  of  her,  and  among 
the  number  Lussan.  Unwilling  to  risk  their 
chances  in  leaving  that  inliosjutable  region  by 
casting  lots  with  those  on  shore,  they  compelled 
the  captain  to  hoist  anchor  and  sail  away.  They 
arrived  in  the  West  Indies  in  safety,  and  Lus- 

san finally  reached  raris,  to  the  no  small  sur- 
prise of  his  friends.  Of  the  companions  he 

left  on  the  ̂ Mosquito  Coast  he  gives  no  account : 
but  probably  some  passing  vessel  at  length  took 

them  off*. Thus,  in  those  early  times,  was  the  Isthmus 
of  Daricn,  in  almost  every  part  of  the  northern 
section  of  it,  probed  by  adventurers ;  and  we  find 
none  of  those  facilities  for  a  ship  canal  which 
Gibson  reported,  and  which  set  on  foot  the 
various  exploring  expeditions,  among  which 
was  the  one  Strain  commanded.  The  recent 
reports  contradicting  his  statements  will,  we 
venture  to  say,  prove  as  groundless  as  those 
that  misled  him,  and  well-nigh  caused  the  de- 

struction of  his  entire  command. 

BUOOAJiEEKS  EMBARKING. 
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THE  MTSQUITO  FA^HLY. 

EN  avant,  ̂ Mouseigneur  Maringouin  I"  is  a 
phrase  you  will  frequently  hear  among 

the  French  population  of  our  Southern  States. 
It  is  generally  applied  to  a  persistent,  obstinate, 
peevish,  -whining  person,  always  returning  to 
the  charge  in  spite  of  Xo  !  emphasized  as  the 
growling  thunder  or  the  coo  of  the  sucking  dove. 
So  they  say,  in  a  peculiar  tone,  "  avant,  Mon- 
sedgneur  Marinyouin  !" — "Proceed  —  or  never 
give  up — My  Lord  Musquito  !"  When  does  the 
insect  give  up?  Obstinacy  is  the  stamina  of 
its  life.  You  have  said  "No I  no.'*'  but  there 
they  are,  after  every  rebuff,  buzzing  their  so- 

licitations, sometimes  louder,  sometimes  more 
softly,  until  you  at  last  exclaim — avard, 
Monseigneur  Maringouin .'" 

Permit  me  to  introduce  to  your  especial  con- 
sideration our  very  interesting  and  distinguished 

Monseigneur  and  Madame,  sa  femme.  Behold 
this  illustrious  couple ! 

You  perceive  that  Monseigneur  is  tufted  and 
plumed,  while  IMadame  is  more  simple  in  her 
toilet.  He  plays  all  his  life,  while  she  has  work 
to  do ;  besides,  she  is  a  Xantippe,  and  scolds 
and  stings  on  every  side.  He  simply  salutes 
us  with  his  plumes  as  he  passes,  his  mouth  or- 

gans being  too  weak  and  too  few  in  number  to 

give  us  "any  annoyance. 
They  are  called  in  England  "  Gnats :"'  on  the 

Continent,  "Cousins,"  "Moncherons," etc.  By 
our  foreign  population  they  are  styled  ''Marin- 

gouin"— evidently  a  corruption  of  the  subgenera 
Megarrhina.  I  once  asked  a  Florida  Indian 
the  name  of  this  insect.  He  replied  "  De  white 
man  call  'em  Must-quit-oh  !  He  come — he  see 
our  fine  land — he  set  him  down.  Den  come  de 
fly — how  he  bite — WTioop  I  whoop  I"  (striking 
himself).  "He  say,  vmst-qint-oh  I  He  shout 
gin,  whoop  I  t'oder  side — must-qnit-oh  I  whoop  I 
— dis  side,  den  behin',  den  before,  all  de  time, 
must-quit-oh  I  whoop  I  whoop  I  must-quit-oh.  I 
whoop  I  But  he  neber  quit,  neber,  neber,  for 
all  dat.  He  hold  fast  de  land.  No,  de  poor 

Indian,  he  must  go."  For  the  want  of  a  better 
derivation,  this  may  serve  for  the  present.  It 
certainly  suggests  an  origin  for  the  word  ̂ Mus- 
quito.  All  these  Southern  Indians  call  them 

"Must-quits,''  and  never  pronoimce  the  "$" as  a  "  A-,"  as  we  do. 
The  type  of  the  very  large  family  of  Culicides. 

of  which  our  subject  is  an  eminent  member,  i? 
the  C''^/€.r/j?/<ier^s  (Humming  Gnat). 
_  It  is  a  narive  of  Great  Britain,  and  all  thc^ 

north  of  Europe  and  Asia,  and  must  be  consid- 
ered the  type  of  this  family  here.  It  is  com- 
mon -srith  us  only  in  the  extreme  Nonheasten\ 

States,  and  in  high  situations  in  om'  Middle 
and  Southern  States :  while  the  genus  Megar- 

rhina of  Linnaeus,  with  innumerable  subgenera. 
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again  compose  our  largest  portion  of  the  family. 
By  comparing  the  two  you  will  perceive  Mon- 
seigneur's  body  is  not  so  thick,  but  longer ;  the 
proboscis  is  slightly  recurved,  that  is,  thrown 
back  ;  she  carries  it  straight  forward  ;  as  shown 
in  the  illustrations.     The  palpje  in  both  are 

FIGUEE  3.— crT.EX  PIPIENS. — HEAD  OF  MALE. 
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shorter  ;  the  wings  distinctly  differ  in  their  ner- 
vures,  the  latter  resembling  gray  crinkled  silk. 
The  prismatic  colors  are  deepest  on  tlie  edges, 
fading  softly  away  the  lower  tliey  fall.  This 
is  the  easiest  way  to  class  these  insects  (by 
the  wings)  ;  but  who  is  to  do  this  mighty  deed  ? 
whose  eyes  or  whose  life  could  hold  out  long 
enough  to  count  and  class  this  legion  ?  No  two 
years  bring  back  the  same  subgenera.  They 
are  always  alike  in  general  appearance  ;  but 
when  the  student  transfixes  the  specimen,  he 

rises  in  despair,  exclaiming,  "  Still  they  come  !" He  alone  who  holds  them  in  the  hollow  of  His 
hand  can  do  this ;  therefore  let  us  finite  creat- 

ures be  thankful  for  the  very  little  we  are  able 
to  arrange  satisfactorily  and  scientifically.  I 
shall  give  no  catalogue,  but  individualize  a  few 
for  your  present  entertainment. 

I  give  the  wings  of  several  members  of  this 
family  who  paid  me  calls  on  the  niglit  of  the  1st 
of  August  last,  from  ten  o'clock  until  half  past 
one.  I  wish  I  could  give  them  with  the  pris- 

matic hues  of  life  upon  them.  They  look  liere 
dull  and  dingy,  but  as  I  looked  down  upon  tlieni 
through  the  glass,  no  Iris  was  ever  more  beau- 

tifully shaded  than  they.  To  paint  an  insect 
dead,  and  the  same  creature  alive,  is  about  the 
same  as  to  paint  a  newly  blown  or  a  wilted 
flower. 

Now  while  I  have  pen  in  hand,  let  me  offer 



HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

KIGURE  4— WINGS.— NATURAL  AND  MAGNIFIED. 

my  earnest  protest  against  the  cruelty  of  men 
to  insects.  Who  dares  say  they  feel  no  pain  ? 
If  they  have  the  joy  and  bliss  of  life,  why  should 
you  argue  that  they  are  exempt  from  a  counter 
influence  ?  Gros,  the  artist,  on  seeing  a  favor- 

ite pupil  enter  his  study  with  a  beautiful  butter- 
fly pinned  to  his  hat,  flew  into  a  violent  passion, 

exclaiming,  ' '  Wretch,  you  find  a  beautiful  thing, 
and  you  know  no  better  than  to  crucify  it  and 
kill  it !  Go  out,  and  never  come  back !  Never 

appear  in  my  presence  again!"  What  would 
he  say  to  see  the  rows  of  pins  transfixing  these 
poor  sufferers  exhibited  in  various  collections  ? 
Let  me  suggest  to  the  amateur  entomologist  a 
small  vial  of  chloroform  and  a  hair  pencil.  If 
you  wish  to  kill  the  insect,  touch  it  quickly  be- 

tween the  eyes  on  the  sucker  or  mouth,  and 
across  the  thorax,  with  the  pencil  wet  with  this 
liquid.  A  few  tremors,  and  it  is  stilled  forever ; 
bright  and  brilliant,  without  a  fleck ;  with  no 
hideous  pin  disfiguring  its  body.  If  you  mere- 

ly want  to  examine  or  paint  it,  touch  it  slight- 
ly on  the  points  of  the  antenna.  The  chloro- 

form will  keep  it  tranquil.  It  will  repose,  as 
they  do  for  me  hour  after  hour,  while  I  transfer 
their  hues  to  paper  with  the  light  of  life  still 
within,  but  dormant  for  a  while.  A  few  drops 
of  cold  water  on  it  when  you  are  satisfied,  a 
short  rest  on  a  leaf  to  awake  from  its  dream, 
and  away  on  its  beautiful  wings  it  goes,  with 
only  an  additional  experience  of  life. 

The  last  wing  of  the  group  belongs  to  a  very 
large  Cnlex  wliich  I  found  poised  on  a  bunch  of 
flowers  upon  the  window-seat,  just  as  day  was 
dawning.  With  a  glass  I  confined  her  upon 
my  hand ;  and  I  assure  you  she  had  quite  an 
appetite  for  an  early  breakfast. 

Entomology  is  a  homogeneous  study.  The 
insect  answers  to  the  call  of  Providence  and  Na- 

ture without  hesitancy.  Where  her  duties  and 
mission  call,  you  will  find  her.  To  say  each 
country  has  its  own  independent  entomology  is 
preposterous.  Every  part  of  the  globe  has  its 
own  types,  upon  which  others  must  form  their 
genera  and  subgenera,  if  we  are  to  have  har- 

mony and  order  in  the  study.  A  type  is  an 
original  insect  found,  for  the  first  time,  in  a  cer- 

tain country.  For  instance,  the  silk-worm  in 
China  ;  the  tsetse  in  Africa ;  the  bee  in  Greece ; 
the  ̂ geria  exitiosa  of  Say  among  the  phaloe- 
nidas;  the  peach-tree  destroyer  of  America 
(which  will,  in  time,  be  elevated  into  a  type  ;  I 
have  made  it  one  for  some  years,  and  have 
founded  seven  subgenera  from  the  plum,  apri- 

cot, etc.) ;  the  Scarabcezis  sacer  of  the  Egyp- 
tians ;  the  walking  leaf-insect  of  Java ;  and 

the  Vespa  Brifannica,  the  tree -wasp  of  the 
northern  part  of  England. 

Whenever,  by  cultivation,  the  soil  of  a  coun- 
try is  changed,  its  vegetation,  of  course,  becomes 

altered ;  new  plants  spring  up,  and  somehow — 
the  mystery  is  yet  unsolved — presently  appear 
the  insects  in  all  the  varieties  belonging  to  each 
plant.  When  some  of  the  varieties  of  firs  of  the 
Continent  were  introduced  into  Scotland  they 
were  soon  folloAved  by  the  sphinx  and  phalce- 
nidie  belonging  to  them.  Since  the  planting 
of  these  firs  has  become  the  fashion  in  England 
the  Sphinx  pinasfre  and  Geornetra  pi^iiwia  have 
been  found  in  abundance  over  England — insects 
only  known  before  to  France  and  Scotland.* 
Therefore  we  perceive  the  inseparable  connec- 

tion between  the  plant  and  the  insect ;  that  the 
law  is  analogous  for  every  country,  and  incon- 

trovertible ;  and  though  it  may  be  objected  to 
by  the  readers  of  catalogues,  it  is  as  positive  a 
law  of  nature  as  the  evolutions  of  the  seasons, 
the  evaporation  of  the  ocean,  or  the  evocation 
of  light  by  the  sun. 

But  Monseigneur  is  waiting  for  us.  There 
is  little  to  be  said  about  him.  He  takes  the 
world  easy.  He  sups  and  dines  upon  the  dew 
and  nectar  which  he  finds  in  the  cups  of  flow- 

ers. The  tall  and  beautiful  white  lily  is  his  fa- 
vorite resting-place.  You  may,  at  early  dawn, 

count  dozens  of  these  seigneurs  who  have  pass- 
ed the  night  in  a  revel  in  this  charming  bower. 

Some,  again,  have  a  coarser  taste,  and  dip  into 
the  flowers  of  the  squash,  pumpkin,  and  more 
humble  plants.  The  males  of  all  insects  re- 

quire little  or  no  food ;  the  dew  of  flowers  gen- 
erally sufiicing  for  them.  He  pays  his  address- 

es to  the  ladies,  and  after  he  has  flirted  and 
passed  away  the  noontide  hours,  he  grows  old 
rapidly,  and  soon  disappears  from  the  insect world. 

With  Madame  it  is  otherwise.  She  has  her 
mark  to  make  upon  her  age,  and  proceeds  thus : 
Selecting  some  quiet,  cool  eddy  in  a  murmur- 

ing brook,  she  crosses  her  hind  legs  and  com-> 
mences  building  her  boat.  AVhen  finished,  it 
contains  three  hundred  eggs — sometimes  more, 

*  Ilaworth's  Lepidoptera. 
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riGTTRE  5.— BUILDING  THE  BO 

sometimes  less.  But  it  is  always  of  one  form. 
The  eggs  near  the  ends  contain  males;  the 
middle,  females.  This  boat  can  not  be  upset 
or  filled  with  any  cftbrt  you  may  make.  Pour 
gallon  upon  gallon  over  it,  still  it  will  float. 

FIGUKE  G.— THE  BOAT. 

Nor  can  any  weather  affect  it.  Free  ze  it  until 
you  can  see  it  like  a  speck  through  the  solid 
ice;  thaw  it  out,  and  expose  it  to  a  June  sun, 
and  in  time  you  will  find  larvae  from  these 
oggs.  But  they  do  not  all  build  this  boat. 
The  females  of  several  families  have  their  eggs 
strung. 

I  can  not  refrain  from  mentioning  an  exper- 
iment made  last  year.  Seeing  a  spot  of  this 

indissoluble  mucus,  full  of  eggs,  floating  on  a 
rain-water  tank,  I  dipped  it  up  carefully,  trans- 

ferring it,  and  some  of  the  water,  to  my  brecd- 
"  ing-glass.  In  five  days,  exposed  to  the  warmth of  the  sun,  but  not  to  its  rays,  the  larvai  began 
to  come  forth,  thus : 

FIGUKE  I. — EGGS. FIGUKE  a.— LABVA. 

They  grow  rapidly.  When  six  days  old,  I 
saw  them  floating  about  — ■  some  with  two  egg- 

shells, some  with  three,  and  one  lazy  fellow 
with  four  attached  to  the  extreme  hairs  of  his 
body.     See  him  opposite. 
Why  were  they  so  slow,  lazy,  and  lifeless  in 

their  movements  ?  I  did  not  wish  to  change 
the  water,  for  the  third  part  of  the  eggs  were 
not  hatched.  At  last  I  determined  to  sacrifice 
the  eggs  to  the  living  larva3.    I  emptied  the 

whole  into  a  basin  ; 
waslied  and  tdlcd  the 

gUiss  with  fresh  rain- water ;  and  then  dipped 
up  these  forlorn  ones, 
and  placed  them  in  the 
fresh  water.  Down  to 
the  bottom  they  went ; 
then  all  ascended  again 
as  quick  as  light,  leav- 

ing the  egg-shells  at  the 
bottom  of  the  glass.  No 
doubt  these  egg-shells 

served  as  life-preservers  in  the  heavy,  stagnant 
water ;  but  in  the  fresh,  buoyant  element  they 
were  no  longer  needed.  Fray  what  do  you  call 
this  ?  Instinct,  forethought,  reason  ?  How 
loudly  this  little  gelatinous  particle  of  matter 

proclaims,  "  There  is  One  who  careth  for 

tlie  worm !" ^„  The  large  musquito  of  the  Southern 
^     )  swamps  sinks  a  hole 

in  the  soft  mud  with 
y'       the  end  of  her  body, 

and  hangs  the  eggs 
upon  a  foot  -  stalk,  ̂ | 
thus : 

You  may  see  this  arrangement  on  the 
banks  of  any  of  the  rivers  of  the  South,  where  the 
water  is  untouched  by  the  salt  of  the  ocean.  If 
you  do  not  mind  yielding  perhaps  an  ounce  of 
blood  in  the  cause  of  science,  you  may  watch 
them,  day  by  day,  performing  this  instinctive 
manoeuvre  in  these  locations.  When  the  larvM 
comes  out  th.ere  is  always  water  at  the  bottom 
of  the  hole,  ample  for  its  sustenance  until  it 
sinks  into  the  mud  to  undergo  its  transforma- 

tion, when  it  comes  out  the  perfect  insect. 
The  large  musquito  of  the  dry,  arid,  sandy 

pine  barrens  of  the  Carolinas  and  Georgia  se- 
lects a  spot  exposed  to  the  fury  of  the  sun,  and 

drops  her  eggs  among  the  grains  of  sand.  The 
larva?,  Avhen  hatched,  must  penetrate  very  deep 
to  obtain  moisture.  Its  proceedings  and  hab- 

its are  yet  to  be  tested.  All  you  can  see  is  the 
mother  fly  droi)ping  her  eggs.    Twelve  or  fif- 

FIGUKE  9. — LAKVA,  WITH  EGGS  ATTACHED. 
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teen  days  from  this  time  the  metamorphosis  is 
complete.  Place  the  hillock  between  tou  and 
the  sun,  as  he  is  setting  ;  they  ascend  in  such 
numbers  that  von  would  think  it  must  be  smoke 
from  a  boiling  spring.  These  are  the  genuine 
"  stingers,"  and  contain  more  venom  than  ten 
other  tribes  amalgamated. 

Here  is  the  larva  from  the  egg  of  the  boat : 

FIGtmE  10.— 1.AEVA  FULL  GEOW^f. 
(A,  Respiratory  Tube  of  Haire.) 

There  appears  to  be  very  little,  if  any,  differ- 
ence between  the  larva  of  the  subgenera  and  that 

of  the  Culex  ])ipiens.  They  are  thus  described 
by  Latrielle  :  They  have  a  distinct,  rounded 
head,  furnished  with  a  pair  of  antennai  and  of 
ciliated  organs,  which  sei*ve,  by  their  continual 
motion,  to  form  a  kind  of  current  which  brings 
their  food  to  their  mouth  ;  a  thorax,  with  bun- 

dles of  hairs ;  an  elongated,  nearly  cylindric, 
abdomen,  much  naiTower  than  the  anterior  part 
of  the  body;  ten-jointed;  the  antepenultimate 
joint  being  furnished  with  a  respiratory  organ  ; 
on  its  back  the  terminal  joint  is  also  terminated 
by  setse  and  radiating  pieces." 

I  have  some  lar\-»  before  me  now.  They 
are  all  arranged,  heads  downward,  in  a  circle 
around  the  mouth  of  the  glass,  where  the  air 
meets  the  water.  Let  the  shadow  of  a  feather 
jiass  over,  and  down  they  go,  closing  the  hairs 
of  this  funnel,  and  carr}-ing  air  enough  down  to 
serv-e  them  until  they  come  up  again  for  a  fresh 
supply.  Swammerdam  says:  "The  lars're 
grease  this  funnel,  to  prevent  it  from  being  sat- 

urated, by  passing  it  through  their  mouths.'' 
Fancy  must  here,  I  think,  have  had  some  influ- 

ence. There  is  an  attitude  some  species  of 
pupa  take,  doubling  the  tail  up  under  the  tho- 

rax, causing  them  to  resemble  vers-  minute  balls : 

but  this  is  done  in  the  pupa  state,  and  is  adopt- 
ed by  them  to  sustain  the  M'cighty  head  and 

breathing  tubes  steady  at  water  and  air  demark- 
ation. 

FIuUEE  11. — PVPA  OF  SWAJMP  ilUSQUITO. 
(A,  Breathing  Tubes.) 

To  doubt  is  the  part  of  the  honest  investiga- 
tor. It  gave  science  Bonnet  as  a  naturalist. 

When  told  of  the  proceedings  of  the  ant-lion, 
he  doubted  them,  aud  made  merry  at  the  cre- 

dulity of  others.  He  went  to  work,  at  last,  to 
examine  for  himself;  made  discovery  of  new 
facts;  and  from  that  time  he  became  the  en- 

thusiastic disciple  and  friend  of  Reaumur. 
Wliat  boldness,  you  will  exclaim,  to  doubt  the 
great  Swammerdam  !  Still,  I  afl&rm  that  I  have 
watched  long  and  patiently,  and  I  have  never 
seen  any  act  approaching  this  performance. 
Nay,  I  have  even  taken  out  this  lars'a  many 
times — the  last,  not  ten  minutes  ago — with  an 
extremely  fine  camel's-hair  pencil ;  stretched 
it  on  a  piece  of  fine  letter-paper,  and  brushed 
the  hairs  of  this  tube  with  a  dry  pencil,  so  that 
if  any  substance  of  any  kind  was  there  it  must 
have  come  off.  With  scarcely  any  life  in  him. 
I  have  laid  him  gently  on  the  water.    Presto  I 

,  he  was  as  nimble  and  saucy  as  ever ;  sinking  to 
I  the  bottom  as  if  he  had  not  just  been  handled 
'  in  the  roughest  manner  possible. 
!  The  larvae  of  some  of  our  species  are  very 
naked  of  hairs,  having  only  a  few  round  their 
mouths,  and  the  long  ones  of  the  respirator}- 
tubes.    They  remain  in  the  larvse  state  from 

I  five  to  fifteen  days,  according  to  the  Aveather. 
They  cast  their  skins  thrice — sometimes  often- 

:  er — and  then  go  into  the  pupa  state.  The  po- 
sition is  now  changed ;  the  head — or,  at  least, 

j  the  breathing  tubes — is  kept  up  in  the  water. !  You  can  see  the  change  in  Figures  11  and  12. 
j  The  pupa  is  not  quite  so  active  now,  and 
seems  to  skull  along  Anth  the  paddles  at  the 
end  of  the  tail.  Five  or  ten  days,  according  to 
the  weather,  and  the  pupa  bursts  on  the  back ; 
and,  like  the  ghost  of  Monseigneur,  behold  him, 
in  Figure  13,  rising  from  his  watery  couch  I 

Slowly,  but  not  over-surely,  is  this  feat  ac- 
complished. Out  of  five,  at  one  time  before 

me,  making  this  effort,  ̂ ^-ithout  a  breath  of  air 
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FIGURE  12.— PUPA,  8UOWINO  BREATHING  TUUES. 

stirrinj^,  three  keeled  over,  and  no  power  of 
mine  could  right  them  again.  One  I  held  up 
until  he  drew  himself  forcibly  out  "by  the  skin 
of  his  teeth/'  Meanwhile  the  other  two  ex- 

pired. Not  a  thousandth  part  of  all  that  burst 
the  pupa  case  escape.  And  lucky  for  us  it  is 
so.  You  can  see  them,  any  summer  day,  float- 

ing, like  half-shrouded  ghosts,  at  the  mercy  of 
wind  and  water ;  but  not  long.  They  are  a 
bonne  bouche  for  every  species  of  fish,  newts, 
water-spiders,  beetles,  and  frogs. 

The  successful  couple  I  confined  in  the  same 
glass,  covering  it  with  a  piece  of  paper;  and 
here  they  lived  forty-five  days,  without  food  or 
air.  Whereas  if  the  glass  had  been  thus  cov- 

ered when  they  were  in  the  larvte  state,  they 
would  have  all  died  in  less  than  ten  minutes. 

The  question  may  be  asked.  How  the  insect 
can  possibly  raise  its  shoulders  out  of  the  wa- 

ter, and  sustain  itself  there,  when  it  is  specifi- 
cally heavier  than  the  water?  Kirby  answers 

thus:  "Because  the  middle  of  the  back  of  the 
thorax  has  the  property  of  repelling  water,  ap- 

parently from  being  covered  with  some  oily  se- 
cretion. Hence,  as  soon  as  the  pupa  has  once 

forced  this  part  of  its  body  above  the  surface 
the  water  is  seen  to  retreat  from  it  on  all  sides, 

leaving  an  oval 
space  in  the  disk 
which  is  quite  dry. 
Now,  though  the 
specific  gravity  of 
the  pupa  is  great- 

er than  that  of 
Avater,  it  is  but 
so  very  slightly 
greater  that  the 
mere  attraction 
of  the  air  to  the 

dry  part  of  the 
thorax,  when  once 
exposed  to  it,  is 
suflficient  to  re- 

tain it  at  the  sur- 
fjice  ;  just  as  a 
small,  diy  needle 
swims  under  si- 

■'IGUBE  1 

milar  circumstances.'' He  is  convinced  by  the 
foUowing  experiment : 
"If,  when  tiie  pujja  is 
suspended  at  the  sur- 

face, a  drop  of  water 
be  let  fall  ujion  the  dry 
portion  of  tlie  thorax, 
it  instantly  sinks  to  the 
bottom  —  the  thorax, 
which  belongs  to  the 
heaviest  half,  being  the 

lowest ;  and  if  the  pupa  be  again  brought  to 
the  surface,  so  that  the  fluid  be  rciiclled  from 
its  disk,  it  remains  there  without  effort  as  be- 

fore.'' 

This  is  not  the  cause  of  the  pupa  being  able 
to  sustain  itself  on  the  water.  Besides,  the 
drop  of  water  would  cause  the  insect  to  de- 

lay emerging  to  an  indefinite  period.  Even  if 
it  is  a  dull  day  they  wall  not  come  forth,  but 
linger  on.  They  have  instinct  enough  to  know 
that  the  sun's  light  is  very  necessary  for  them 
to  emerge  successfully  ;  and  they  will  not  come 
out  unless  he  is  present.  The  proof  is  this.  I 
have  made  the  experiment  often.  Before  they 
are  ready  to  emerge,  force  them  to  the  surface 
and  sink  the  breathing  tubes.  Sustain  them 
here  for  a  while,  and  as  soon  as  the  air  is  ex- 

hausted in  the  tubes  the  insect  dies.  But  when 
it  feels  itself  ready  to  emerge,  the  insect  comes 
up  of  its  own  accord.  As  it  floats,  it  must  have 
its  breathing  tubes  under  water ;  and  it  is  the 
pressure  of  the  water  upon  the  air  in  these 
tubes  that  forces  the  insect  to  the  surface  and 
keeps  it  there,  until  the  bulky  part  of  the  insect 
being  excluded  the  rest  floats  by  its  own  light- ness. 

The  pupa  case  serves  as  a  raft  for  the  fly  to 
rest  upon.  Slowly  she  draws  two  long  legs 
loose  and  plants  them  firmly  on  the  water. 

Now  you  may  think  Madame  is  in  a  most 
awkward  and  ungraceful  position.  But  it  is  the 
one  necessary  for  her  to  maintain.  Her  two 
front  legs  being  now  placed  on  the  water  (Ma- 

dame, you  must  know,  walks  with  more  case  on 
the  water  than  on  dry  land),  the  other  four  are 
bent  under  her  body.  They  support  it,  and  the 
body  reciprocates  by  holding  the  legs  down. 
Tip  cither  pair  out,  and  you  would  see  her  fall 
over,  never  to  regain  her  balance.  Observe  the 
wings.  How  heavy,  wet,  and  lumpy  the}^  are ! 
They  have  so  much  weight  that  if  the  body  did 
not  liold  the  legs  down  they  would  capsize  her. 
It  is  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  this  same  posi- 

tion rapidly  enough  Avhich  causes  such  mor- 
tality among  the  tribe.  The  next  move  is 

for  these  weighty  wings  to  get  separated,  and 
allow  the  air  to  pass  between  them.    As  soon 

as  this  is  done 

they  serve  her  as 
the  balance  pole 
does  the  rope- 
dancer,  and  she 
is  safe.  The 
next  pair  is  now r.UIl  r.MEuGING 
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FIGUEE  14. — MADAME  TRIES  HEK  WINGE 

drawn  forth,  and  placed  on  the  lip  of  the  pupa 
ease.  The  long  body  now  elongates  itself ; 
the  gauzy  wings  begin  to  unfold,  expanding 
gently.  At  last  they  commence  to  dry.  The 
antennaj  shake  out;  the  beautiful  plumes,  in 
the  male,  float  on  the  air ;  the  long  probos- 

cis is  elevated,  to  see  if  all  its  parts  be  com- 
plete. Einally,  the  last  long  pair  of  legs  are 

drawn  forth  ;  the  body  poised ;  the  strength  is 
tried ;  the  wings  are  elevated,  and  waved  to  and 
fro ;  every  nervure  filled  with  the  balmy  sum- 

mer air.  She  pauses,  and  like  another  Eve, 
gazes  down  in  astonishment  at  the  beautiful 
image  in  tlie  water. 

In  tliis  position  she  will  stand  for  several 
seconds  —  sometimes  minutes.  Then,  with  a 
gentle  wave  of  the  wings,  she  bids  adieu  to  the 
home  of  her  childhood,  the  pretty  cradle  in 
which  she  had  been  rocked,  and  the  murmur- 

ing, placid  water,  soothing  and  cherishing  her 
like  a  mother.  All  this  is  now  forgotten.  She 
is  in  the  world. 
We  will  not  follow  her  proceedings.  You 

know  them  well :  her  unwearying  solicitations  ; 
her  ill  manners  and  ill  temper;  her  peevish, 
crying  requests.  You  know  them  all ;  and 

clapping  your  hands  impatiently  exclaim,  "JE'w 
(irant,  Madame  MariiKjouin  1''^ 

FIG  15. — MADAME  ADMIKE8  HEESELF. 

But  let  US  take  a  closer  view  of  her.  She 
belongs  to  the  night,  gray  and  sombre.  Very 
little  light  falls  around  her.  Her  wings  are 
strong  and  coarse  ;  the  nervures  well  devel- 

oped ;  the  fine  lines  you  see  on  the  tip  of  the 
wings  are  strong  black  hairs  ;  the  edges  are 
turned  up,  giving  an  angularity  which  natural- 

ly does  not  belong  to  them.  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  of  calling  her  the  Culex  America- 
nus,  par  excellence,  although  in  reality  I  know 
she  belongs  to  a  subgenus  of  a  European  genus. 
She  is  no  type ;  but  she  is  found  from  the  ex- 

treme north  down  to  the  Capes  of  Florida.  Let 
whatever  genus  or  subgenus  be  missing,  every 
season  finds  her  on  hand,  blood-thirst}^  and  vi- 

tuperative, as  if  she  had  just  arrived  from  the 
banks  of  the  classic  Po — the  paradise  of  her 
race.  My  specimen  had  taken  such  a  hearty 
meal  out  of  somebody  that,  while  subjecting  her 
to  the  glass  to  sketch  her,  she  burst  ojjcn.  She 
seeks  dark  nooks  in  our  houses,  and  retires 
among  sombre  shrubbery  during  daylight,  com- 

ing forth  only  after  nightfall. 
She  has  a  congener  of  the  day,  resembling 

her  closely,  except  that  the  wings  are  more  del- 
icate ;  the  nervures  being  connected  with  a  kind 

of  tissue.    (See  Fig.  4  ;  the  wing  in  the  upper 
right-hand  corner.)    This  insect  never  flies  aft- 

er sundown ;  but  is  active  all  day 
in  low  marshy  places.     On  the 
lakes,  on  the  St.  Lawrence,  and 
at  Niagara,  you  will  find  them  in 
perfection,  and  not  behind  our 
lady  of  the  night  in  bloody  anti- 

cipations and  querulousness.  Her 
body,  when  empty,  is  of  an  apple 
green  color,  turning  to  a  dark  ame- 

5:     thj^st  hue  after  a  meal.    This  is  a 
mark  of  all  the  day  CnUcida'.  I 

-  have  dissected  her  body  that  you 
may  see  some  of  the  interior  ar- 

rangements.    There  are  many 
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FIGURE  IG.— CULEX  AMERICAT^US. 

small  tubes  and  chords  for  the  admission  of  air 
to  purify  the  fluids  acting  as  the  blood  of  the 
insect,  too  complicated  to  be  represented  in  so 
small  a  space.  A  knotty  chord  runs  up  the 
back,  which  doubtless  represents  the  pulsating 
motion  or  heart.  It  is  necessary  here  to  re- 

mark that  the  families  differ  exceedingly  in  in- 
testinal arrangement ;  the  chief  part  having 

only  a  large  coarse  vein  or  muscle  running 
from  one  extremity  of  the  body  to  the  otht3r. 
This  canal  can  be  seen  often  with  the  naked 
eye  convoluting  through  the  body ;  but  when 
full  of  blood,  the  parts  can  not  be  minutely 
distinguished. 

Here  is  the  upper  side.  On  a  very  close  ex- 
amination I  was  quite  at  a  loss  to  determine 

what  the  fine  scales  were  which  are  seen  on  the 

mm 

riGUIlE  IT. — THE  BODY;   UXDEK  AND  IJPl'EB  bIDE 

upper  part  of  the  body.  A  closer  inspection 
proved  them  to  be  Acari.  Letter  A  represents 
a  specimen  which  I  found  walking  over  the 
paper,  coming  from  her  body.  What  a  won- 

derful exhibition  is  this — a  parasite  upon  so 
minute  a  creature  !  Dare  we  hazard  the  sug- 

gestion that  they  are  bred  from  the  food  which 
she  imbibes  from  human  blood  ?  They  were 
clustered  thickly  above  and  below,  of  every  size, 
which  proves  that  they  were  generated  on  the 
body.  What  a  world  of  mystery  for  the  eye  to 
penetrate,  causing  the  mind  to  exhaust  itself  in 
conjecture,  and  i)onder  in  awe  for  a  solution ! 

The  eye  of  the  insect  is  most  brilliant.  The 
uvea  is  of  a  rich  ruby  red  ;  the  facets  are  more 
thickly  placed  than  those  of  the  bee.  From 
each  facet  springs  a  small  sharp  cornea,  which 
catches  every  ray  of  light,  causing  the  eye,  as 
you  turn  it,  to  scintillate  witli  every  shade  of 
red  and  ametliyst.  The  black  lid  falling  over 
it  seems  to  shield  it  from  very  intense  light. 
At  the  back,  looking  down  on  the  neck,  you 
will  find  that  the  lids  arc  hollow,  standing  up 
like  two  small  hoods,  and  trimmed  with  a  deep 
white  silvery  fringe.  From  this  beautiful  eye 
spring  the  coarse  bristly  antenna?  in  the  female. 

The  head  of  tlie  male  is  plumed  in  the  same 
manner,  if  not  more  thickly,  than  that  of  the 
Ctikx  pi])iens.  These  plumes  falling  over  such 
a  pair  of  brilliant  eyes  make  a  right  royal  re- 

galia, which,  when  once  seen,  can  never  be 
forgotten.  Years  have  elapsed,  the  sorrows 
and  vicissitudes  of  life  have  swept  over  me ;  but 
never  do  I  see  a  royal  diadem  mentioned  but 
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memory  prosents  to  the  mind's 
eye  this  splendid  and  regal  tiara. 
It  is  a  favor  in  a  lifetime  to  see 
it,  the  male  is  so  excessively  shy, 
never  leaving  the  sedgy  banks 
and  meadows,  where  he  seeks  the 
female.  The  eye  of  the  night 
musquito,  at  least  of  the  speci- 

mens I  have  thus  far  seen,  is 
black  with  gray  facets,  and  small- 

er, without  lids  of  any  kind.  The 
ridge  running  down  the  back  of 
the  day  musquito  looks  like  solid 
gold.  It  is  no  plumage  or  hair, 
but  appears  to  be  a  fine  ligament 
inseparable  from  the  back. 

Now  let  us  examine  the  instru- 
ment with  which  she  annoys  us 

so  perseveringly.  Authors  are 
by  no  means  agreed  whether  this 
instrument  is  composed  of  many 
or  few  pieces.  Leuwenhoeck  says 
it  has  four  pieces ;  Swammerdam 
affirms  that  he  found  six,  includ- 

ing the  lip  ;  v/hile  Reaumur  says 
there  are  only  five.  I  have  long 
since  convinced  myself  that  these 
pieces  are  increased  in  number 
according  to  the  genus  to  which 
the  insect  belongs  ;  and  that  we 
can  no  more  compare  the  probos- 

cis of  the  genuine  gallinipper  of 
the  Southern  swamps  and  Florida 
everglades  with  that  of  the  mus- 

quito of  Maine  and  New  York, 
than  we  can  compare  the  sting  of 
the  scorpion  with  that  of  the  bee. 
Can  it  be  the  same  instrument 
which  you  feel  pricking  your  brow 
in  Broadway  that  pierced  through 
the  military  boots  of  the  Father  of 
his  Country  in  the  Jersey  marsh- 

es ;  and,  according  to  con- 
temporaries, made  this  ex- 

emplary man  "swear  like 
a  trooper?"  or  that  attack- 

ed the  army  of  Julian  the 
Apostate,  and  drove  him 
back  ?  or  that  compelled 
Sapor,  King  of  Persia,  to 
raise  the  siege  of  Nisibis, 
stinging  his  elephants  and 
camels  to  such  a  degree  as 
to  cause  the  route  of  his 
army  ?  which  render  the 
banks  of  the  River  Po  al- 

most uninhabitable  ?  or 
that  compel  the  Laplander 
to  coat  himself  with  grease, 
to  prevent  them  from  get- 

ting foothold?  Humboldt 
tells  us  of  the  poor  people 
living  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Rio  Unare,  who  accustom 
themselves  to  pass  the 
night  buried  four  inches 

FIGURE  18. -TllK  STIISO. 

A.  In  its  sheath. 
B.  Half  torn  off,  to  show  the  sheath. C.  Sucker  developed,  to  show  its  various  parts. 
D.  Barbed  point  of  one  blade  of  the  sucker. 

FIGITEE  19. — STING  OF  THE  CTILEX  AMEEICANTTS. 
A.  Sheath  closed. 
B.  Sheath  case. C.  Three  lancets. D.  Protectors  and  supporters. F.  Natural  size. 
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deep  in  sand,  with  a  handkerchief  over  their 
heads  to  preserve  them  from  tlic  attacks  of 
tliesc  insects.  Surely  it  would  be  preposterous 
ro  suppose  theirs  was  the  same  simple  instru- 

ment as  that  of  our  musquito.  In  that  of  the 
large  musquito  of  northern  latitudes,  you  can 
feel  several  prickers  by  ])ressing  it  against  the 
skin  ;  and  certainly  the  points  of  at  least  a  dozen 
lancets  can  be  felt  in  that  of  the  southern  mus- 

quito. I  have  seen  one  proboscis  with  eight 
points,  i  found  three  prickers  in  one  species ; 
live  in  another ;  and  had  got  as  fiir  as  eight  in 
the  third  specimen,  when  a  puff  of  wind  carried 
him  away.  These  were  Georgians.  Let  us 
take  for  the  present  the  sting  of  the  Calcx 

pipiens,  according  to  Reaumur  and  Roffrede's dissection.  It  will  illustrate  the  performance 
of  the  instrument  as  well  as  if  it  had  a  dozen 
needles.  On  the  opposite  page  I  have  subjoin- 

ed the  portions  of  the  sting  of  our  own  mus- 
quito, the  Culex  Ajuericantis. 

I  have  always  found  three  lancets  in  this  sub- 
genus of  the  night  musquito ;  but  could  never 

detect  more  than  two  in  the  congener  of  the 
day;  and  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  from  the 
specimens  of  the  Culex  pipiens  I  have  seen  in 
Europe,  that  if  Reaumur  had  had  the  lenses 
then  we  have  now,  he  w^ould  have  discovered 
three  lancets  at  least.  When  once  you  can  get 
the  tubes  separated  from  the  sheath  (it  is  ex- 

ceeding nice  work),  you  can,  with  a  suitable 
instrument,  separate  all  the  lancets  without 
much  difficulty.  I  am  convinced  that  the  two 
side  tubes  serve,  when  the  insect  is  sucking,  as 
suction  tubes  to  assist  in  drawing  up  the  blood 
if  it  is  thick  and  heavy.  They  act  likewise  as 
supporters  to  the  head  while  the  insect  is  in  the 
act  of  imbibing ;  but  they  are  evidently  meant 
eventually  to  protect  the  lancet  case  on  the 
outside.  Examine  the  sheath.  You  perceive 
quite  a  hollow  into  which  the  blades  of  the 
lancets  fit ;  then  these  join  over  them,  and  the 
sheath  is  complete.  You  perceive  how  compli- 

cated it  is.  The  next  musquito  that  stings  you 
you  must  respect  the  more  when  you  recall  the 
wonderful  construction  of  this  little  instrument. 
Figs.  21  and  22  show  how  it  is  applied. 

I  must  note  here  that  all  our  Culicidaj  have 
not  the  hairy  sheath.  I  have  seen  several  species 
with  the  proboscis  as  smooth  and  polished  as  a 
piece  of  ebony.  Swammerdam  says :  "I  should 
think  that  the  acute  and  hollow  extremity  of  the 
sheath  is  certainly  introduced  into  the  wound. 

FIGUER  21. — nrAI)  A>'T>  STING. 
and  by  means  thereof  the  gnat  afterward  sucks 
,the  blood  which,  running  or  ascending  by  suc- 

tion between  these  parts,  is  at  length  conveyed 
into  the  stomach  of  the  insect.  Hence  there 
appears  almost  the  same  use  of  this  sheath  as 

ANOTUER  6TING FIGTTl! 
A.  Sheath. 
B.  Lancet-case,  closed. C.  Outside  protection  to  Ittncet 

FIGTJRE  22. — HEAD  AKD  ST  TNG. 

there  is  of  tl)e  silver  pipes  used  by  the  surgeons, 
through  which  they  pass  their  lancets  into  parts 
deep  seated  ;  in  a  word,  to  prevent  their  wound- 

ing any  other  part  than  that  which  they  intend 
to  cut."  To  convince  yourself  of  this,  let  a 
musquito  settle  firmly  on  your  hand  ;  feel  as- 

sured that  tlie  proboscis  is  well  inserted  ;  then, 
with  a  faie  camcl's-hair  pencil,  dipped  in  chlo- 

roform, touch  the  insect  on  the 
head  and  antcnna3.  It  will  fall 
off"  in  the  act ;  and  by  suojecting 
it  to  the  microscope  you  will  per- 

ceive that  the  sheath  is  a  sort  of 
forcing-pump,  the  needles  keep- 

ing the  w^ound  open,  while  the 
suction  of  the  pipe  carries  the 
blood  into  the  stomach.  The 
musquito  has  not  always  a  thirst 
for  blood,  and  can  often  be  seen 

sucking  up  sugar  and  water,  tea — 
and  especially  any  liquid  with 
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spirits  in  it.  Of  gin  they  are  very  fond.  When 
sucking  up  fluid  from  a  tumbler,  they  have  the 
power  of  elongating  the  tube  beyond  the  lancets, 
which  they  do  not  use  at  all. 

Reaumur  supposed  the  pain  of  the  wound  to 
be  caused  by  a  poison  which  they  eject  for  the 
pui-pose  of  thinning  the  blood  and  rendering  it 
easier  to  suck.  This  suggestion  of  Reaumur's 
can  not  be  correct.  It  would  require  an  appa- 

ratus for  a  descending  fluid,  as  Avell  as  for  an 
ascending  one,  which  evidently  does  not  exist. 
So,  after  the  first  application  of  the  instrument, 
there  can  be  no  more  until  the  repast  is  finished, 
and  the  instrument  returned  to  its  original  po- 

sition. It  is  evident  that  this  is  simply  a  fluid 
kept  in  the  sheath  to  preserve  all  its  compli- 

cated parts  in  order  and  ready  for  action.  It 
is  not  poisonous  to  all  persons  alike.  On 
some  people — myself  for  instance — a  thousand 
stings  would  not  make  a  red  spot  the  size  of  a 
mustard  seed ;  while  my  neighbor  over  the 
way  has  to  keep  her  room,  because  she  is  so 
disfigured  from  a  visit  to  a  friend  "  where  they 
do  congregate." 

But  what  are  a  dozen  stings  to  the  murmur- 
ing whine  of  the  insect?  If  she  would  only 

fill  herself  and  go  quietly,  it  might  be  bearable. 
But  to  weary  one,  first  here,  then  there,  coming 
closer,  then  receding,  going  right  into  your  ear 
like  the  blast  of  a  trumpet,  disappearing  only 
to  renew  the  attack  more  from  some  unexpected 
quarter !  Verily,  Madame  Maringouin,  your 
trumpet  has  blown  on  many  a  brain  with  the 
strength  of  the  trumpets  against  the  walls  of 
Jericho,  in  certain  states  of  the  nervous  system, 
when  a  thousand  stings  would  have  been  un- 
heeded. 

It  is  a  disputed  point  how  this  noise  is  made. 
Aristophanes  makes  Chferophon  banteringly 
ask  Socrates,  "whether  gnats  buzz  with  the 
mouth  or  the  tail?"  Many  hundred  years  ago 
as  this  question  was  asked,  it  is  still  with  many 
persons  open  for  discussion.  Kirby  says,  "  The 
friction  of  the  base  of  the  wings  against  the 
chest  (thorax)  seems  to  be  the  sole  cause  of  the 
alarming  buzz  of  the  gnat."  He  continues:  "I 
have  observed  that  early  in  the  spring,  before 
their  thirst  for  blood  seizes  them,  gnats  when 
flying  emit  no  sounds."  These  two  paragraphs 
look  oddly  in  juxtaposition.  Does  not  a  gnat 
fly  in  the  same  manner  in  the  fall  as  in  the 
spring  ?  If  the  noise  proceeded  from  the  fric- 

tion of  the  wings  on  the  chest,  it  must  be  always 
made  when  the  insect  is  in  the  act  of  flying ; 
but  every  observer  knows  that  there  are  only 
particular  portions  of  time  during  the  summer 
season  when  musquitoes  hum.  It  would  con- 

sume too  much  space  to  repeat  the  suggestions 
of  numerous  authors.  Some,  that  it  proceeds 
from  the  winglcts  ;  others,  that  it  comes  from 
the  poisers  ;  others  again,  that  it  is  the  beating 
of  the  air  with  the  wings,  and  so  on.  There 
seems  no  agreement  on  the  subject.  Why 
should  I  not  have  my  say  as  well  as  another  ? 
I  consider  that  I  deserve  it  for  the  patience 
given  to  the  investigation  for  years.    So  I  pro- 

nounce my  conviction,  from  experiment,  that 
the  humming  proceeds  from  the  proboscis.  I 
have  just  called  your  notice  to  its  very  numer- 

ous parts.  When  the  thirst  for  blood  comes 
upon  the  insect,  this  tube,  and  all  its  other 
tubes  and  air-holes,  are  kept  open  for  instant 
action.  The  motion  of  the  wings  forces  the  air 
through  them,  causing  the  vibratory  humming 
noise  we  hear ;  and  very  probably  the  insect 
keeps  them  all  in  play  herself  so  as  to  have 
them  open  and  ready  for  use.  We  have  all  list- 

ened often  to  the  loud  noise  of  the  wind  sound- 
ing through  a  keyhole  or  a  crack.  Why  may  it 

not  have  the  same  power  when  passing  through 
such  a  number  of  small  tubes,  subject  to  the  con- 

trol and  movement  of  one  instinct  ?  Make  the 
experiment  yourself.  Hold  the  insect  by  the 
legs,  and  cut  the  proboscis  off^  in  small  pieces. 
As  you  reduce  it  in  length,  you  reduce  the 
sound  ;  and  when  cut  close  all  sounds  cease. 
The  insect  may  be  held  before  you  by  the  legs 
and  vibrate  its  wings  for  a  minute  at  a  time  : 
but  you  will  have  no  more  music.  Therefore 
to  tweak  Madame's  proboscis  is  the  only  w^ay  she can  be  silenced. 

Some  genera  of  the  Culicidce  make  their  ap- 
pearance very  early.  I  have  seen  the  Cukx 

Aviericanus,  in  sheltered  spots,  when  the  sun 
Avas  shining  warm  and  bright  on  the  Connecti- 

cut hills,  as  early  as  the  20th  of  April,  and  as 
late  as  the  10th  of  November.  But  more  deli- 

cate species  do  not  appear  until  the  summer. 
The  worst  siege  I  ever  experienced,  beyond  any 
Southern  swamp  attack,  was  in  New  York,  at 
the  corner  of  Greenwich  Street,  facing  the  Bat- 

tery, on  the  15th  of  January.  The  snow  lay 
more  than  five  feet  deep  on  the  Battery.  The 
room  had  had  no  fire  in  it  during  the  season. 
It  was  for  out  of  the  way,  but  commanded  a  view 
of  the  Bay,  the  wild,  tempestuous  river,  and  the 
grand  wintry  landscape.  No  room  would  do  but 
this.  So  the  kind  landlord  indulged  me,  had 
a  glorious  fire  made,  and  rendered  me  comfort- 

able.- As  soon  as  the  room  was  Avarmed  the 
invasion  commenced.  Where  the  insects  came 
from  was  beyond  all  conjecture ;  but  they 
swarmed.  No  quarter  was  given.  Like  Nor- 
Avay  wolves  they  settled  upon  me.  I  Avas  forced 
to  show  the  Avhite  feather,  and  beat  a  retreat 
after  tAvo  hours'  battle,  leaving  the  field  to  the 
enemy.  I  brought  aAvay  three  prisoners,  and 
found  them,  Avhen  put  under  the  microscope,  to 
be  the  undefatigable  ubiquitous  Culex  Aineri- 
canus.  So  you  perceiA'e  they  survive  A^ery  severe 
cold  Ayeather  in  the  adult  state,  and  do  not  lose 
their  appetite. 

From  the  time  the  egg  is  deposited  generally 
aA-erages  Aa'C  to  ten  days.  When  the  larva: 
come  out  they  feed  upon  the  invisible  animal- 
culai  in  the  Avater.  In  ten  or  fifteen  days  they 

go  into  the  pupa  state.  In  fiA-e  or  ten  days  more 
they  come  out  the  perfect  insect.  Three  Aveeks 
is  about  the  time  allowed  from  the  egg  state  to 
the  imago  ;  so  that  there  are  many  broods  dur- 

ing the  summer. 
I  am  constantly  asked,  verbally  and  by  letter. 
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where,  when,  and  how,  I  obtain  my  specimens 
for  examination  ;  and  will  answer  the  question 
here.  To  ol)tain  specimens  I  cany  my  box, 
vial,  and  glass  wherever  1  move,  whether  for  a 
long  walk  or  from  room  to  room.  Your  objects 
fly  against  you ;  they  come  to  you  when  you 
least  expect  them.  You  will  find  specimens  of 
this  particular  insect  in  the  meadows,  by  the 
banks  of  the  riyers,  in  rain-water,  in  little 
brooks,  on  flowers,  on  blades  of  grass,  on  fruit, 
in  cisterns.  Two  fine  specimens  I  caught  a 
week  ago ;  one  sipping  from  my  tumbler ;  the 
other,  attracted  no  doubt  by  the  gaslight,  regal- 

ing himself  on  sugar  at  the  supper-table.  The 
choice  places — where  you  are  certain  of  obtain- 

ing many  varieties — are  in  rail-cars,  and  on  board 
of  the  liiver  and  Sound  steamers.  Some  spe- 

cies I  have  never  found  any  where  else.  Driven 
by  the  winds  across  the  waters  from  numerous 
localities,  as  the  boats  pass  or  stop  to  land  pas- 

sengers, they  take  refuge  on  board.  Nay,  you 
need  only  fill  a  tumbler  with  rain-water,  and 
place  it  in  a  warm  nook  on  your  window-sill, 
when  it  will  presently  be  used  by  some  straggler 
as  a  receptacle  for  her  eggs.  Watch  well ;  you 
will  soon  see  the  larva;,  then  the  pupa.  Now 
comes  a  most  interesting  sight.  The  insect 
rises  from  the  pupa  case.  You  may  officiate 
three  hours  at  the  birth,  if  you  like,  as  I  did  a 
few  days  ago.  Launch  the  cunning  thing  into 
the  new  Avorld  of  air  and  light,  and  for  your 
trouble  and  anxiety  have  the  tiny  trumpet 
blown  in  your  ear  all  night,  besides  a  sly  deple- 

tion of  a  vein  every  now  and  then. 
While  making  an  illustration  for  this  paper 

a  little  dot  fell  upon  the  sheet  before  me.  Be- 
hold the  most  beautiful  and  fairy-like  of  creat- 

ures !  It  is  nearly  a  line  in  length  ;  its  wings 
are  of  the  brightest  amber ;  its  legs  and  thorax 
a  shade  darker ;  its  body  a  pale  apple  green  ; 
its  eyes  as  black  and  shining  as  beads  ;  its  pro- 

boscis straight,  polished,  and  black  as  ebony. 
My  finest  pencil,  with  the  slightest  touch,  was 
too  harsh  to  convey  the  delicate  soft  pencilings 
of  this  insect.  I  placed  it  on  my  hand  and 
covered  it  with  a  glass.  I  was  not  sensible  of 
the  proboscis  being  inserted;  but  the  green 
body  soon  changed  to  a  darker  hue,  and  I  per- 

ceived that  she  had  partaken  of  my  life-blood. 
It  is  a  study  requiring  years,  patience,  perse- 

verance, unremitting  observation,  and  watchful- 
ness ;  but,  with  your  glass  in  your  hand,  you 

will  see  wonders  which  will  amaze  and  startle 
you ;  mysteries  which  will  soothe  a  weary  heart, 
console  and  cheer  the  broken  spirit.  The  closer 
you  cling  to  kind  Nature's  bosom,  the  warmer 
and  more  genial  will  be  her  welcome.  You 
may  learn  from  her,  in  time,  some  of  her  se- 

crets, her  mysteries,  and  her  marvelous  doings. 
With  these  she  will  touch  in  your  heart  that 
electric  chord  leading 

"From  Nature  up  to  Nature's  God;" 
and  you  will  learn,  which  is  of  more  importance 
still,  how  to  adore  and  praise  the  Maker  through 
His  works. 

The  question  is  constantly  asked,  "Of  what 

use  are  these  troublesome  mus(}uitoes  ?"  Many 
uses  might  \n\  assigned  ;  but  we  will  be  satisfied 
with  one  or  two.  They  arc  the  food  of  the 
large  family  of  the  Libelluduj  or  dragon-fly. 

i  On  the  rivers  of  the  South,  particularly  the 
j  Altamalia  and  Ogeechee  in  Georgia,  the  Cooper 
;  and  the  Santee  in  South  Carolina,  you  will  find 
the  dragon-fly  in  thousands,  and  of  varieties 
many  of  which  have  never  yet  been  mentioned 
by  naturalists.  These  subsist  almost  entirely 
upon  this  insect.  When  their  season  is  over, 
they,  in  their  turn,  fall  dead  on  the  waters  and 
float  gently  down  to  the  ocean,  feeding  the  va- 

rieties of  those  delicious  fish  over  which  epicures 
gloat,  after  having  spent  a  winter  and  spring  at 
the  South.  Then,  again,  there  are  numbers 
of  night  birds  whose  principal  food  consists  of 
this  insect.  The  whip-poor-will  lives  chiefly 
upon  them. 

How  beautiful  and  harmonious  is  this  grand 
chain,  linking  together  every  living  thing,  so 
that  each  falls  to  the  share  of  the  other,  as 
spring  falls  into  the  lap  of  maturer  summer! 
And  how  overwhelming  is  the  thought  that  He 
who  pointed  the  needles  of  the  insect's  sting, 
made  with  the  same  ease  that  magnificent  and 
eternal  mystery — the  brain  of  man ;  and  that 
with  the  slightest  breath  of  His  power  all  could 
be  made  to  pass  away,  from  the  buzzing  insect 
to  the  worlds  that  gem  the  heavens,  leaving 
space  as  blank  as  if  they  never  had  existed! 
When  the  music  of  the  sweet  singer  of  Israel 
ceased,  the  refrain  of  his  song  was  the  same  as 
when  he  commenced,  and  thus  must  it  be  with 
every  student  of  Nature,  no  matter  how  cursorily 
these  marvelous  works  are  beheld.  The  eye 

of  faith  contemplates  the  Maker's  touch,  and the  heart  must  echo  the  strain  of  the  Psalmist : 
"Let  every  thing  that  hath  breath  praise  the 

Lord." 

FIGIKE  23.— EYE  OP  THE  DAY  CULEX. 
A.  The  Eye.  B.  Eyelid.  D.  Antcnnsc. 

AN  AFFAIR  OF  HONOR. 
'■'■Honor  is  the  subject  of  iny  story." 

"nOR  five-and-forty  years  I  have  borne  the J-  name  of  Peter  Smith.  Though  you  have 
never  heard  of  me  I  flatter  myself  that  my 
family  name  will  be  familiar  to  you.  I  am 
quiet  in  my  habits,  and,  I  believe,  not  disposed 
to  interfere  with  the  rights  of  other  men;  yet 
even  this  did  not  avail  to  save  me  some  ten 
years  since  from  becoming  involved  in  an  affair 
of  honor.    Let  me  tell  you  how  it  happened. 

At  the  time  of  which  I  speak  I  was  an  inmate 
of  Mrs.  Jones's  family.  I  use  the  word  inmate 
advisedly,  since  it  was  well  known  that  Mrs. 
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Jones  never  took  boarders.  In  fact  she  express- 
ly gave  me  to  understand  that  her  only  induce- 

ment in  taking  me  was  the  pleasure  she  ex- 
pected to  derive  from  my  society — that  she  was 

far  above  mercenary  considerations.  Of  course 
I  felt  flattered  by  the  compliment  thus  insinuat- 

ed, though  I  confess  I  was  somewhat  surprised, 
since  all  mercenary  considerations  were  dis- 

claimed, to  be  charged  a  higher  rate  for  board 
than  I  had  ever  before  paid.  Still  I  did  not 
demur,  feeling  certain  that  I  had  at  length  found 
a  home. 

Let  me  describe  Mrs.  Jones,  my  hostess. 
Physically  speaking,  I  should  say  that  she  came 
of  a  great  family,  her  proportions  being  most 
aristocratic.  In  her  demeanor  toward  me  she 
was  always  very  gracious  and  condescending, 
for  which  I  felt  properly  grateful.  She  always 
came  to  the  table  arrayed  in  a  stiff  satin,  the 
very  rustle  of  which  betrayed  her  consequence, 
and  impressed  me  with  a  sense  of  my  compara- 

tive insignificance. 
Mrs.  Jones  had  a  daughter,  by  name  Sophro- 

nia.  In  external  appearance  she  was  quite  un- 
like her  parent,  being  exceedingly  tall  and 

slender,  while  the  latter  was  short  and  dumpy. 
In  a  copy  of  verses  which  she  was  kind  enough 
to  show  me  some  enthusiastic  young  man  had 
the  temerity  to  call  her  a  sylph.  I  do  not  know 
much  about  sylphs,  never  having  seen  one  to 
my  knowledge  ;  but  I  question  very  much  wheth- 

er sylphs  have  red  hair  or  noses  Avith  an  upward 
tendency.  I  have  my  doubts  also  as  to  Avhether 
sylphs  squint.  Still  I  am  far  from  denying  that 
Miss  So})hronia  Jones  was  a  sylph,  since  that  be- 

lief evidently  afforded  her  satisfaction. 
Mrs.  Jones's  table  was  admirably  adapted  for a  valetudinarian.  There  he  would  find  no  dishes 

of  unwholesome  richness — nothing,  indeed,  that 
was  calculated  to  induce  excess  in  eating.  If, 
as  some  physicians  have  declared,  health  is  best 
preserved  by  always  rising  from  the  table  with 
an  appetite,  I  was  never  in  a  fairer  way  to  secure 
its  blessings  than  when  enjoying  the  genteel  in- 

sufficiency of  Mrs.  Jones's  hospitality. 
About  a  month  after  my  arrival,  conversation 

turned,  at  the  dinner-table,  upon  a  concert  which 
was  to  be  given  the  same  evening  by  Signora 
Falfalini.  I  have  a  poor  memory  for  Italian 
names,  but  that  is  the  name  to  the  best  of  my 
recollection. 

''I  wish  I  could  go,  ma,"  said  the  fair  So- 
phronia. 

"  So  you  could,  my  dear,"  replied  Mrs.  Jones, 
"if  you  had  a  gentleman  protector." 

Thereupon  she  began  to  declaim  against  the 
customs  of  society  which  preclude  a  lady's  at- 

tending a  place  of  amusement  without  a  gentle- 
man, lamenting  that  Sophronia  had,  on  this  ac- 

count, been  more  than  once  debarred  from  grat- 
ifying her  exquisite  taste  in  music. 

Of  course  I  could  not,  in  politeness,  refrain 
from  offering  my  escort,  although  I  should 
thereby  be  prevented  from  attending  the  week- 

ly meeting  of  the  club  of  which  I  am  a  mem- 
ber. 

Sophronia,  in  great  confusion,  said  she  could 
not  think  of  troubling  me. 

I  began  to  hope  that  she  would  not ;  but  her 
mother  quietly  silenced  her  scruples  by  saying 
that  she  was  a  silly  girl  (thirty-five  if  she's  a 
day),  and  that  she  must  not  think  of  refusing. 

Sophronia  made  no  further  objections,  and  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  paying  a  high  price  for  a 
couple  of  tickets. 

Nature  not  having  bestowed  on  me  a  musical 
ear,  I  could  enter  but  indifferently  into  the  rap- 

tures of  my  companion,  who  pronounced  Signora 
Ealfalini's  singing  divine,  although  she  consid- 

ered her  quite  devoid  of  personal  attractions. 
The  Signora  being  built  after  the  same  model 
as  Sophronia,  I  quite  agreed  with  her  in  this 
last  bit  of  criticism. 

"Do  you  know,"  simpered  my  companion, 
confidingly,  "I  have  myself  thought  at  times 
that  I  was  designed  by  Nature  for  a  prima  don- 

na or  an  opera  singer  like  Signora  Ealfalini?" 
"Then  why  did  you  not  become  one  ?"  I  in- 

quired. "Because  ma  had  such  an  objection  to  any 
thing  of  a  public  character.  She  felt  that  1 
should  be  demeaned  by  so  doing,  and  advised 
me  to  content  myself  with  contributing  to  the 
gratification  of  my  friends  at  home.  You  have 
never  heard  me  sing,  I  think?" 

I  had  at  times  heard  a  shrill  voice  in  a  very 
high  key,  as  I  sat  in  my  room,  which  had  struck 
me  as  far  from  agreeable.  I  thought  it  best, 
however,  without  mentioning  this,  to  utter  a 
simple  negative. 

"You  must  not  expect  much,"  continued 
Sophronia,  "  my  voice  is  wild  and  uncultivated. 
Ma  is  always  telling  me  that  I  ought  to  devote 
more  attention  to  it ;  but  I  can  never  sing  ex- 

cept when  the  inspiration  seizes  me.  If  you 
Avill  come  in  to-morrow  evening  I  will  sing  for 

you  if  you  would  like." I  expressed  my  thanks  for  this  disinterested 
kindness,  and,  as  the  concert  was  now  finished, 
proceeded  to  escort  the  lady  home. 

As  we  were  making  our  way  through  the 
crowd,  it  chanced  that  some  one,  accidentally 
or  otherwise,  jostled  my  companion. 

She  immediately  seized  my  arm  convulsively 
and  informed  me  that  she  had  been  insulted. 

"Who  did  it?"  stammered  I,  for  I  confess 
my  courage  is  not  of  the  highest  order. 

In  reply  Sophronia  pointed  out  a  tall  gentle- 
man with  a  very  fierce  mustache,  who  was  stand- 

ing at  a  little  distance. 
Mentally  deciding  that  it  might  not  be  pru- 

dent to  have  an  altercation  with  such  a  person, 
I  hastened  to  assure  my  companion  that  it  must 
have  been  an  accident. 

"No,"  said  she,  very  decidedly.  "  It  was  not 
an  accident.  It  was  intentional.  I  wish  you 

to  demand  an  apology  in  my  name." 
"Don't  you  think  it  would  be  better,"  said  I, 

in  great  embarrassment,  "  to  treat  him  with  si- 
lent contempt?" Sophronia  was  by  no  means  of  this  opinion. 

Accordingly  I  approached  the  gentleman,  who 
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ap])eiircd  still  more  formidable  on  a  nearer  view, 
iiud  asked  —  in  what  was  intended  to  be  Ji  reso- 

lute tunc —  "what  he  meant  by  insulting  the 
lady  under  my  eharge." 

"Sir-r-r,"  he  cjaeulated,  wheeling  sharply around. 
I  rei)cated  my  request  in  a  fainter  tone,  and 

suggested  that  1  trusted  it  was  accidental  on  his 
part. 

Stroking  his  mustache  very  fiercely  he  in- 
formed me  that  he  had  no  explanations  to  make 

—that  if  I  wished  to  hear  from  him  at  any  time 
I  should  have  an  opportunity,  and  forthwith 
presented  me  his  card. 

Without  stopping  to  look  at  it  I  slunk  away 
in  the  crowd  and  soon  reached  home. 

My  companion  intimated  that  she  sujjposcd 
I  should  seek  satisfaction  in  the  usual  way. 

I  said  something  indistinctly — I  am  not  sure 
exactly  what — and  very  thankfully  took  leave  of 
the  fair  Sophronia  in  the  entry. 

Eeacliing  my  chamber,  I  examined  the  card 
which  had  been  placed  in  my  hand,  and  found 
inscribed  thereon  the  name  of  Captain  Achilles 
Brown,  Astor  House.  Very  probably  he  was 
distinguished  by  the  same  qualities  which  char- 

acterized his  great  namesake,  and  it  made  me 
shiver  even  to  think  of  a  conflict  with  him. 
Resolving  that  I  would  at  least  take  every  pos- 

sible means  to  avoid  it,  I  went  to  bed  and  sank 
into  a  slumber  disturbed  by  frightful  dreams,  in 
■which  I  fancied  myself  shot  through  the  heart 
by  that  terrible  Achilles  Brown. 

Early  next  morning,  while  in  the  momentary 
expectation  of  hearing  the  breakfast-bell,  I  was 
startled  by  a  knock  at  the  door.  Immediately 
afterward  entered  a  tall  man,  ' '  bearded  like  a 
pard."  He  introduced  himself  to  me  as  a  cous- 

in of  Sophronia,  and  intimated  that,  having 
heard  of  my  difiiculty  of  the  previous  evening, 
he  had  come  to  offer  his  services  as  my  second. 

Thanking  him  for  his  kindness,  I  said  that. I 
had  not,  as  yet,  decided  to  call  out  the  gentle- 

man in  question. 
"Not  yet  decided!"  repeated  my  visitor, 

springing  to  his  feet,  causing  me  thereby  to  re- 
cede two  paces,  in  some  personal  apprehension  ; 

"  not  yet  decided!  But  perhaps  I  do  not  un- 
derstand you." 

I  intimated,  rather  uncomfortably,  that  I  had 
conscientious  scruples  against  the  practice  of  the 
duello. 

"  Conscientious  fiddlesticks !"  interrupted  my 
visitor.  "  Sir,  you  must  fight.  There  is  no  al- 

ternative. A  lady  has  been  insulted  while  im- 
der  your  protection.  That  lady  is  my  cousin. 
Unless  you  take  notice  of  it,  /  must." 

"  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  have  you,"  said  I, 
eagerly,  thinking  to  shift  the  duel  upon  him. 

"You  misunderstand  me,"  said  he,  gravely. 
"  Unless  you  challenge  Captain  Brown,  I  shall 
understand  it  as  a  personal  disrespect  to  my 
cousin,  and  shall  challenge  you.  Choose  which 
of  us  you  will  fight." 

This  was  said  so  resolutely  that  I  succumbed 
at  once.  I  reflected  that,  while  there  was  equal 
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(hmger  to  be  incurred  in  a  duel  with  my  visitor, 
there  would  be  less  credit. 

"Shall  I  write  the  missive?"  infjuired  my 
companion,  who  called  himself  Lieutenant  Eu- 
stace. 

"  Yes,"  said  I,  faintly. 
He  sat  down  at  my  desk,  and  in  a  few  min- 

utes ])roduced  the  following : 

"  Sir, — You  grossly  insulted  a  young  lady,  while  un- 
der niy  protection,  last  evening.  As  a  man  of  honor,  I 

call  upon  you  either  for  an  ample  apology,  or  for  the 
usual  satisfaction  accorded  in  such  cases.  I  send  this  by 
Lieutenant  P^ustacc,  who  is  authorized  to  act  as  my 
friend.  Yours,  etc.,  Tetek  .Smitu. 

"  Captain  Achilles  Browx." 

Having  signed  this,  with  some  misgivings,  I 
inquired  as  to  the  character  of  this  Captain 
Brown. 

"I  don't  know  much  about  bim,"  said  my 
friend;  "but  I  presume  he  is  a  regular  fire- 

eater." 
This  was  satisfactory — very. 
"  Suppose,"  said  I,  in  a  tremulous  voice,  "  you 

erase  the  word  '  ample'  before  *  apology.'  I  shall 
consider  any  apology  sufficient." 

"But  / shall  not,"  was  the  Lieutenant's  em- 
phatic reply. 

There  was  no  more  to  be  said.  He  departed 
with  his  missive ;  and  I  was  left  in  no  very  en- 

viable frame  of  mind. 
Two  hours  after,  the  Lieutenant  returned  in 

high  spirits. 
"  Has  he  apologized  ?"  I  inquired,  eagerly. 
"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  Avas  the  reply.  "  Ho  vows 

that  he  will  shed  the  last  drop  of  his  blood 

first." 

"  What  a  sanguinary  monster  he  must  be  !" 
was  my  internal  reflection. 

"The  meeting  is  appointed  for  to-morrow 
morning,  an  hour  before  sunrise,"  resumed  the 
Lieutenant.  "It  is  to  take  place  at  Hoboken  : 
weapons,  pistols  ;  distance,  fifteen  paces." "  Isn't  that  rather  near?"  I  ventured  to  re- 
mark- 

"  Near?  Of  course,  you  want  it  near.  You 
will  be  more  likely  to  hit  your  man." 

"  And  he  will  be  more  likely  to  hit  me,"  I  re- 

joined. "  Of  course,"  was  the  careless  reply.  "You 
must  take  your  chance  of  that." I  could  not  help  wondering  whether  he  would 
be  so  cool  about  it  if  he  were  the  principal,  and 
I  the  second.  In  fact,  I  have  always  observed 
that  seconds  are  much  more  scrupulous  about 
the  honor  of  their  principals  than  they  are  dis- 

posed to  be  about  their  own.  I  suppose  it  is 
human  nature.  I  think  it  altogether  likely  that 
/  should  make  a  very  fierce  second. 

"  I  su])pose  you  are  used  to  pistols  ?"  remark- 
ed my  friend. 
Used  to  pistols  !  I  remembered  once  having 

fired  one  as  a  boy  to  the  imminent  danger  of 
my  little  sister's  life.  Since  then  I  had  not  had 
one  in  my  hands. 

As  I  strolled  out  into  the  streets  in  an  un- 
happy frame  of  mind,  a  newsboy  thrust  into 



46 HARPER^S  MO^'THLY  31AGAZIXE. 

mj  hand  a  daiiv  paper  which  I  mechaiiicaUj 
bought.  Glancing  over  the  coltmms  I  observed 
ihat  a  boat  was  advertised  as  ab<Jtit  to  start  that 
dav  for  Havana.  The  hour  of  deparrare  was  four 
in  the  afcemoon.  A  sudden  thought  struck 
me.  Would  it  not  be  much  better  to  embark  for 
Cuba  than  remain  behind  to  be  shot — &  result , 
■s-hich  the  state  of  mv  nerves  and  mv  want  of  , 
practice  with  the  pistol  rendered  aitc^ther  prob- 

able. \ 
With  new-bom  alacrity  I  immediitelY  re- 

paired te  the  boat  and  demanded  to  see  the 
asent.  He  informed  me  that  the  boat  would 
positivelv  start  at  the  hour  indicated- 

I  asked  to  see  the  list  of  passengers. 
Bunning  mv  eves  casuallv  down  the  list  mv 

heart  beat  quicklj  as  thev  fell  upon  the  last 
name.  Could  it  be  possible  that  mv  dreaded 
opponeni:  Captain  Achilles  Brown  had  secured 
passage !    Whac  eoul  i  be  his  modve  ? 

When  did  this  gentleman  book  his  n^me  as 

a  passenger  ?^  I  inquired- 
Xot  half  an  hour  since." 

"Did  he  understand  that  the  boat  started  to- day 

Yes :  he  made  particular  inquiries  on  that 

point." WiU  you  describe  him  to  me  ?    Is  he  tall  ?~ 
••Yes.  quite  so." 
Ani  has  a  black  mustache?"  i 

•Yes." 
••A  dark  comple^dom  and  wears  a  large 

cloak?"  ^  ; Prrcisely.    Ton  know  Mm.  Aen 
"Very  slightly."  said  L  carelessly.  '-By- 

the-way,  I  don't  think  I  shall  be  able  to  get 
away  for  a  week-    I  won't  engage  tCMiay." 

'•We  would  give  you  good  accommo'iations." 
No  doubt  of  that.     On  the  whole,  you 

needn't  mention  to  Captain  Brown  that  any  body 

inquired  for  him.''' 
My  heart  bounded  with  exultation  as.jr"-. some  dimculty  I  realized  that  my  opponen:, 

whom  I  had  dreaded  so  much,  was  about  to  ' 
leave  the  cc^unzTj  from  fear  of  encountering  me.  ; 

What  a  joke  that  was  1    I  laughed  all  the 
way  home,  though  I  endeavoreii  to  preserfe  my 
gravity.    On  the  way  I  purchased  a  bnce  of 
pistols,  which  I  c»:entatiously  displayed  on  ̂ 
reaching  my  boarding-pLace. 

"To  think  you  should  risk  your  lif?  for  me,"  i 
simpere-i  the  fair  Sop'njronia.  | 

"  Miss  Sophronia."  said  L  with  suita'oie  nerce- 
ness,  "  no  one  shall  with  imptmity  insult  a  lady 
while  under  my  protectioQ-'" 

During  a  p:rtion  of  the  afternoon  I  practiced 
shooting  at  a  mark,  and  was  never  more  lively 
than  at  the  tea-table.   Lieutenant  Eustace,  who  : 
was  present,  seemed  considerably  surpri5ei  at 
the  change  in  my  demeanor,  and  was  evidently  ' 
pazzled  to  accotmt  for  it.  i 

After  tea  I  invited  the  company  to  witness 

my  wilL  Trkic'n  I  had  drawn  up  for  the  sake  of 
producing  an  impression.    It  proved  quite  a 
master-stroke.    I  nodced  that  Lieutenant  Eu-  ' 
itace  treated  me  with  increasing  respect,  whUe 

Sophr-ir:  -  "  ̂      :  \   ■  •nder  he: 
breath.  •.  ••Brav.. 

manl" 

All  this  I  enjoyed,  and  took  li; 
to  discourse  severely  upon  the       .  _„  -:: 
honor,  in  defe-nse  of  which  I  asserreii  that  an- 

TnaT>  ought  to  be  willirr  "    "  ' In  the  course  of  th  r 
pleasure  of  witnessing 
with  Captain  Brown 
circEimstance  had  any 
in  me  these  elevated 
reader  to  judge. 

The  next  morning  at  an  early  hour  I 

ed  to  the  field  with  mj  -  v  ■ 
Captida  Aehilks  L semi 

I  professed  a  grea: 
and  insisted  cn  waitii._  ■  — 
him  ample  time  to  appear.  it  was  in 

vain.    AH.  however,  testi£t  -  ; .  :  "■.  '.r courage  which  I  displayed  unc 
stances,  and  tendered  their  c  . 
The  affiiir  even  found  its  way  1 

and  I  fotmd  myself  all  at  once  i.z-^^:  -^ 
hero.    I  could  not  walk  Broadway  without  be- 

ing fordvely  pointed  out  as  the  celebrated  duel- 
ist.   Among  the  ladies,  particularly,  I  b^ecame 

an  object  of  great  attention — a  cireums:: 
that  may  well  excite  surprise  when  it  is 
sidered  that  my  only  claims  to  their  regard  1^ 
in  mv  having  been  implicated  in  an  a^tait  which 
the  moral  sense  of  the  commtinity  professes  to 
condemn. 

S<:on  afterward  I  left  my  boarding-place  to  the 
great  regret  of  the  fair  Stapbironia.    I  afterward 
learned  that,  had  I  shown  the  white  feather,  is 
was  arranged  that  Lieutenant  Eustace  should 
forc^  me  into  a  marriage  with  his  cousin  on  pain 
of  a  duel  with  himself.    The  extraordinary 

r:ige  which  I  ex;  r  ■  " m  extent  tha:  . 
-.-J  cner  the  altem^i:-- ..ri  1  ^ 

accept  the  dueL 

I  have  heard  :    '     r  - Brjwn  since  the  .  .  :-v 
did  me  the  service  :.r  i^  -.j..    i-.il  he- 
possessed  a  liale  more  courage,  I  shudder  to 
think  vvhit  might  have  been  the  result. 

THE  LOAN  OF  A  LYBE. 
L 

A PRETTY  piece  of  business,  Mrs.  Barca- 
role—  a  very  pretty  C'i^ce  cf  bTdness, 

upon  my  soul — and  I  a  hus' 
a  family 

"  What  are  y:      '      _        '  nivaiJj:.'  ' 
If  yon  want  ■  :o  fx  your  na- 

ked eye  upc  - tion.  just  re-- . .  -  . 
3Irs.  Barc&r  .c  -\isl^i-g  :c-- 

sEver.  dried  tier  singers,  and  taking  the  letter 
from  my  haj|^  read  aloud : 

t-racT  bet'-'re  T'i^ir  lyric  »tax  cf '. 
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informally,  and  (but  for  her  nncontrollRblo  onthnsiosni)  I 
inexcusably  addrc'^ses  yon.  Though  the  liberty  I  take 
has,  periiiips,  iio  paraUd  in  that  circle  whvn'.  /i-i(jid  cer-  | 
emony  wields  her  glacial  sceptre,  in  your  Iiabittuil  bcnij- 
nity  rcnicniber,  I  pray  you,  that  you  sit  on  that  celestial 
pinnacle  of  famo  where  you  are  less  your  oum  than  all 
mankind's;  and  even  a  humble  licart  like  my  awn,  whose 
slender  strings  have  been  thrilled  by  your  songful  breath, 
may  claim  a  part  in  you. 

"  I  need  not  say  that,  with  outwelling  eyes  and  palpi- 
tatinj  bosom,  I  have  read  every  line  which  your  icon- 
drous  pen  has  contributed  to  the  age's  symphony.  Still 
more,  oli  divinest  of  living  bards  I  I  know  each  word  of 
rapture  by  heart— and  sleep  with  Ticknor's  blue  and  gold edition  of  you  pressed  close  to  that  heart,  nightly.   In  the 
name  of  aK  Time,  let  me  thank  you.  Sir,  for  those  pulses 
of  ecstasy  with  which  you  have  stirred  its  eternally  re-  i 
sounding  corridors.  i 

"  With  what  siieechless  sympathy  do  I  enter  into  your  j 
sorrows  !    As  I  write,  my  tears  stain  this  sheet,  confess-  . 
ing  my  maiden  -weakness;  for  I  have  just  come  from  the  ] 
perusal  of  that  bottomless  utterance  of  lonely  grief  and  ] 
passion  recorded  at  page  310  of  the  second  volume  of 
your  'Antiphonal  Antistrophics.'     Need  I  say  that  I 
mean  '  The  "Wail  of  the  Woi'Id-weary  Wanderer?'    It  is no  vain  compliment  when  I  say  that  Horner^  Dante,  and 
Tupjjer  will  not  survive  one  verse  of  the  many  which 
bathed  me  in  tears.  'Tisthis: 

"  '  Headlong  out  of  heavenly  blisses 
Hurled  to  fathomless  abysses. 
Dream  I  still  of  feeling  kisses 

Kissing  me  forever  more  ; 
Like  the  moonbeam's  sparry  shiver, 
Quenched  upon  a  midnight  river. 
Slides  away  the  airy  giver, 
And  in  the  darkness  horrid 
I  dash  my  burning  forehead 

On  the  adamantine  floor.' 
"  But  I  trespass  on  your  time.  I  will  only  say  a  word 

more.  You  end  tliat  poem  Avith  this  aspiration ;  '  Oh  for 
one  fountain-heart,  whereof  my  own  might  drink !'  I 
believe  it  is  7ny  mission  to  be  that  heart — to  comfort  your 
wretchedness — to  bind  up  your  wounded  spirit. 

^'■All  I  wish  is,  to  gaze  into  your  deep  blue  eyes — to 
walk  the  same  violet-scented  turf — to  breathe  the  same  | 
air  with  you.  I  will,  thei'efore,  be  with  you  in  that '  pas-  i 
toral  solitude  beyond  the  rules  of  earth'  (described  so  af- 
fectingly  on  your  17th  page)  on  Monday  next,  by  the  5 
o'clock,  P.M.,  express  from  New  York  (having  to  wait  till 
then  for  my  new  mantilla  from  Bulpiu's).  With  eternal ardor,  your  respondent  dual  soul, 

"  LiLLiE  Taylok." 

Well,  I  declare  !"  said  Mrs.  Barcarole,  open- 
ing those  large  brown  eyes  of  hers,  out  of  which 

I  had  so  often  drawn  my  inspiration,  until  they 
equaled  in  size  of  aperture  that  other  vessel 
wherein  I  dipped  my  quills.  "And  what  do 
you  mean  to  do  about  it?" 

"  lium-tum-tum-tum-tiddy,  niratumtiddyi- 
do— " 

"  What  do  you  mean  to  do,  I  say,  dear?" 
"  Rum-tum-tiddy— oh,  beg  your  pardon,  love 

—I  mean  to— well,  that  is— really  I  haven't  the 
least  idea." 

"Well,  I  must  say,  7  should  know  what  to 
do  under  such  circumstances  if  I  were  a  man. 

I'd  have  a  policeman  ready  at  the  cars,  and  have 
her  arrested  for  bigamy,  or  whatever  it  is  tbat 
they  call  running  away  with  another  lady's  hus- 
band." 

I  intimated  to  Mrs.  Barcarole  that  bigamy 
might  be  a  somewhat  difficult  charge  to  sustain 
against  my  correspondent  on  the  existing  evi- 

dence ;  moreover,  that  I  was  not  run  away  with 
yet,  and,  in  all  human  probability,  should  not 

be — so  long,  I  added,  witli  a  glance  of  amorous 
sweetness,  as  I  possessed  a  niche  in  the  heart  of 
such  a  (  harniing  wouuih  already. 

Which  mollilicd  Mrs.  Barcarole  considerably. 
"  What  sort  of  a  creature  do  you  think  she 

is,  this  scandalous  person  ?"  asked  my  wife. 
"  I  suppose  her  to  be,"  I  answered,  "  a  tall, 

thin,  yet  sympathetic  young  woman,  wliose  ten- 
drils were,  some  forty  years  ago,  more  or  less, 

torn  from  a  robust  nuilc  support,  with  a  tend- 
ency to  spectacles,  sliort  sleeves,  low  neck,  and 

singing  '  Go,  forget  me !'  to  a  pleuritic  piano.  I 
fancy,  also,  that  she  is  fond  of  Foe,  Shelley, 
and — I  would  not  be  so  vain  before  any  body 
but  you — Barcarole.  Add  to  this  description, 
an  appetite  for  young  clergymen  who  need  sis- 

terly sympathy  and  slippers,  and  I  guess  you 

have  her." "  She  must  be  very  ugly,  too,"  said  my  wife. 
"  Eminently  so,  of  course,"  I  assented. 
"And  she  may  stay  a  fortnight." 
"  Oh,  six  months,  at  the  least ;  there  will  be 

no  getting  rid  of  her.    It  always  was  agony  for 

women  to  tear  themselves  away  from  me." 
"Impudence!  Something  prompt  must  be 

I  done,  then." 
"I  agree  with  you,  my  love.    I  will  try  to 

I  settle  on  the  exact  thing,  and  let  you  know  by 
dinner-time.   Till  then  I  must  weed  my  straw- 

berries.   By-by,  dear." 11. 
I  was  the  poet  Barcarole — laying  claim,  I 

fancy,  to  something  like  a  transatlantic  reputa- 
tion, having  been  reviewed  in  the  Athenceinn  as 

the  author  of  "  Another  mass  of  American  stuff." 
Daily  was  I  solicited  for  my  autograph.  I  am 
extravagant  enough  to  believe  that  I  could  have 
made  a  good  thing  out  of  my  hair,  if  I  had  cut 
it  up,  like  the  submarine  cable,  into  lengths  to 
suit  purchasers,  and  advertised  it  to  my  admir- 

ing public. It  is  pleasant  to  be  famous.  I  like  to  have 
men  poke  one  another  in  the  ribs,  when  they 
see  me  on  a  railroad  car,  and  say,  "There  he 
is — that's  Barcarole .'"  I  am  fond  of  being  call- 

ed on  to  write  sonnets  for  great  occasions.  I 
love  to  see  pretty  girls  absorbed  in  my  last  edi- 

tion, at  watering-places  and  on  steamboats. 
But  in  some  respects  I  sit  on  "a  painful 

peak."  It  is  not  pleasant  to  think  that  the 
world  is  interested  in  the  set  of  one's  night-cap, 
or  would  listen  breathlessly  to  a  lecture  on  your 
peculiar  method  of  cutting  up  a  water-melon. 
There  is  a  possibility  of  conceiving  some  things 
which  a  respectable  citizen,  however  famous, 
might  wish  to  keep  private  —  to  do,  with  the 
candle  of  publicity  blown  out,  and  society  at 
large  not  looking  through  the  key-hole.  I  have 
never  been  able  to  do  that  class  of  things  in  a 
frame  of  any  calmness.  There  is  a  jealousy  of 
observation — a  nervous  sense  of  being  notewor- 

thy— that  makes  a  great  poet  go  to  bed,  rise, 
put  on  his  cravat,  as  if  the  parquet  of  Burton's 
were  just  the  other  side  of  the  wash-stand. 

Then — probably  because  my  poems  were  so 
wondrously  life-like  and  graphic — it  never  could 
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be  understood  by  the  general  reader  how  I  was 
not  in  earnest  in  every  thing  I  wrote.  I  am  not 
"A  Deserted  Soul ;"  yet,  if  I  choose,  can  not  I 
write  "The  Battle-cry"  of  that  unfortunate  be- 

ing, without  disagreeably  identifying  myself 
with  him?  No,  I  can't.  Can  I  consistently 
weave  into  lyric  symphony  ' '  The  Plea  of  the 
Plaster-cast  Man  ?"  No ;  for  if  I  do,  the  next 
review  notice  of  my  life  asserts,  upon  abundant 
authority,  that  I  "rose  out  of  the  greatest  ob- 

scurity, having  originally  been  a  vendor  of  gyp- 
sum praying  Samuels  and  poll-parrots,  whose 

talents  were  first  discovered  under  the  follow- 
ing circumstances,"  etc.  And  there  is  not  a 

dyspeptic  young  person  who  does  not  cherish 
me  as  the  representative  of  sublimely-gifted 
Yvretchedness,  on  account  of  those  love-lorn 
breathings  which  I,  the  happy  husband  and  fa- 

ther, have  littered  histrionically  in  my  songs  and 

plays. 
Meliboeus  Barcarole — immortal  bard !  I  do 

not  know  whether  to  call  you  an  unfortunate 
dog  or  not,  in  this  fame  which  you  have  won. 
But  certainly,  of  all  inflictions  that  follow  glory, 
sure  never  was  one  severer  than  the  present. 
A  woman  for  whose  craze  your  genius  was  re- 

sponsible coming  to  stay  an  indefinite  time  with 
Tou,  in  an  attitude  of  adoration  ! 

My  wife  might  not  have  a  spare  room  conven- 
ient.   Oh,  no  matter  I  had  I  not  written, 

'Tis  sweet  to  sleep  beneath  ths  stars, 
With  moonbeams  for  your  curtain  bars  ? 

The  young  woman  would  therefore  come  pre- 
pared to  find  me  eschewing  the  conventional 

horse-hair  and  feathers,  and  boarding  out-doors 
altogether.  We  might  not  have  any  cake  in  the 
house — a  mortification  whicli  to  the  mind  of 
IMrs.  Barcarole  has  no  parallel  among  the  woes 
of  life.    No  matter,  again. 

The  forest  berries  our  food  shall  be, 
Our  dishes  the  bark  of  the  white  birch-tree. 

Had  I  not  written  it?  Evidently  there  would 
be  no  way  of  discouraging  the  young  woman. 

This  train  of  meditations  was  revolving  in 
my  brain  as  I  weeded  the  strawberries.  It  got 
to  be  near  mid-day.  I  had  cleaned  two  beds, 
and  was  half-way  through  a  third,  but  without 
settling  on  any  course  of  prompt  action. 

I  sto])ped  working,  and  leaned  to  rest  on  my 
hoe-handle,  when,  whom  should  I  see  strolling 
into  the  garden  but  my  nephew,  Meliboeus  Bar- 

carole, Jun.,  a  youth  of  parrs,  who  was  spending 
a  month  with  me  for  the  benefit  of  his  health. 
The  history  of  that  young  man  was  a  sad  one. 
He  was  the  oldest  child  of  rich  but  honest 
parents,  and  had  risen  from  the  most  extreme 
opulence  to  a  very  honorable  position  among 
the  intellectual  men  of  society.  By  indomita- 

ble energy  he  had  conquered  the  disadvantages 
of  wealth,  and  was  a  hard-working,  studious,  and 
useful  fellow.  Though  the  circumstances  of 
liis  family  were  such  that  I  have  known  them 
compelled  to  subsist  on  turtle  soup  and  merin- 

gues for  nearly  a  week  at  a  time,  and  their  only 
way  of  keeping  off  the  rigors  of  a  severe  winter 
consisted  of  a  few  black,  poisonous  holes  in  the 

floor,  my  nephew  had  grown  into  a  vigorous 
healthy,  and  handsome  lad.  A  striking  instance 
of  Avhat  manly  resolution  may  do  against  all  the 
obstacles  of  fortune. 

But  of  late  a  sad  affliction  had  overshadowed 
him.  He  was  evidently  passing  through  that 
trying  disorder— that  teething  complaint  of  the 
grown-up  infant  just  weaned  from  tops  and 
paper-kites — the  first  love.  And  he  had  it  verv 
hard.  To  such  a  degree  did  it  affect  his  appe- 

tite and  sleep  that  his  parents  thought  my  coun- 
try fare  would  be  a  good  change  for  him,  and  so 

expressed  him  to  me,  with  orders  to  amuse  him 
till  the  season  opened  at  the  Springs. 

Now,  as  Meliboeus  strolled  into  the  garden, 
as  aforesaid,  a  thought  struck  me.  Might  not 
the  study  of  this  interesting  woman  run  bard- 
mad  prove  a  diversion  to  him  ?  Might  he  not 
at  the  same  time  rid  me  of  my  difficulty,  and 
occupy  himself  healthfally  in  the  analysis  of  the 
phenomenon  ? 

Wandering  with  clasped  hands,  and  a  face 
full  of  the  gentlest  Idyllic  melanchoh-,  the  youth 
approached  me.  Until  he  had  stepped  right 
upon  my  most  fruitful  clusters  he  did  not  see  I 
Avas  there.  Then  he  noticed  me,  and  started 
back. 

"Meliboeus,"  said  I,  "you  are  bored  in  this 
rural  quiet — confess  it,  boy!" 

"Shall  I  tell  you  the  truth?  I  believe  I 
am — immensely." 

"  So  I  thought.  Well,  it's  perfectly  natural. 
You  meet  a  very  pretty  girl  at  the  Philharmon- 

ics— she  returns  your  dazzled  gaze  with  a  half- 
venturous  glance  followed  by  a  blush — your  soul 
bathes  in  her  till  the  last  echo  of  Tannhauser 
dies  away — you  and  she  depart  your  several 
ways — you  never  see  her  again — her  image  re- 

mains ineffaceable — you  arrive  at  the  conclu- 
sion that  you  are  necessary  to  one  another's  ex- 

istence. Now,  country  air,  fresh  vegetables,  my 
society,  and  nowhere  to  go  in  the  evening,  do  not 
seem  to  be  what  you  want  for  your  complaint. 
Have  I  hit  it  ? 

"Exactly,  my  uncle." 
' '  I  therefore  proceed  to  prescribe  a  new  reme- 

dy. I  have  discovered  the  very  thing  that  you 
want,  until  every  body  comes  into  town  again, 
and  you  can  resume  your  search  for  V Tncorpiita. 
You  need  a  sensation,  and  I've  got  it  for  you." 

"Let  us  hear  what  it  is." 
Upon  this,  I  pulled  out  of  my  pocket  that 

little  packet  of  incense,  the  letter  of  Lillie  Tay- 
lor, and  handed  it  to  my  nephew  to  read.  With 

an  amused  look  of  puzzle  he  finished  it,  and  I 
continued : 

"Of  course  it  isn't  possible  for  me  to  meet 
those  overtures  appropriately.  I  am  a  married 
man — settled  in  life — every  thing  steady  and 
quiet  of  that  sort.  I  am  romantic,  and  write 
about  moonlight ;  but  being  rheumatic,  do  not 
walk  in  it.  In  fact,  I  have  given  up  all  kinds 
of  sky-larking. 

"  But,  supposing  I  had  a  nephew — a  tolerably 
Avcll-looking  young  rascal — with  a  great  fund 
of  woman-talk  and  a  boundless  talent  for  every 
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variety  of  diablory.  SujUMXsin;^  lie  bore  the 
same  name  as  liis  uncle,  had  some  approach  to 
the  same  intellectual  foreheail,  aud  by  circuni- 
stanccs  which  we  will  not  here  dwell  upon,  had 
contracted  the  same  look  of  classic  sadness. 
And,  to  wind  np,  sujjposinf;  he  took  it  into  his 
head  to  make  believe  he  was  his  own  uncle — to 
boiTOw  the  lyre  of  that  gifted  man  and  play  the 
poet  for  a  few  days  to  a  charming  female  adorer 
— Heh?  what  do  you  think  of  the  hypothesis?" 

"By  Jehoshaphat!  wouldn't  that  be  rich! 
I  declare  I've  the  greatest  mind  in  the  world — " 

*'  Say  you  will !" 
"Well,  I  loi//,  then.  Here's  my  hand  on  it. 

When  is  she  coming?" 
"  Didn't  you  read  ?  Five  o'clock  train,  day 

after  to-morrow.  Your  aunt  and  I  will  go  down 
with  you  to  see  her  come  in.  Play  your  game 
well,  and  if  we  don't  have  some  fun  I'm  mis- 
taken." 

The  young  man  went  away  with  a  lighter 
step,  and,  putting  up  my  hoe,  I  returned  to  let 
Mrs,  B.  into  the  plan.  She  was  enough  of  a 
wag  to  assent  to  it  heartily,  and  promised  to  get 
the  best  room  ready  for  our  romantic  visitor. 

III. 
Meliboeus  was  certainly  a  lad  of  genius.  He 

went  to  work  rehearsing  for  our  little  comedy 
with  a  zeal  and  a  facility  worthy  of  any  old 
stager  on  the  New  York  boards.  He  had  never, 
even  in  his  most  unhappy  moments,  written  so 
much  as  a  sonnet ;  so,  to  prepare  for  being  a 
poet,  he  "  crammed"  on  the  large  edition  of  my 
works,  until  he  could  repeat  the  finest  passages 
without  a  single  balk.  He  accustomed  himself 
to  part  his  hair  in  the  middle,  adopted  rolling 
collars,  and  affected  being  distrait  when  his  tea- 

cup was  passed.  Oh !  he  did  it  admirably ! 
And  by  the  time  that  we  had  to  start  for  the 
station,  on  Monday  afternoon,  I  was  one  uni- 

versal chuckle  at  the  prospect  of  his  success. 
According  to  my  promise,  Mrs.  Barcarole 

and  I  accompanied  hira  to  the  cars.  Leaving 
the  horses  around  the  corner  with  black  Jimmy, 
we  planted  ourselves  on  the  platform  and  wait- 

ed for  the  whistle. 
We  were  not  allowed  the  pleasure  of  long 

anticipation.  Up  came  the  train,  stopped,  and 
began  to  disgorge  its  motley  contents  of  men, 
women,  babies,  bandboxes,  and  parcels,  which 
were  to  siop  at  Middletown  Centre.  In  vain 
did  I  search  the  crowd  for  my  idea  of  my  ad- 

mirer. There  were  spectacles  there,  but  they 
beamed  with  no  look  of  inquiry  for  a  poet;  an- 

cient maiden  ladies,  with  a  pcnsiveness  in  their 
tones ;  but  it  was  entirely  laid  out  upon  ques- 

tions as  to  the  welfare  of  their  trunks — they 
asked  no  one  the  way  to  Mr.  Barcarole's. 

I  was  just  turning  to  my  wife  and  Meliboeus, 
with  the  words,  "  What  if  it  should  be  a  sell!" 
when  a  fresh,  childish  voice  asked,  close  at  my 
back,  Can  you  tell  me  hov/  to  get  to  the  house 
of  the  poet  Barcarole  ?" 

"Whist!"  said  I,  in  a  hurry,  "  now's  your 
time  !"  and  touched  Meliboeus  with  my  elbow. 

"I  am  Mr.  Barcarole,  Madam,"  said  that 
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young  gentleman  courageously,  turning  to  the 
I)etite  vailed  figure  whence  the  inquiry  pro- 

ceeded. "May  I  <lare  to  hope  that  this  is  my 
fair  c(jrrespond('nt  ?" 

The  young  woman  lifted  her  vail  with  a  tiny 
hand  that  trembled  with  surprise  ;  and  lo,  no 
Gorgon,  no  Sphinx  was  there,  but  a  very,  very 
pretty  girl  of  eighteen  or  thereabout,  blushing 
and  downcast  in  a  state  of  the  most  winsome 
trepidation. 

But  what  is  the  matter  with  ̂ Meliboeus  Jun.  ? 
What  is  there  in  that  little  modest  sylj)hide  to 
startle  a  young  man  in  society,  to  make  him 
swerve  as  from  the  cannon's  mouth? 

The  youth  caught  my  arm  convulsively  and 
just  whispered  brokenly  in  my  car,  "It  is  she — 
it  is  she — the  lady  I  saw  at  the  Philharmonics  !" 

For  a  moment  my  astonishment  was  mixed 
with  the  fear  that  this  sudden  discovery  would 
unnerve  the  boy  from  the  execution  of  his  plan 
— that  he  would  let  this  magnificent  chance  slip 
through  his  fingers.  But  no  !  he  did  better 
than  my  utmost  hope.  Seeming  in  an  instant 
to  recognize  the  unsurpassed  advantage  of  mak- 

ing love  on  a  poetical  basis,  he  regained  all  his 
self-possession  and  took  Lillie  Taylor  by  the hand. 

"Let  mo  lead  you  to  my  carriage,  fair  maiden 
— 'tis  but  the  rude  Avain  of  a  simple  bard — yet 
ifc  is  ennobled  by  waiting  for  i/ou." 

The  two  led  the  way,  Mrs.  Barcarole  and 
myself  following  close  behind.  And  as  we 
walked  we  looked  at  one  another  queerly  with- 

out speaking.    At  last  I  broke  the  silence. 

"  She  is  ̂  veri/  iigly^'^  heh,  Mrs.  Barcarole?" 
"'Tall  maiden  lady,  torn  from  robust  male 

support,'  heh,  Mr.  Barcarole?" We  both  of  us  certainly  had  to  confess  our 
ideals  of  the  young  lady  somewhat  at  fault. 
She  was  a  girl,  as  I  have  said,  of  eighteen, 
with  great  dreamy  brown  eyes  that  melted  in 
their  own  softness — a  sweet  little  sympathetic 
face  that  daguerreotyped  your  own  thought  when 
you  talked  earnestly  to  her — and  to  such  a  wo- 

man one  felt  ashamed  to  talk  in  any  other  way. 
And  her  airy  figure  was  just  such  a  one  as  you 
would  not  be  in  the  least  surprised  to  come  upon 
in  wood-solitudes,  lying  on  the  tops  of  the  lilies 
and  violets  without  bending  them,  drinking  dew 
and  listening  to  fairy  stories  from  the  bees, 

Meliboeus  handed  the  young  girl  into  our 
carryall,  jumped  in  beside  her  on  the  front  seat, 
and  when  his  aunt  and  I  had  mounted  behind 
actually  turned  around  toward  us  with  the  most 
unblushing  coolness,  and  said,  blandly, 

"Miss  Taylor,  permit  me  to  make  you  ac- 
quainted with  an  uncle  and  aunt  of  mine,  who 

had  the  misfortune  to  be  born  deaf  and  dumb. 
They  were  for  a  long  time  in  the  school  of  Mr. 
Weld,  at  Hartford,  where  they  first  knew  each 
other.  I  am  happy  to  say,  however,  that  they 
have  so  fiir  overcome  that  sad  calamity  tiiat 
they  understand  your  meaning  by  watching  the 
motion  of  your  lips.  Though  they  arc  still  un- 

able to—" 
The  miserable  sinner !    I  knew  what  he  was 
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going  to  say.  "Speak!"  that  was  the  word; and  Mrs.  Barcarole  and  I  stared  at  one  another 

frantically,  knowing  that  a  fearful  embargo  was 
hanging  over  our  tongues  for  Heaven  knew  how 
long^  Thought  of  agony !  I  grasped  the  young 
villain  by  the  arm,  signed  to  him  to  wait,  and 
wrote  on  the  back  of  a  letter  with  my  pencil, 

"For  Heaven's  sake  say  we  talk  incoherent- 

ly, at  least ! " That  wretch  looked  at  us  with  a  sweet  smile, 
and  scribbled  under  my  sentence, 

"Suppose  she'd  been  old  and  ugly — who'd 
have  had  to  stand  it  then?  I  guess  you  can 

put  up  with  paying  for  that  risk?" Mrs.  Barcarole  and  I  sat,  in  all  senses,  liter- 
ally dumb.  Meliboeus  whipped  up  the  horses, 

iiuishcd  his  sentence  with,  "Utterly  unable  to 
articulate,"  and  the  young  girl  shook  hands 
with  us  over  the  back  of  the  seat,  her  face  full 
of  childish  pity. 

"Poor,  poor  people!"  she  said,  sadly,  to  the 
wicked  humbug.  "Yet  they  look  so  kind,  so 
intelligent  indeed.  The  lady  is  quite  good- 
looking,  and  the  gentleman  has  a  very  healthy, 
animated  countenance,  though  I  should  never 
have  taken  him  for  a  poet's  relative." 

"Why,  sweet  little  maiden?" 
Lillie  blushed,  but  answered,  "I  oughtn't  to 

say  it  when  the  poor  man  is  your  uncle ;  but 
his  look  seems  un appreciative — matter-of-fact. 
Did  he  ever  read  any  of  your  beautiful  poetry?" 

"Ill  ask  him.  Uncle,  did  you  ever  read  any 
of  viy  beautiful  poetry  ?" 

I  was  enraged  enough  at  the  young  man  al- 
ready, and  this  last  was  said  with  such  a  pro- 
voking ostentation  of  distinctness  to  conform  to 

the  assumed  necessities  of  my  case,  that  I  be- 
came conscious  of  being  very  red  in  the  face, 

and  made  an  insulting  gesture  of  abhorrence, 
pointing  to  the  mud  under  the  carriage-wheels. 

"He  says,  Miss  Taylor,  that  he  never  did, 
and  thinks  it  vile  stuff." 

"Oh,  the  monster!  I'm  sure  it's  very  kind 
of  you  to  let  him  stay  with  you." 

"He  feels  it  to  be  so ;  don't  you,  uncle ?" 
The  conversation  happily  now  took  a  turn. 
"Do  you  know,  Mr.  Barcarole,"  said  the 

3'oung  girl  to  my  nephew,  "that  in  some  re- 
spects you  are — I  hardly  know  what  to  call  it — 

perhaps  '  surprise'  is  the  word — somewhat  of  a 
surprise  to  me  ?" 

"A  disagreeable  one,  is  it?" 
"  No — oh  no !  not  that.  But  as  I  was  riding 

in  the  cars  to-day  I  began  thinking  what  a 
strange  thing  I  was  doing.  You  must  never 
tell ;  but  my  guardian  thinks  I  have  gone  into 
the  country  to  spend  the  summer  with  an  old 
aunt.  I  don't  like  guardians;  but  then,  you 
know,  one  has  to  have  such  a  thing — a  young 
lady,  especially,  just  out  of  INIadame  Gaic-Che- 
rie's,  and  all  fmished  up,  Avith  what  they  call 
large  expectations,  I  believe,  and  no  near  rela- 

tions in  this  country.  Well,  as  I  said,  I  was 
thinking,  and  I  began  to  wonder  what  every 
body  would  say  if  they  knew  I  had  run  away. 
Then,  said  I,  supposing  the  poet  Barcarole 

should  be  like  other  people  after  all — even  such 
a  person  as  that  poor  fellow  on  the  back  seat, 
for  instance — and  should  have  some  terrible 
wife  who  would  think  me  impudent,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  for  coming  to  see  how  a  poet 
looked,  without  being  invited.  And  supposing 
he  should  be  very  stern  and  cold,  and  she  sliould 
be  unkind,  and  not  even  ask  me  to  take  off  my 
things  and  sit  down,  and  all  of  them  should  say 
I  was  crazy,  perhaps.  I  hadn't  looked  at  the 
matter  in  this  light  at  all  before,  and  when  I 
did  I  was  one  tremble  all  over.  I  came  near 
not  asking  where  you  lived  at  all,  but  half 
made  up  my-  mind  to  stay  at  the  station  till 
the  next  train  down,  and  go  right  back.  And 
now  it  is  so  delightful  to  find  you  are  not  angry 
with  me,  but,  in  every  thing,  just  like  your 
poetry — just  as  I  thought  you  would  be,  ex- 

cept— " 

"Except  what,  Miss  Taylor?" 
The  little  creature  looked  down,  with  half- 

shut  eyes,  and  grew  all  damask-rosy  as  she 

whispered — "Younger  and  better  looking.  You  aren't 
at  all  like  your  portrait." Pleasant  for  the  deaf-and-dumb  man  on  the 
back  seat !  Oh !  decidedly.  Mrs.  Barcarole 
and  I  looked  at  one  another  with  indignation 
that  could  hardly  be  kept  speechless.  The  pic- 

ture referred  to  was  taken  some  twenty  years 
ago,  just  after  I  was  married.  Exactly  as  I 
looked  when  the  beloved  woman  struck  her  colors 
to  my  fascination.  Pcale  did  it,  and  considered 
it  a  privilege.  It  had  been  the  work  of  months. 
There  were  six  fresh  blush  roses  in  my  button- 

hole at  each  sitting.  And  every  curl  was  con- 
scientiously educated  into  symmetry  with  the 

best  adipose  secretion  of  Canada  bears.  Yet 
Meliboeus  Barcarole  —  having  lived  to  an  age 
when  there  was  no  opportunity  of  going  back 
and  getting  it  done  better — hears  a  graceless 
scamp,  who  plasters  his  short  hair  on  his  tem- 

ples, and  wears  whiskers,  shaped  like  a  break- 
fast-roll, inclined  toward  his  shoulders,  called 

"younger,  better  looking"  than  that  exquisite 
v.hef-d  oiuvre. 

Oh,  times  and  manners,  you  are  going  to  the 
devil! 

Necessarily  both  Mrs.  Barcarole  and  I  were 
in  the  sweetest  of  humors  when  our  carryal! 
reached  the  ])iazza  of  Eclogue  Cottage.  To  the 
manifest  wonder  of  my  little  rhyme-struck  dev- 

otee, or  more  properly,  now,  my  nephew's,  she found  that  rural  solitude  not  altogether  one  of 
nature's  wilds,  but  a  country  residence,  with 
its  parallel  in  common  life — gravel  walks,  box 
around  the  front  flower  beds,  a  shorn  lawn,  and 
glimpses  in  the  rear  of  something  very  like  the 
vegetable  garden  and  picket  fence  of  an  unnat- 

ural state  of  society.  She  was  dispatched,  im- 
mediately on  arriving,  into  a  very  civilized  and 

pretty  little  bedroom,  and,  while  she  attended 
to  the  details  of  her  afrer-travel  toilet,  Mrs.  Bar- 

carole and  myself  embraced  the  opportunity,  in 
the  other  end  of  the  house,  to  unburden  our- 

selves of  our  opinion  of  Mr.  M.  Barcarole,  Juu., 
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in  a  very  un-dcaf-and-duml)  manner,  and  to  that 
yount^  gentleman  personally. 

''Well,  Sir!  I  sui)posc  you  considor  what 
you've  been  doing  a  very  delicate  and  graceful 

joke?" "  I  confess  it  wears  a  little  of  that  aspect,  my 
dear  aunt." 

"To  set  your  uncle  and  me  in  such  a  ridic- 
ulous light  before  a  total  stranger ! — a  young  avo- 

man  in  New  York  society  too,  who  probably 
knows  the  Summergoods,  and  the  Fallstocks, 
and  all  the  first  fomilies  of  our  circle  (I've  often 
heard  them  speak  of  a  very  rich  Miss  Taylor), 
and  who  will  go  back  and  let  it  all  out,  and  then 
we'll  be  in  a  pretty  fix,  won't  \\c  ?  I  sha'n't  dare 
to  lift  up  my  head  next  winter!" 

"My  precious  aunt,  I  intend  this  whole  affair 
to  he  an  entire  secret  between  me  and — my  wife." 

"What  are  you  talking  about  ?" 
"  Simply  that  the  young  lady  who  is  now  ar- 

ranging the  hair  of  Miss  Lillie  Taylor  will  re- 
turn to  New  York  Mrs.  Meliboeus  Barcarole, 

Jun.  I  know  that  it  seems  hard  to  deprive  you 
of  the  noble  gift  of  speech.  I  myself  shall  suffer 
more  severely  than  you  can  imagine  by  the  de- 

privation of  your  kindly  tones  and  my  uncle's 
inspired  utterances  ;  but  recollect  what  you  gain 
to  balance  the  loss.  You  may  both  be  present 
at  the  best  scenes  of  all  our  piquant  courtship — 
you  can  assist  me,  oh,  indescribably,  if  you  will ! 
and  then  think,  my  beloved  lyric  kinsman,  what 
an  opportunity  you  will  have  for  the  gradual  de- 

velopment of  a  drama,  upon  the  basis  of  this 
joke,  which  will  eclipse  all  your  past  fame  on 
both  continents.  Just  f\incy  it !  Already,  how 
the  titles  for  the  surpassing  work  crowd  on  mo  ! 
'  The  Delicious  Deception,  a  Dithyrambic  of 
the  Deaf-and-Dumb !'  Or,  '  Love  Lassoed  by  a 
Lute-String!!'  Or,  ' Pseudo-Meliboeus,  and 
his  Marriage  with  a  Muse-Mad  Maiden ! !  !' " 

"  Meliboeus,  you  hair-brained  rogue ! — " 
"Put  it  in  any  shape  you  please.  Drama — 

five  acts.  Romance — ten  cantos — Maud  style — 
I.,  IL,  III.,  IV.,  big  Roman  numerals.  Oh, 
delicious  !    And  10011' t  it  take  ?    Dear  me !" 

"Wife,  I  don't  know  but  the  young  scamp's 
right !    Shall  we  forgive  him  ?" 

"Oh,  it's  all  very  well  for  you,  Mr.  Barca- 
role, you  get  paid  for  keeping  your  mouth  shut 

now,  by  being  able  to  sing  poems  with  it  bj^-and- 
by ;  but  I'm  only  a  poor  little  woman,  and  no 
poet — my  mouth  goes  unrewarded — unused  ut- 
terly—" 

Both  the  Meliboei  jumped  np  at  once  and 
falsified  tlie  statement  by  occupying  opposite 
sides  of  that  pretty  little  wronged  aperture  with 
a  sonorous,  long  kiss, 

"Forgive  me,  deary,  deary  aunt!  Be  good 
and  help  me !  Oh,  do  help  me !  I  have  been 
joking ;  but  I  tell  you  seriously  now,  that  all 
my  happiness  for  the  rest  of  my  days  depends  on 
this  thing's  turning  out  well — and  I  know  you 
will  be  as  good  to  me  as  you  always  have  been 
— do,  dear  Aunt  Barcarole !" 

So  it  ended  with  our  both  being  merciful  to 
the  rogue. 
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IV. 
Tilings  went  on  delightfully.  Mrs.  Barcarole 

and  1  lived,  day  after  day,  in  a  delicious  atmos- 
phere of  courtship,  all  fragrant  and  full  of  sunny 

sparkles  as  the  one  wherein  we  first  kissed  and 
cooed  twenty  years  ago.  Seeing  those  young 
peoj)le  together,  hearing  their  long,  sweet,  silly.. 
talks,  watching  their  innocent  dalliance,  know- 

ing that  every  hour  they  grew  deeper,  and  still 
deeper  enamored— all  this  lifted  us  quite  out 
again  from  the  sober,  settled  marriage  twilight 
into  which  we,  like  even  the  warmest  of  lovers, 
had  passed  with  the  course  of  years. 

And  Lillie  Taylor  was  so  beautiful,  so  orig- 
inal, so  good — an  emigrant  from  Arcadia,  just 

"come  over" — a  citizen  of  the  unfallcn  virgin 
world.  In  her  life  there  was  none  of  that  stilt- 
edness  which  had  appeared  in  her  letter,  or,  if 
there  was  the  same  pure  enthusiasm  and  rhap- 

sody, now  that  we  knew  her  it  did  not  seem 
stilted.  She  was  a  most  imi)assioned  creature 
— but  her  fire  burned  without  smoke  or  soot — 
there  was  no  taint  of  bad  self-consciousness  in 
her  emotion.  She  never  was  ashamed  of  her- 

self, as  most  impulsive  people  happen  to  be  fifty 
times  a  day — there  was  nothing  to  be  ashamed 
of.  Yet  I  blessed  Heaven,  over  and  over  again, 
that  it  had  cast  her,  fresh-risen,  like  the  yet 
pure  Venus,  above  the  waters  of  this  world, 
upon  our  poetic  shores.  There  were  few  places 
where  she  could  possibly  have  been  understood 
but  Eclogue  Cottage — elsewhere  she  Avould  have 
been  the  horror  of  approjiriate  beings,  or,  if  tol- 

erated at  all,  only  under  the  shadow  of  that  in- 
sulting protection  known  as  "making  allow- 

ances" for  one.  As  for  us,  though  we  had  been 
startled  at  first  by  the  purcness  of  a  pearl  which 
was  so  unusual  as  to  challenge  suspicion  lest  it 
were  mock,  we  soon  came  to  make  the  only  al- 

lowance that  was  made  for  our  own  worldliness 
— not  her  unworldliness. 

I  do  not  suppose  that  she  ever  once  gave  a 
name  to  the  feeling  she  was  cherishing  for  Mel- 

iboeus. She  was  perfectly  satisfied  ;  she  drank 
in  happiness  to  the  full,  and  that  was  all  she 
knew,  as  she  walked  lingeringly  through  the 
woody  lanes  with  that  naughty  make-believe 
poet's  arm  folding  her  waist,  her  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  and  their  tongues  alternately,  or  in 
duet,  running  on  to  tlie  music  of  his  borrowed 
verses,  quoted  at  all  times  and  in  all  places  with 
an  admiration  on  her  part  great  enough  to  have 
flattered  the  rogue  into  an  insi^iration  of  his 
own. 

Meanwhile  the  deaf-and-dumb  man  and  his 
wife  sat  by,  looking  on,  seeing  and  hearing 
many  sweet,  and  a  number  of  funny  things,  with 
an  exhilaration  that  almost  boiled  over. 

As  yet  the  pastoral  aftection  of  the  pair  had 
not  reached  that  tender  spot  on  the  stair-case 
of  love,  the  landing-place  of  the  first  kiss.  Mrs. 
Barcarole  and  I  were  favored  enough  to  be  close 
by  when  they  did  come  to  it.  And  the  manner 
thereof  was  droll  exceedingly. 

The  whole  of  one  dreamy,  lotus-eating  after- 
noon, the  two  had  been  sitting  together  on  the 
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tiH-f  between  the  great  roots  of  my  favorite  lawn 
elm,  talking  poetry  and  romance  as  usual,  while 
ray  wife  and  I  amused  ourselves  with  the  pre- 

tended occupations  of  knitting  and  reading,  upon 
a  rustic  seat  within  easy  ear-shot.  By-and-by 
we  heard  Lillie  say, 

"Mr,  Barcarole,  there  is  one  favor  I  want 
3-0U  to  do  me,  that  I  have  never  asked  yet. 
Make  me  an  impromptu." 

My  eye  caught  Meliboeus's  just  then,  and  a more  comical  look  of  agony  I  never  saw  in  the 
world.  The  struggle  going  on  between  Hum- 

bug, whose  existence  dejjended  on  asserting  its 
indefinite  capacity  for  all  things  poetic,  and 
Truth,  groaning  to  say  "Never  did  such  a  thing 
in  my  life  I''  showed  on  his  face  like  a  very  bad 
fit  of  toothache.  I  gave  a  maliciously  good- 
humored  chuckle  in  spite  of  myself,  and  pre- 

tended it  was  something  very  rich  in  the  volume 
of  Bibb's  Discourses  I  was  reading  that  did  it. 
Meliboeus  threw  a  pleading  glance  at  me,  and 
answered  with  a  desperate  sprightliness, 

"Oh!  do  you  like  impromptus  ?  Now  real- 
ly, for  my  part,  I  think  they  are  the  very  shal- 

lowest pools  in  the  stream  of  song.  I  don't  re- 
collect when  I  have  made  one."' 

"But  just  try  it,  please,  for  once.  I  know 
you  can  improvise.  I  saw  a  notice  of  you  in 
the  Lady's  Magazine  as  long  ago  as  I  can  re- 

member, that  said  you  were  only  equaled  in 
that  way,  though  not  surpassed,  by  the  Italian 
improvisatori.  Come,  that's  a  dear  man.  I 
shall  keep  it  forever  to  remember  you  by." 

And  the  little  creature  took  out  a  note-book 
of  visiting-card  dimensions,  and  a  pencil  like  a 
button-needle,  to  be  ready. 

For  a  moment  Meliboeus  caught  his  breath, 
and  then,  with  the  sudden  determination  of  get- 

ting as  much  as  possible  for  the  terrific  risk  to 
his  laurels,  he  said, 

"Yes,  I  do  it  on  one  condition.  You  grant 
me  a  favor  in  return,  and  pay  it  beforehand 
Sooner  or  later  I  must  have  taken  it  without 

asking,  for  I'm  wanting  it  more  and  more  every minute.  Give  me  one  of  your  very  sweetest 
kisses,  Lillie  Taylor!" 

The  young  girl  hesitated  for  a  moment  and 
blushed,  glanced  askance  at  Mrs.  Barcarole  and 
me,  saw  us  very  busy,  and  remembered  we  were 
deaf  and  dumb,  then  made  up  one  of  the  most 
witching  little  mouths,  and  looked  "Well,  if 
you  must"  at  ■Meliboeus. 

The  young  man  did  not  expect  this  prompt- 
ness, evidently.  He  had  flirted  in  town,  among 

the  window-curtains  at  parties,  out  of  town,  on 
watering-place  piazzas,  but  I  doubt  exceedingly 
if  he  ever  asked  for  a  kiss  in  so  matter-of-fact 
and  direct  a  style  before,  and  had  it  granted  so 
pure-heartedly  and  quickly.  | 

But  he  adapted  himself  to  this  new  phase  of 
woman's  character  very  creditably.  And  when 
his  lips  settled,  with  all  the  chivalric  gentleness 
of  a  humming-l)ird  dipping  into  a  fuschia,  upon  j 
those  of  Lillie  Taylor,  I  wondered,  peeping  o^'tr 
my  spectacles,  whether  he  Avas  thinking  of  the 
impromptu.    He  assured  me  afteru  ard  that  that 

consideration  for  the  moment  was  entirely  ban- 
ishe(f  from  his  mind.  If  so,  and  it  be  true  that 
the  verse  he  made  was  as  entirely  without  imme- 

diate forethought  as  mine  would  have  been  like- 
ly to  be  at  that  age,  just  after  the  absorption  of  my 

first  kiss  from  the  girl  I  loved,  then  I  must  say 
I  consider  the  effort  a  clear  case  of  Cupid's  own 
inspiration,  for  I  never  imagined  before  that 
that  boy  could  realize  the  coincidence  in  termin- 

ation of  "frog"  and  "log." 
"And  now  for  the  impromptu,"  said  Lillie 

Taylor.  "It  ought  to  be  a  very  good  one, 
naughty  poet,  for  you  have  broken  the  bouquet 
in  my  belt  all  to  jjieces." With  a  desperate  enthusiasm  ^Meliboeus  be- 

gan: 
"  Sweet  girl,  those  damaged  roses  speak 
More — hold  on  a  minute — oh,  yes — than  my  lips  could in  a  -week ; 
My  heart  just  touched  them,  they  -were  —  were  —  well, say — shattered ; 
It  must  be  contagious — to  be— battered." 

Lillie  Taylor  clapped  her  hands. 
"Is  that  the  Avay  they  improvise  ?"  said  she. 

"It's  very  funny.    I  like  it,  though.    Is  that 

one  of  your  best  ?" "Better  than  any  thing  I  ever  said.  Better 
than  any  thing  in  my  published  poems."  And 
Meliboeus  looked  over  at  me  with  a  triumph- 

ant relief  which  silenced  sai'casm.  I  did  not 
chuckle ;  but  Mrs.  Barcarole  did,  very  quietly, 
in  a  gentle,  approving  way,  as  women  do  when 
they  see  a  thing  of  that  sort  going  all  right. 
Lillie  Taylor  put  down  the  impromptu  on  her 
note-book.  So  did  I\Ielibceus  on  his.  And  he 
has  written  for  the  journals  ever  since — a  strik- 

ing instance  of  the  revelation  of  slumbering 
powers  which  may  be  efiected  by  a  pretty  wo- 

man, who  moreover  is  good  and  loving. 
It  was  proposed  that  same  afternoon,  when 

the  sun  had  reached  a  comfortable  nearness  to 
his  bedtime,  that  we  should  ride  to  the  village 
of  Middletown  Centre  behind  the  bays.  That 
idea  seemed  acceptable,  and  after  a  very  pleas- 

ant hour,  y\Q  all  stood  on  the  platform  of  the 
station  enjoying,  what,  to  us  simple  country 
folk  was  a  pleasant  exhilaration,  seeing  the 
evening  train  come  in.  Among  the  passengers 
there  stepped  from  the  cars  a  smaU  boy,  with  a 
bundle  of  placards  under  his  arm,  and  a  very 
mussy  paste-pot  hanging  from  his  hand.  Lillie 
and  Meliboeus  were  now  separated  by  the  crowd 
from  my  wife  and  me,  and  did  not  notice  him. 
We  did,  and  saw  him  plaster  up  in  a  very  con- 

spicuous position  on  the  outer  wall  of  the  sta- 
tion-house one  of  the  bills  from  his  package. 

"Perhaps  it  is  a  circus  coming,"  said  Mrs. 
Barcarole.     "The  children  will  like  to  see  the 
I  monkeys.    They  come  back  from  school  next 

week,  you  know." No.    It  was  no  circus — monkeys  were  not 
even  indirectly  mentioned — and  with  faces  of 

j  mingled  perplexity  and  horror  we  read  and  saw 
it  was — something  else. 

I  left  my  wife  standing  by  the  bill  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  sought  out  my  nephew.  Signing 
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my  excuse  to  Lillie,  I  drew  him  aside,  and 
whispered  to  him  to  j^o  to  his  aunt ;  then  took 
the  yomi<;  hidy  under  my  i»rotcction,  while  he 
hurried  olV  to  the  spot. 

When  he  reaehcd  tlicrc  he  read  as  follows, 
with  what  emotions  I  leave  to  be  imagined : 

^'$500  UEWAliPI 
"Tlio  above  siuu  will  be  paid  to  any  one  who  will  give 

information  leading  to  the  discovery  of  Miss  Lillie  Tay- 
lor, a  yonng  lady  who  left  the  house  of  licr  guardian,  the 

subsci  iber,  on  the  Sth  ult.,  and  has  not  .«incc  been  seen  or 
heard  from." 

Here  followed  her  description.  Then  the 
placard  continued  : 

"At  the  time  of  her  departure  her  intention  was  the 
paying  a  visit  to  her  aunt,  Jlrs.  Tabitha  Sears  of  Chelms- 

ford; but  as  that  lady  lias  not  the  slightest  knowledge 
of  her  whereabouts,  it  is  feared  she  has  been  forcibly  ab- 

ducted, or  that  other  foul  play  has  been  instrumental  in 
her  disappearance.  Persons  able  to  give  the  slightest 
clew  to  her  present  situation  will  receive  the  reward  above 
stated,  and  the  sincere  thanks  ot  her  very  anxious  rela- 

tives. COTTIX  IjAYLES, '•No.  —  Broad  St." 

"Now  what  have  you  got  to  say?"  asked Mrs,  Barcarole. 
The  only  opinion  Meliboeus  vouchsafed  was, 

that  it  was  a  very  pretty  kettle  of  fish.  To 
which  his  aunt  acceded  cordially, 

"And  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it  ?" 
"Discover  her  whereabouts  to  her  guardian, 

and  claim  the  $500,  That  amount  I  shall  in- 
vest, one  half  in  a  saddle  horse  for  my  uncle, 

the  other  in  furs  for  you,  to  pay  you  for  being 
such  good  dummies." 

"  So  you  will  back  out  after  all  ?" 
"Wait  till  to-morrow  morning,  and  see  if  I 

do." The  whistle  was  just  blowing  for  the  depart- 
ure of  the  train  when  Meliboeus  tapped  the 

placard  boy  on  the  shoulder. 

"You  needn't  go  any  farther  up  the  road. Take  the  next  train  back  to  town,  and  tell  Mr. 
Bayles  to  meet  me — no  matter  what  my  name 
is — at  this  station  to-morrow  at  twelve  o'clock, 
I  Avill  give  him  the  information  he  wants." 

The  boy  stared  for  a  minute,  not  knowing 
whether  he  was  being  victimized.  But  Meli- 

boeus quietly  drew  the  placards  from  under  his 
arm,  thus  leaving  him  no  option,  paid  him  for 
them  at  the  rate  of  a  cent  a  piece,  and  said, 
"Mind  me,"  in  a  voice  which  reassured  him. 
He  then  scratched  down  the  still  wet  bill  from 
the  wall,  and  returned  with  his  aunt  to  me. 

That  night  we  were  all  sitting  after  tea  in  the 
library  by  one  of  the  windows  Avhicli  opened 
upon  the  veranda.  Meliboeus  and  Lillie  had 
taken  their  places  upon  the  sill — it  was  their 
favorite  «eat,  for  it  had  no  back,  and  that  gave 
the  young  man  a  pretext  for  supporting  the 
waist  of  the  little  girl  with  his  arm.  She  was 
now  leaning  with  her  elbow  on  his  knee,  and 
looking  up  rapturously  into  his  face  as  he  re- 

cited one  of  my  poems  : 

"To  be  great,  yet  not  for  glory — 
To  be  famed,  yet  not  for  pride — 

Sung  in  songs,  rehearsed  in  story, 
Lifted  up,  yea,  deified — 

Only  to  {(•(•.{  that  you 
WtTC  given  your  queenly  duo 

In  being  honored  by  my  side." 
Finishing  the  ])0cm,  his  voice  grew  yet  more 
earnest. 

"Lillie  Taylor,  when  you  came  to  Eclogue 
Cottage,  or  rather  when  you  started  for  it,  what 
was  your  feeling  for  that  person  known  as  Meli- 

boeus Barcarole — the  exact  nature  and  extent 

of  it,  1  mean,  if  you  can  define  it?" 
She  thought  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then  an- 

swered considerately : 
"It  was  intense  admiration — reverence  for 

your  great  mind." "You  are  sure  you  would  have  come  just  as 
soon  if  you  had  known  me  to  be  the  father  of  a 

family — an  old  man  already  married?" I  could  see  that  Lillie  Taylor  caught  the  hint 
contained  in  these  words,  for  even  in  the  moon- 

light her  face  suddenly  flushed  scarlet,  and  with 
a  manner  of  wounded  pride,  or  as  if  she  would 
withdraw  misplaced  confidence,  she  removed 

her  elbow  from  the  young  man's  knee  and  said, spiritedly, 

"I  came  to  enjoy  seeing  and  hearing  the 
j)oei — I  do  not  have  to  leave  New  York  to  Jind 

a  ?//«//." "  Do  not  be  offended.  I  meant  nothing  un- 
pleasant. You  will  understand  why  I  ask  the 

question  in  a  moment.  You  have  been  here  now 
a  month.  When  your  letter  came  I  expected  to 
receive  you  as  a  devotee.  Lillie  Taylor ! — every 
day  you  have  been  here  has  made  me  yours — 
you  have  grown  dearer  to  me  than  all  the  fame 
I  could  win  if  I  were  a  Homer !  And  tell  me — 

sincerely,  from  your  deep,  true  woman's  heart 
— has  any  such  change  happened  in  your  feeling 
for  me  ?    Do  you  love  me,  dearest  ?" 

Proba])ly  she  awoke  to  know  it  for  the  first 
time.  For  she  became  pale  again  as  the  moon 
that  was  silvering  them  both,  and  trembled  from 
head  to  foot  as  she  filtered  out, 

"It  has  all  been  like  some  long,  beautiful 
dream — yet  I  know  now  that  I  do — yes,  I  do  love 

you  with  all  my.  heart," I  checked  mjiself  just  in  time  not  to  say 
"Hurrah,"  But  they  would  not  have  heard 
me,  or  any  thing  but  their  own  hearts,  which 
were  now  throbbing  close  together  in  the  strange 
gladness  of  their  first  love  embrace,  Meliboeus 

spoke  first, 
"And  you  arc  sure,  dearest  love,  ])erfcetly 

sure  that  it  is  not  admiration  for  my  talents  in 

the  least  degree  that  makes  you  love  me?" 
"If  you  had  never  Avritten  a  line — if  you 

hated  poetry — if  you  were  as  unknown  and  un- 
talented  as  your  poor  uncle — I  would  love  you 

just  as  much." "Then  I  will  dare  to  make  a  confession  to 
you.  Forgive  me,  if  you  can ;  but  what  you 
just  supposed,  for  the  mere  question's  sake,  is true — a  fact.  I  am  7(ot  the  Meliboeus  Barcarole 
Avho  is  a  poet — I  am  not  famous — I  am  nothing 
but  a  man  who  loves  you  with  his  whole  soul ! 

Lillie,  can  you  love  me  yet  ?" 
"Why,  what  in  the  world  do  you  mean  ?" 
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"This,  sweet  one — that  I  have  -worn  a  mask 
ever  since  you  have  been  here — I  have  made 
believe  that  I  was  the  poet,  only  because  I 
feared  that  without  that  you  would  never,  never 
think  of  me,  care  for  me,  love  me.  For,  ab- 

sorbed in  the  famous  uncle,  how  could  you  ever 
have  looked  even  at  the  unheard-of  nephew? 
Oh  !  it  was  very  wrong  to  be  such  a  cheat ;  but 
think  what  a  temptation  beset  me  when  I  knew 

that  I  might  thus  be  deciding  a  whole  life's  hap- 

piness." ''You  amaze  me!  Who  is  the  poet?  Is 
there  one  at  all?" 

"  It  is  my  uncle,  Barcarole,  who  sits  right  be- 
hind us  on  the  divan.  Bless  his  dear  soul  for 

giving  you  to  me  !" "And  is  he  really  deaf  and  dumb?" 
"Not  a  bit  of  it,  nor  my  aunt  either.  Can 

you — can  you  forgive  me?" 
"  Oh,  you  shameful,  wicked  sham !  You  bad 

man!  You  imitation  pearl  —  you  paste  dia- 
mond !  I  am  so  angry  with  you  I  hardly  know 

how  to  speak !" 
"  Well,  Lillie  !  It  is  all  as  I  feared — I  have 

sinned  too  much  to  be  forgiven.  I  am  not  wor- 
thy of  you — the  rest  of  my  life  must  be  spent  in 

repentance  for  the  folly  that  has  lost  you.  I 

will  go  to-morrow." He  rose  to  leave  her,  with  a  face  that  was  full 
of  intense  pain ;  but  just  then  the  conflicting 
feelings  in  Lillie  Taylor's  bosom  grew  too  much 
to  keep  in,  and  v/oman's  ready  relief  came,  as 
she  threw  herself  upon  the  breast  of  the  penitent 
young  humbug,  sobbing,  and  saying  in  a  choked 
voice,  "  Oh,  don't — don't — I  do  love  you — I  do 

IMrs.  Barcarole  and  I  had  borne  it  as  long  as 
possible.  We  threw  ourselves  into  the  affecting 
scene,  and  mixed  up  our 'arms  and  lips  inextri- 

cably with  those  of  the  two  lovers,  kissing  and 
hugging,  crying  and  laughing,  hurrahing  and 
soothing.  And  when  we  had  all  exhausted 
ourselves  we  sat  down. 

"It  has  all  ended  so  happily  now,"  said  I, 
feeling  called  on  to  address  the  meeting,  "  that 
I  am  hardly  sorry  that  we  were  all  such  rascals. 
Lillie  Taylor,  forgive  me  a*  well  as  Melly. 
Wife,  I  am  a  humbug,  thou  art  a  humbug,  he 
is  a  humbug — we,  ye,  they  are  humbugs  ;  but, 
future,  indicative,  and  negative,  we  will  never 
do  it  again.  I  am  the  poet  you  admired,  Lillie. 

If  you've 
"  'The  sliglitoist  particle 

Of  that  pleasant  article — ' 
left  for  me,  do  me  the  favor  to  let  mc  ring  for 
the  waiter,  send  after  our  minister  and  give  you 
to  the  man  that  loves  you.  And  thank  your 
aunt,  Meliboeus,  for  liaving  fallen  in  love  with 
me  and  carried  me  off  twenty  years  syne — or, 
you  may  be  sure,  you'd  never  have  been  my 
proxy  in  the  entertainment  of  this  visitor!" 

And  the  two  were  married  that  very  night. 
As  I  came  up  into  our  cozy  little  bedroom  I 

saw  the  last  review,  Avith  a  flattering  notice  of 
me  on  the  table,  and  then  I  looked  at  my  good, 
smiling,  happy  wife.  As  a  symbolic  act,  I  threw 
the  magazine  on  the  floor,  kicked  it  across  the 

room,  and  kissed  Mrs.  Barcarole  with  a  fervent 
enthusiasm,  crying, 

"  Oh,  ye  gods !  how  much  better  to  be  loved 
than  to  be  admired !" 

V. 

The  next  morning  broke  on  us  as  clear  and 
smiling  as  it  ought,  to  honor  worthily  those  dear 
young  people's  first  married  day.  And  all  our 
faces  Avere  as  clear — the  masks  gone  forever — 
the  tongues  untied — and  the  naughtiness  of  the 
past  weeks  forgiven  by  Lillie,  and  forgotten  in 
the  dove-like,  before-breakfast  kissas  which  she 

gave  us  all. 
"And  now,  my  dear  wife,"  said  Meliboeus, 

in  the  serene  and  lovely  dignity  of  being  mar- 
ried, which  fitted  him  so  much  better  than  lau- 

rels— "how  would  you  like  to  go  with  me  this 
morning  and  give  somebody  a  delightful  sur- 

prise ?  Your  guardian,  as  I  learned  indirectly 
yesterday,  is  a  little  worried  at  your  absence, 
and  to  put  his  mind  at  ease  I  have  invited  him 
to  come  up  in  the  twelve  o'clock  train  and  hear 
all  about  you.  Will  you  go  down  with  me  to 

meet  him  ?" Lillie  looked  a  little  confused.  Then  said 

she,  "Dear  deaf-and-dumb-ies,  will  you  prom- 
ise to  be  really  dumb  if  I'll  tell  you  soniething  ? 

You  too,  Melly — I  never  said  a  word  about  it 
before,  for  I  wouldn't  have  it  get  out  for  the 
world — but  now,  as  it's  all  in  the  family,  I'll 
speak  it.  Just  tlic  day  before  I  ran  away,  I  got 
a  little  note  from  my  guardian,  Mr.  Bayles,  and 
it  actually  asked  me  to  be  his  wife,  just  like  any 
matter  of  business,  and  ended  with  promising 

to  build  a  green-house  if  I  would.  I  haven't  any 
doubt  it  was  Avritten  in  the  very  same  style  that 
his  letters  about  coffee,  and  tea,  and  molasses 
are,  down  in  Broad  Street.  I  never  answered 
it — it  frightened  me  out  of  my  wits — and  then 
I  came  up  here.  Oh  my !  won't  he  be  angry 
when  he  sees  me !  But  then,  the  idea  of  my 
being  step-mother  to  young  Cottin  Bayles, 
who's  older  than  I  am,  and  does  nothing  but 
dress  and  cultivate  horrid  habits.  Nobody'd  like 
to  be  it,  I'm  sure.  It's  too  ridiculous.  But 
never  mind — I'll  go  with  you — only  don't  let 
him  make  you  angry  or  say  any  thing  rude, 

dear." 

We  had  been  so  long  practicing  ruses  that 
we  couldn't  quite  yet  consent  to  abjure  them 
utterly,  and  so  contrived  one  which  was  carried 
out  as  follows : 

Lillie,  Meliboeus,  Mrs.  B.,  and  myself,  made 
up  our  usual  partie  carree  and  drove  down  to 
the  station.  When  we  heard  the  train  coming 
the  two  ladies  and  I  hid  in  the  baggtige  room, 
leaving  the  door  just  enough  ajar  to  let  iis  watch 
the  operations  of  my  nephew. 
Among  the  very  first  passengers  that  leaped 

to  the  ground,  was  the  Dr.  Bartolo  of  our  dear 
little  Rosina.  Meliboeus  knew  him  instantly — 
who  does  not  know  Cottin  Bayles,  Senior,  that 
has  ever  been  in  New  York,  operated  on  'Change, 
and  attended  Leviathan  Anniversary  Meetings 
of  Brobdignagian  Societies?  And,  in  spite  of 

I  his  intense  anxiety,  he  seemed  to  stand  exist- 
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cr, encc  remarkably  avcII,  and  to  be  as  beaming  ' with  intense  well-to-doishness  as  ever.  Before 
he  could  look  around  or  make  in([uirics  of  any  : 
body  Meliboeus  had  taken  him  pathetically  by 
the  immaculate  olive  right  glove,  and  observed  j 
to  him,  in  a  tone  of  profound  sympathy,  j 

"I  am  the  person,  Mr.  Bayles,  who  sent  to  ̂  
confer  with  you  upon  the  painful  subject  of  the 
unfortunate  young  lady." 

"  INIy  dear  Sir,  you  will  oblige  me  by  instant- 
ly relieving  the  deep  solicitude  under  which  I 

labor.  For  days  past  I  have  neglected  all  the 
fluctuations  of  the  market— sugars  have  risen 
and  fallen~I  pay  no  attention  to  them  Avhat- 
ever — to  speak  vulgarly,  my  business  is  by  the 
ears — I  am  preoccupied,  abstracted.  1  hope 
she  isn't  dead  I" 
"No— she  still  lives." 
"And  can  you  tell  me  where  I  may  find  her  ? 

It  is  of  the  utmost  importance  to  her  prospects 
that  she  returns  with  me.  In  strict  confidence, 
I  will  tell  you  that  one  of  the  wealthiest  and 
most  prominent  men  in  New  York  has  made 
overtures  for  her  hand.  I  feel  as  if  I  should  like 
to  aid  him.  Let  us  come  to  business — what  do 

you  know  of  her  ?" 
"Yes — -just  as  you  say — business — and  that 

includes  the  $500  reward.  You  may  notice,  in 
looking  at  me,  that  I  do  not  suffer  from  the 
want  of  it ;  but  I  wish  to  aid  a  literary  man  not 
over-rich,  who  has  been  prominent  in  acts  of 
the  greatest  kindness  to  your  ward.  Give  me 
your  check,  then,  and  I  produce  her." 

I  rushed  out  of  my  concealment. 
"  No  no,  Meliboeus,  that  is  carrying  the  joke 

a  little  too  far.  I  am  authorized  by  that  liter- 
ary man  to  say  he  will  receive  no  money — be- 
ing satisfied  with  the  consciousness  of  a  noble 

action," 
Mr.  Bayles  stared  at  us  both — not  knowing 

in  the  least  what  to  make  of  it. 

"Perhaps  you  are  right,  uncle — more  espe- 
cially as  Mr.  Bayles  might  think  his  money 

thrown  away,  when  he  discovered  how  little  we 
are  able  to  assist  his  prominent  wealthy  friend. 
Aunt,  Lillie  darling!  will  you  favor  us  with 

your  presence?" The  two  ladies  emerged  from  their  hiding- 
place,  and  with  mingled  condescension,  and  a 
proper  guardianly  displeasure  at  the  conduct  of 
his  ward,  Mr.  Bayles  took  Lillie  by  the  hand, 
saying, 

"  In  spite  of  the  past,  I  am  glad  to  see  you 
again.  Miss  Taylor." 
"Thank  you,  Mr.  Bayles,  you  are  very, 

kind." 
"Oh  dear  me!"  cried  Meliboeus.  "You 

needn't  be  so  fearfully  reserved,  Mr.  Bayles. 
I  shall  always  consider  you  as  a  venerable  friend 
of  the  family.    You  may  kiss  my 

"  Sir,  this  is  no  joking  matter  !" 
"I  never  was  more  cheerfully  serious  in  my 

life." 
"Are  you  his  wife,  Mistress  Lillie?" 
"  I  am  so  happy  as  to  be  that  person." 
"Then  I  consider  you  all  a  precious  set  of 

scanii)S,  and  bid  you  a  correspondingly  respect- 
ful good-morning.  You  may  suflfer  for  this  yet, 

Sir!" 

But  he  never  has.  On  the  contrary,  he  is 
rejoicing  to  this  day  in  the  results  of  that  month 
at  Eclogue  Cottage,  when  his  uncle's  verses were  the  jirelude  to  that  sweet  music  which  thus 
far  fills  his  heart  and  Lillie's  in  their  happy 
married  life — when  the  gift  of  a  wife,  better 
than  all  laurels,  crowned  the  loan  of  a  Lyre ! 

ENJOYABLENESS. 

THE  other  day  I  chanced  to  get,  from  my 
little  boy,  a  lesson  in  the  minor  ethics  of 

life  that  I  shall  be  slow  to  forget.  It  came 
upon  me  unexpectedly ;  but  all  the  better  for 
that,  I  verily  believe,  as  I  often  notice  that  my 
best  blessings  reach  me  from  unlooked-for  quar- 

ters. Trouble  and  sorrow,  so  far  as  we  can 
prepare  for  them,  ought  not  to  come  unawares. 
With  happiness,  and  especially  witii  instruction, 
it  is  different.  The  back-door  is  their  entrance. 
But  to  the  lesson. 

In  my  eagerness  to  contribute  to  the  happi- 
ness of  the  lovely  boy  I  had  expended  a  few 

dollars  in  purchases  at  the  toy-shop.  When  I 
took  them  home  and  presented  them  to  him,  he 
seemed  very  glad,  and  forthwith  went  to  amus- 

ing himself  with  them.  I  thought  they  Avere 
just  the  things — the  very  things  for  him ;  and 
as  I  had  exercised  some  ingenuity  in  selecting 
them,  I  confess  to  a  little  vanity  in  watching 
the  experiment  of  making  him  happy.  A  few 

days  passed  off',  and  I  began  to  find  him  rather 
indifferent  to  what  his  mother,  wiser  than  my- 

self, called  his  shop-happincss.  And  it  grew 
upon  the  little  fellow  ;  and  not  long  after  I  was 
somewhat  mortified,  despite  of  wife's  sager  phi- 

losophy, to  see  that  he  had  cast  them  altogeth- 
er aside,  and  was  very  busy  manufacturing  his 

own  amusements. 
I  was  rather  chagrined,  as  already  stated ; 

not  that  I  was  weak  enough  to  suppose  that 
nature  in  the  boy  ought  to  yield  her  ancient 
ways  of  thinking  and  acting  to  my  quarter  of  a 
century  Avisdom,  but  slightly  touched  in  my  van- 

ity that  I  really  knew  so  little  of  the  genuine 
instincts  of  the  heart.  When  I  saw  the  boy 
turning  so  independently  from  his  painted  toys, 
and  taking  to  sand-houses  built  on  his  feet,  to 
paper-kites  with  broom-straws,  and  miniature 
mills  of  his  own  making,  I  did  not  think  the 
less  of  him,  but  of  myself  for  trying  to  dictate 
how  he  should  be  happy.  And  this  was  the 
lesson  I  learned :  that  Nature  is  always  aiming 
to  awaken  within  us  a  free  and  spontaneous  en- 
joyability,  and  that  if  left  to  ourselves,  to  nat- 

ural and  healthy  instincts,  to  our  own  simple 
tastes  and  pursuits,  wc  shall  have  much  more 
pleasure  than  when  we  torture  her  to  adopt  our 
poor  methods  of  being  happy.  The  boy  could  do 
without  artificial  excitements.  Costliness  was 
not  essential  to  his  easy-flowing  joy.  Hoops, 
sticks  to  play  horses  with,  were  worth  more  than 
shop-happiness.  And  I  am  sure  this  is  Nature's 
way  with  all  of  us,  until  we  quite  overmaster 
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her  kind  authority.  I  was  late  in  finding  it  out ; 
but,  thanks  to  the  boy,  I  did  learn  that  Nature 
is  very  bountiful  if  we  do  not  scorn  and  crush 
her,  and  that  she  has  a  most  heavenly  way  of 
giving  us  pleasure  ere  we  know  what  she  is  in- 

tent on  doing. 
I  prize  the  lesson — I  prize  it  highly.  And 

since  that  day  of  instruction  I  have  been  some- 
what of  another  man,  breathing  pleasure  in  the 

air,  inhaling  it  from  fields  and  flowers  fresh 
every  morning  with  the  odorous  charms  of  a 
purified  world,  drinking  it  in  water,  receiving 
it  from  sunny  faces  met  on  the  street,  and  im- 

bibing it  in  countless  forms  from  the  myriad 
sources  of  gratification  opened  around  me.  All 
of  us  have  some  such  experiences.  That  is, 
every  body  has  occasional  glimpses  of  the  in- 

herent fullness  of  life,  of  the  well  of  happiness 
within.  Few,  however,  are  wise  toward  them- 

selves. Few  learn  any  thing  out  of  the  depths 
of  their  own  souls.  Nature  keeps  the  best  school 
ever  taught ;  but  I  fear  that  only  a  small  num- 

ber ever  go  to  her  for  truth  and  knowledge. 
Of  one  thing  I  am  well  assured  :  that  human 

Nature  has  far  more  resources  of  happiness  than 
are  generally  used.  There  is  more  provided 
for  us  than  Ave  know.  It  is  either  a  poor  Na- 

ture or  a  rich  Nature,  as  we  use  it.  Learn  its 
laws,  obey  its  guidance,  penetrate  its  depths, 
and  it  is  a  far  nobler  thing  than  we  can  exhaust. 
Ten  thousand  calls  on  it  for  strength,  impulse, 
endurance,  blessedness,  arc  all  promptly,  freely 
answered,  and  ten  thousand  greater  responses 
are  still  left  ready  for  new  summonings.  Ap- 
])eal  to  its  imperial  grandeur,  and  it  will  not 
dishonor  the  demand  ;  but  treat  it  distrustingly, 
scornfully,  and  it  will  refuse  you  every  request. 
At  once  it  is  poverty-blasted.  Nor  will  it  stop 
at  your  limits,  but  go  lower  and  lower  down, 
sounding  fathoms  of  degradation.  A  nature 
belied  is  awfully  revengeful.  The  demons  feast 
and  fiitten  at  its  table,  and  leave  you  to  starve. 
But  a  nature  prized  according  to  God's  estimate, 
loved  as  self  but  not  selfishly,  served  in  the  sense 
for  spirit's  sake — such  a  nature  makes  good  the 
assurances  of  instinct,  and  draws  the  ])lenitude 
of  the  universe  into  its  faculties.  Hoping  in 
the  right  way,  men  can  not  hope  for  too  much 
from  themselves.  If  separated  from  God's  truth 
and  love,  they  are  separated  from  every  thing 
great  and  good.  Men  imagine  that  they  can 
live  in  the  world  and  dismiss  God  as  an  incon- 

venient, or  expletive,  or  obsolete  idea.  Such  a 
falsehood  instantly  converts  the  world  into  an 
alien  sphere.  Its  very  gravitation  to  such  a  be- 

ing becomes  a  lie.  Things  cease  to  be  realities, 
and  sink  into  hollow  forms  without  substance. 
It  is  a  painted  universe  of  shows  and  phantas- 

magoria. The  song  of  the  bird  is  not  its  na- 
tive-born melody,  and  the  flow  of  streams,  oth- 

erwise so  musical,  has  a  gurgling,  choked  sound, 
as  of  men  struggling  in  agony. 

Therefore,  the  first  attribute  of  true  enjoya- 
bility  is  this  recognition  of  the  soul  as  a  divine- 

ly-created substance  that  can  not  be  divorced 
from  goodness  and  fulfill  the  laws  of  its  being. 

This  sense  of  divineness  enthroned  in  the  con- 
science must  not  be  a  mere  sense  of  duty.  Glo- 

rious as  that  is,  it  can  not  ansAver  all  the  wants 
of  nature.  To  its  authority,  supreme  among 
the  functions  of  the  mind,  we  owe  all  that  is 
solid  and  substantial  in  the  foundations  of  char- 

acter and  life.  It  is  the  abutment  on  Avhich  we 

build,  or  the  honor  of  a  "  Avise  master-builder" 
is  not  ours.  NotAvithstanding,  there  is  some- 

thing more  to  do.  No  great  character  is  tlie 
simple  product  of  a  sense  of  duty.  A  convic- 

tion of  laAv  is  essential ;  but  the  love  that  fulfills 
the  law  rejoices  at  last  in  goodness  for  its  own 
sake,  and  carries  the  Ten  Commandments  in 
its  spirit  and  not  on  tables  of  stone.  It  is  a 
free,  glad,  exultant  spirit,  enjoying  the  liberal- 

ity of  the  Avorld  as  a  cordial,  aifectionate  com- 
panionship, Avorking  Avithout  the  consciousness 

of  Avork,  and  serving  because  of  the  innate  bless- 
edness of  service.  Its  groAVth  is  more  tree-like 

than  architectural,  foliage  and  floAver  springing 
from  instinctive  vigor,  a  creature  of  sunshine 
and  moisture.  Abroad  it  never  goes,  but  holds 
fast  by  its  roots,  and  stands  in  its  OAvn  predes- 

tined spot.  That  spot  is  its  oaa'U  place,  safe  from 
intrusion.  It  is  no  restless  seeker,  asking  for 
better  situations,  as  if  sunshine  and  dcAv  Avere 
more  genial  on  the  mountain  than  in  the  ATilley. 
The  truly  enjoyable  soul  is  never  enslaved  to 
times,  seasons,  circumstances.  Triumphant  over 
these,  it  lives  by  the  simplicity  and  openness  of 
receiving  just  Avhat  is  given  ;  and  abundance  is 
ahvays  given  to  a  heart  that  has  no  unreason- 

able desires,  and  is  content  to  exist  on  unmerit- 
ed bounty.  You  can  not  impoA^erish  its  sub- 

stance. Fictions  and  fortunes  pass  aAvay,  but 
its  genuine  self  and  genuine  connections  are 
fixed  and  imperishable.  More  is  left  than  is 
taken.  It  ncA^er  has  outside  losses  to  repair. 
For  its  fullness  is  of  itself  as  deriA'cd  from  the 
divine  Fount  of  Life,  and  the  certainties  that 
sustain  it,  abiding  in  the  order  of  the  universe, 
come  as  a  portion  of  day  and  night,  seed-time 
and  harvest. 

Enjoyability  has  a  large  sense  of  adaptation. 
Objects  fit  into  it  as  if  they  Avere  made  for  that 
])urposc ;  or  rather,  AA'hat  is  far  better,  it  suits 
itself  to  objects.  We  say  far  better,  for  in 
adapting  ourselves  to  circumstances  aa^c  exer- 

cise our  Avill  and  discipline  our  tastes  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  improve  the  tone  of  character; 
but  Avhere  Ave  strain  and  struggle  to  make  cir- 

cumstances suit  us,  there  is  all  the  difference 
between  Avorking  outAvardly  and  iiuvardly.  The 
former  is  a  spiritual  thing ;  the  latter  material. 
The  one  forms  real  excellence ;  the  other  culti- 

vates the  skill  and  ingenuity  of  mechanical  art. 
In  the  one  the  soul  is  an  artist ;  in  the  other  an 
artisan.  Our  success,  too,  is  so  much  more 
marked  in  adapting  ourseh^es  to  circumstances 
than  in  the  opposite  method.  Circumstances 
are  not  for  our  priA^ate  gratification.  No  man 
ever  found  them,  in  any  great  degree,  his  Avill- 
ing  and  devoted  friends.  They  often  shoAv  a 
spice  of  hostility.  But  in  harmonizing  ourseh^s 
Avith  them,  Ave  can  effectually  carry  the  day  ;  for 
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the  soul  can  always  manage  itsiilf,  if  ii  will,  and 
every  man  can  be  as  contented  and  as  haj)py  as 
he  chooses  to  he. 

I  have  two  friends,  A  and  15,  who  are,  in  this 
particular,  very  unlike.  A  is  an  c.vccllcnt  sort 
of  a  man,  but  with  an  aristocratic  personality 
about  him  that  would  do  very  well  if  things  in 
this  world  had  not  such  provoking  ways,  and 
did  not  delight  in  crossing  us.  At  one  time  he 
tauglit  school  with  eminent  success,  but  after  a 
while  ascertained  that  it  did  not  agree  w^ith  his 
health  ;  so  it  was  abandoned.  Then  he  studied 
law  and  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  but  he  had  to 
wait  too  long  for  practice.  Medicine  folloAVcd, 
but  it  did  not  pay  well  enough.  lie  then  un- 

dertook a  vineyard,  but  the  vexatious  Dutchmen 
were  more  than  he  could  stand.  The  last  time 
I  heard  from  him  he  was  cultivating  literature, 
assuring  me  that  he  had  now  fallen  upon  a  mode 
of  life  that  suited  him  exactly.  It  is  so  pleas- 

ant, says  he,  writing  in  one's  own  room  when 
you  feel  what  he  calls  the  afflatus,  escaping  the 
drudgery  of  hours,  putting  things  in  general  to 
rights  by  the  stroke  of  your  pen,  and  floating 
down  to  a  great  immortality  on  a  thin  stream 
of  Harrison's  Columbian  Black  Ink.  I  had  a 
thought  of  writing  to  him  that  literature  was  an 
agreeable  relaxation,  but  a  wretched  profession, 
and  that  a  man  who  used  but  a  thumb  and  two 
fingers,  and  held  a  seven-inch  pen-handle,  was 
fighting  the  battle  of  life  on  short  rations  and 
with  a  very  doubtful  \veapon. 

B  takes  things  better.  Although  a  man  of 
taste,  select  taste,  and  with  exquisite  sensibili- 

ties, yet  he  knows  that  human  life  has  some 
hard  conditions,  and  that  one  of  them  is  in  the 
shape  of  a  legislative  enactment,  made  and 
provided  for  such  cases  as  his,  and  significant- 

ly entitled  "ylre  Act  against  Agreeable  Circum- 
stances.'''' B  is  a  very  law-abiding  man,  and, of  course,  submits.  You  always  find  him  cheer- 

ful, and  often  buoyant.  If  any  thing  go  amiss 
he  quietly  repairs  the  damage.  If  he  meet  with 
a  loss  in  business,  you  only  know  it  by  observ- 

ing that  he  works  a  little  harder  and  with  a 
more  sunny  face.  In  company  he  is  the  soul 
of  fellowship.  Without  pet  opinions  and  poo- 

dle-dog dogmas,  he  never  gets  insulted  in  argu- 
ment, nor  thinks  you  have  a  private  grudge 

against  him  because  you  happen  to  differ  from 
him.  He  is  a  kind  of  host  and  hostess  in  every 
society.  People  who  are  with  him  are  always 
in  keeping  with  the  occasion.  Indeed,  a  tran- 
scendentalist  would  say  that  he  is  an  occasion 
in  himself. 

The  difference  between  these  two  men  is 
simply  in  the  fact  that  A  is  bent  on  making  life 
suit  him,  while  B  is  satisfied  if  he  can  adjust 
himself-to  the  circumstances  around  him.  A 
is  hard  to  please,  and  B  is  easily  gratified.  A 
thinks  that  the  art  of  life  is  an  external  accom- 

plishment, but  B  believes  that  it  is  an  inward 
acquirement.  A  is  the  veriest  of  slaves,  al- 

though he  vaunts  himself  on  his  high  independ- 
ence. His  stomach  depends  on  his  cook;  his 

sleep  on  the  servant  who  attends  to  his  bed ; 

and  even  his  religion  on  good  preaching.  He 
despises  such  maxims  as  Half  a  loaf  is  better 
than  no  l)read."  But  B  is  not  made  of  such 
stilVand  unbending  materials.  A  lithe  blade  is 
he,  always  winning  the  victory.  If  life  is  a  bat- 

tle, says  he,  you  can  fight  it  any  where,  and 
with  any  weapon  that  comes  to  hand.  And  his 
work  corresponds  with  his  creed.  Wherever 
you  find  him  his  position  seems  to  have  been 
born  with  him.  The  Avorld  is  a  part  of  himself ; 
and,  indeed,  I  have  sometimes  thought  that 
outward  life  and  he  were  in  wedlock,  so  well  do 
they  agree.  B  has  been  a  living  Sermon  on 
the  Mount  to  me.  And  from  his  serene  tem- 

pers, eai'dial  acquiescence  in  all  the  destinies — 
the  thousand  destinies — of  every  day,  and  from 
his  heartiness  in  word  and  deed,  I  have  often 
felt  that  it  was  quite  possible  to  make  the  world 

as  a  bride,  young  and  lovely,  to  one's  spirit,  and 
to  find  beauty  and  joy  almost  immeasurable  in 
its  companionship. 

Enjoyability  has  quick,  large  sympathies. 
And  I  suppose  that  this  is  one  great  secret  of 
its  strength  and  happiness.  People  differ  Avide- 
ly  in  this  matter  of  sympathy.  Here  is  a  man 
whose  sympathies  arc  the  ofi^spring  of  his 
thoughts  only.  There  is  another  who  has  none 
except  what  his  taste  creates.  With  those  who 
are  better  constituted  sympathy  ordains  the  law 
to  intellect  and  taste.  Heart  rules  every  where, 
in  every  thing.  Kot  that  blind  and  reckless  im- 

pulse sways  them,  for  impulse  and  heart  are  not 
identical.  Heart  is  soul  itself — the  substance 
of  our  being — the  proprietor  of  past,  present, 
and  future — the  genuine  personality  with  wliicli 
heaven  and  earth  negotiate  in  all  great  transac- 

tions. Impulse  is  but  one  of  its  modes  of  ac- 
tion. Men  sometimes  need  it  as  an  escape-pipe 

for  their  steam-works,  and  on  a  vast  scale  ;  im- 
pulse performs  the  office  of  a  volcano,  in  afford- 

ing vent  for  the  dangerous  gases  that  miglit 
rend  tlie  earth  if  not  allowed  to  liberate  their 

fury  in  the  open  air.  Heart  is  God's  power ; 
impulse  is  man's  imitation  of  heroic  vigor. 
Wherever  heart  asserts  its  rule,  as  it  always 
does  in  the  best-endowed  natures,  sympathy  is 
broad  and  energetic,  brimful  of  outgoing  ac- 

tivity, sweeping  in  circles  like  the  eagle's,  and, 
with  an  eagle's  eye,  quick  to  detect  its  object. 
Intellectually  it  is  a  vast  power.  Genius  may 
exist  without  its  presence,  but  it  is  the  Temple 
without  the  Shekinah.  A  man  of  mere  in- 

tellect, of  massive  faculties,  of  comprehensive 
scope,  of  ox-like  laboriousness,  may  build  the 
pyramids  of  literature,  but  they  are  i)yramids  of 
the  desert.  The  far-seeing  and  all-interpret- 

ing eye,  the  mighty  imagination,  that  combines 
the  compass  of  the  telescope  and  the  minute  in- 
spectiveness  of  the  microscope ;  the  grandeur  of 
mind  that  encircles  a  system  of  Avorlds,  and  the 
spiritual  subtleness  that  wanders  through  the 
labyrinths  of  an  atom,  and  greets  it  as  a  store- 

house of  wonders ;  and,  above  all,  the  percep- 
tion introspective,  looking  far  down  into  the 

depths  of  the  absolute  soul,  and  listening  to  its 
low-murmured  prophecies  of  the  ages  to  come, 
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as  those  ages  shall  be  when  they  wear  the  re- 
splendent glorr  of  a  restored  and  perfected 

universe ;  such  genius  as  this  can  only  spring 
from  the  great  sympathies  of  a  still  greater  heart. 
In  His  reckoning  with  manhood,  both  here  and 
hereafter,  God  honors  with  the  higher  distinc- 

tions nothing  else.  Eor  it  is  the  law  of  the  uni- 
yQYse — of  all  objects  in  earth  and  heaven,  as  well 
as  of  God's  government — '■'Give  me  thy  heart  I'' 
The  humblest  shrub,  the  tiny  dew-drop,  the 
fragile  flower,  the  majestic  trees,  the  magnifi- 

cent firmament,  speak  to  us,  and  each  says, 
''Give  me  thy  heart!''  But  they  thus  speak  as 
of  God,  and  not  for  Him,  in  so  for  as  they  are 
his  proclamations  of  royalty  in  wisdon^power, 
and  love,  and  not  for  themselves. 

Our  more  recent  poetry  and  criticism  have 
acknowledged  this  power  of  sympathy  as  essen- 

tial to  all  truthful  and  profound  insight.  Love 
is  seen  as  the  highest  inspiration  of  intellect, 
no  less  than  the  sublimest  joy  of  the  affections. 
Cowper  and  Bums  were  full  of  its  cordial,  ex- 

hilarating fire  ;  Charles  Lamb  and  Christopher 
North.  Chalmers  and  Channing,  although  wide- 

ly different  in  temperament  and  gifts,  have  all 
yielded  to  its  potent  sway.  Intellect  is  not  a 
self-developing  power,  for  it  leans  on  the  heart, 
and  draws  its  best  life  from  hope  and  trust. 
But  sympathy  has  a  greater  woik  than  this.  As 
an  ennobling  influence  for  e^-eryday  life,  as  a 
secret  but  authoritative  interpreter  of  other 
hearts,  as  a  source  of  strength  and  joy,  it  is  as 
a  seraph  among  the  other  faculties.  For  it  is 
the  office  of  this  sympathy  to  give  us  a  sense 
of  property  in  all  things  beautiful  and  pure,  to 
enrich  our  poverty  with  the  wealth  of  the  uni- 

verse, and  thus  to  supplement  our  life  with  the 
fullness  of  being  around  us.  A  sympathetic 
man  is  a  recipient  of  vast  favors,  but  he  finds 
it  "more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive," 
Christ's  words  have  an  hourly  fulfillment  with- 

in him.  The  outgoings  of  his  soul  expand  and 
exalt  him,  and  whenever  a  good  thought  or  feel- 

ing issues  forth  from  him,  how  something  better 
hastens  to  fill  the  vacancy !  It  is  the  old  rule 
—  Give  and  Get.  How  mysterious  this  out- 

going and  this  incoming !  We  love  childhood, 
and  it  brings  back  our  own  childhood  and  adds 
its  beauty  to  our  present  being.  We  enter  into 
our  neighbors  gladness,  and  it  suddenly  becomes 
ours.  Even  inanimate  objects  contribute  to  his 
spirituality.  Deeper  than  his  senses  penetrates 
the  fragrance  of  flowers,  the  grace  of  forms,  the 
musical  movement  of  planetary  orbs.  Far  off 
in  the  East  the  tall  palm  lifcs  for  him  its  broad 
leaves,  and  the  cedars  of  Lebanon  shade  a  land- 

scape nearer  and  closer  than  the  mountains 
and  vales  around  his  dwelling. 

These  three  elements,  then,  are  essential  to 
an  enjoyable  nature,  viz. :  the  sense  of  divine- 
ness  in  the  soul ;  personal  adaptation  to  the 
disciplinary  laws  of  life ;  and  broad,  diffusive, 
earnest  sympathies.  On  these  conditions  we 
may  enter  into  the  blessedness  of  being.  The 
three  are  in  firm  concord,  and  hold  strongly  to- 

gether.  If  we  will  live  in  the  universe  on  God's 

prescribed  terms  it  will  not  be  a  dull,  monot- 
onous, cheerless  habitation.  It  will  not  be  a 

prison.  It  will  not  be  a  purgatory.  But  for 
us  every  day  will  be  a  new  birth  out  of  heaven, 
and  every  night  a  fresh  firmament  not  before 
seen.  Trials  and  sorrows — called  such  on  earth 
— will  come,  but  known  on  high  by  other  names, 
they  will,  ere  long,  tell  us  what  they  are  in  the 
serene  light  of  God's  presence.  Vailed  as  these 
angels  now  are,  and  wearing  dark  robes  as  they 
lead  us  on  toward  the  City  of  the  Great  King, 
we  shall  soon  see  them  grow  luminous  in  the 
light  of  an  unshaded  glory,  and  hail  them  as 
the  messengers  of  Infinite  Love  to  conduct  us 
into  the  realms  of  perfect  peace. 

LOVE  AT  A  LATTICE. 
June  10, 1S53. 

THERE'S  a  little  maid  in  blue (Who  she  is.  is  naught  to  you!) 
Sits  at  a  window  all  day  long 

Chirping  like  a  gladsome  linnet, 
And  her  simple  little  song 

Has  a  wondrous  magic  in  it. 
Her  hair  is  of  a  golden  brown, 

And  her  white  neck  rises  up 
From  a  modest  muslin  gown, 

Like  a  lily  from  its  cup. 
Then  her  eyes  are — what  are  they? 
Black  or  blue,  or  brown  or  gray  ? 
On  my  soul  I  can  not  say — 

On  my  life  I  never  knew ; 
Sometimes  they  do  seem  as  blue 

As  the  sunny  skies  of  !May, 
But  skies  grow  dark — and  so  do  they. 
This  I  know,  whate'er  their  hue — 

Gray  or  black  or  brown  or  azure — 
That  to  gaze  on  them  is  pleasure ; 

And  to  me — across  the  way — 
They  make  bright  the  livelong  day ! 

June  13. 
'Tis  the  crudest  little  maid, 

She  that  in  the  window  sits! 

What  d'ye  think  she  does?    She  knits 
From  early  mom  till  evening  shade. 
And  what  dye  think  she  knits?    A  stocking? 

Ah !  my  friend,  'tis  far  more  sliocking. 
Perhaps  the  mystery  is  a  mitten  ? 
Alas  I  I  would  it  were  so  written. 
A  sofa-cover,  then  ?    Far  worse  ! 
The  little  traitor  knits — a  pur.?e  I 
Yes  I  a  pm"se  of  pea-green  silk. 

Thickly  sown  with  silver  beads  ; 
And  my  heart  instinctive  reads 

That  this  red-lipped  cockatrice, 
With  those  hands  as  white  as  milk, 
Works  some  conynge,  quaint  device; 
Probably  the  odious  cipher 

'  Of  some  lover !    Ah !  I'd  die  for 
'  Just  one  peep  to  satisfy 
'  My  innocent  curiosity  ; 
I  Not  that  I  care  one  pin.    Not  I ! 
But  then  the  cool  atix>city 
Of  knitting  a  purse  that  I  am  sure 
Is  only  a  shameless  gage  (T amour  ! 
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If  there's  aii;;lit  I  can't  cmlure 
'Tis  to  sec  hands  white  as  milk 
Knitting  purses  of  pea-green  .-ilkf 
Still,  it  is  the  prettiest  si<;ht 
To  watch  those  fin;^crs,  slender  and  white, 
Twisting  out,  and  twisting  in, 

Through  the  meshes  of  silver  and  green, 
Like  white  hirds  that  play  in  the  month  of .May 

At  hide  and  seek,  through  a  leafy  screen. 
Ten  white  birds  so  busily  making 

A  nest  for  Love  in  a  silken  lattice. 
Ah!  what  pains  arc  the  little  ones  taking! 

Labor  like  this  is  not  given  gratis. 
In  and  out,  and  over  and  under, 

Here  and  there  with  a  snowy  flutter — 
Am  I  to  blame  if  I  often  mutter, 

"What  are  the  love-bird's  initials,  I  won- 
der ?" Juwi  14. 

Yes !  I  have  bought  me  ar  opera-glass ; 
Now,  my  little  Lachesis,  tremble  ! 

Twist  your  threads  as  you  like,  fair  lass! 
Bit  by  bit  as  the  beads  assemble 

I  shall  read  unfelt,  unseen. 
The  secret  that  glimmers  in  silver  and  green. 
Nay,  even  now  I  f^incy  I  spy 
A  half-grown  letter — I  think  an  I ; 
But  I'm  not  quite  sure,  for  it  may  be  a  Y ; 

And,  on  looking  longer,  perhaps  a  B, 
Or — Pshaw  !  I'm  altogether  at  sea ! 

June  IG. 
What  right  have  I  to  overlook 

This  poor,  unconscious  little  girl  ? 
To  scan  her  through  tubes  of  mother  of 

pearl, 
And  ransack  the  shade  of  her  modest  nook? 

Heaven  ne'er  published  so  dainty  a  book 
To  be  pawed  and  pried  in  for  pastime 

merely — 
I  know  that  I  love  light  reading  dearly; 

But  the  novel  is  easily  bought  for  a  dollar. 
While  the  rare  edition  belongs  to  the  Scholar. 
I  feel  like  a  thief  every  time  I  stand 
Behind  my  curtains,  lorgnette  in  hand ; 
A  cowardly  thief  who  sends  his  eyes 

(Or  his  pupils)  out  as  proxies  to  steal 
A  maiden's  privacy — splendid  prize! 
When  I  think  how  unmanly  all  this,  I  feci 
A  blush  suffuse  me  from  head  to  heel. 
Never  again,  on  my  solemn  honor. 
Shall  opera-glass  be  bent  upon  her! 
At  least— Hallo  !  what's  that  in  her  hand  ? 

As  I  live,  a  villainous  three-cornered  note ! 
Now  a  round,  or  a  square,  or  a  rhomboid,  I'd 

stand — 
But  three-cornered  Ulkts  from  ages  remote 

Have  been  very  well  known  to  be  dangerous 
epistles, 

And,  like  conical  bullets,  most  fatal  of  mis- 
siles. 

Oh!  for  one  good  glance  at  the  writing, 
To  tell  if  'tis  male  or  female  inditing! 
Confound  it !  opticians  were  made  to  provoke  us ! 
I  can't  for  my  life  get  this  glass  to  a  focus. 

June  IS 

The  i)ca-grcen  ptirsc  progresses  finely ; 
Day  by  day  the  initials  grow. 
What  they  arc  at  last  I  know — 

A  flourishing  C  and  a  great  fat  O. 
The  little  maiden  smiles  benignly 

While  her  fingers  to  and  fro 
Weave  the  emblems  of  my  woe. 

Jum  10. Wliat  kind  of  fellow  is  he. 
This  lucky  C  ()  of  the  ])ursc  pea-grccn? 
Tall  and  black,  and  martial  of  mien  ; 

Gigantic  shoulders,  the  ruddiest  hue, 
And  teeth  as  white  as  v.hitc  can  be. 

This^'U  vouch,  is  like  as  one  pea Is  to  another.    I  never  knew 
A  tidy  maiden,  like  ours  in  blue. 
Who  did  not  invariably  make  her  nest 
On  some  colossal  husband's  breast. 
Perhaps  because  maids  feel  'tis  as  well 
To  marry  a  conjugal  citadel — 
A  massy  rampart  of  flesh  and  bone 
Between  them  and  attack  up-thrown. 
I,  alas !  have  the  mortification 
Of  not  being  a  human  fortification. 
My  legs  are  not  towers  of  strength,  I  fear ; 
My  chest  to  a  rampart  comes  no  way  near. 
I  can't  lift  hundreds  of  weight  on  my  palm, 
Nor  is  my  head  like  a  battering-ram. 
I  am  a  scholar  without  much  muscle  ; 

The  Astor's  alcoves  are  my  gymnasium ; 
There  with  mighty  folios  I  tussle, 

But  in  Euclid  only  I  know  the  Trapezium. 
What  chance  have  I,  I  should  like  to  knov/, 
Against  our  athletic  friend,  CO? 
I've  seen  in  my  time  a  good  deal  of  society. 
And  studied  men  in  every  variety, 
And  watched  the  way  the  women  are  won ; 
And  found  as  a  general  rule  (though  none 
Are  without  exceptions)  that  in  the  fray 
Of  Head  agtiinst  Shoulders,  I  grieve  to  say 
Shoulders  will  always  carry  the  day. 
And  whether  at  opera,  concert,  or  ball. 
The  Scholar  invariably  goes  to  the  wall. 

Juivi  20. 
Ah  !  how  beautiful  is  she  to-day 
As  she  sits  at  her  casement  over  the  way ! 
The  trained  thorn-apple,  with  its  flowers  of flame. 

Clusters  all  over  the  vrindow-frame. 
While  she  like  a  picture,  sun-lighted,  sits — 
A  picture,  however,  that  sings  and  knits. 
No  !  what  am  I  saying  ?    She  knits  no  more. 

The  huge  C  O  stands  quite  confessed  ; 
The  ten  white  birds  have  built  their  nest ; 

And  now,  their  labor  completely  o'er. With  rings  on  their  necks,  are  taking  their 
rest. 

Not  so  the  maid.    Her  bright  face  shows 
No  tokens  of  a  calm  repose  ; 
Her  cheek  is  flushed,  and  I  think  I  spy — 
Not,  I  fear,  with  the  naked  eye — 
The  heave  of  a  hot,  impatient  sigh 
jNIoving  the  folds  of  that  wicked  blue  gown, 
Sometimes  up  and  sometimes  dowu  ; 
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And  I  see  her  drum  with  her  little  feet, 
And  follow  her  glance  adown  the  street, 
And  watch  her  playing,  with  anguish  keen, 
With  that  odious  purse  of  silver  and  green. 
'Tis  plain  as  a  pike-staff,  I  say, 
C  O  is  coming  to  see  her  to-day. 
Yes !    He  returns  in  triumph  at  last, 
Countless  perils  and  dangers  passed, 
With  a  sun-burned  face  and  a  wreath  of  laurel, 
And  his  pockets  stuffed  with  diamonds  and 

coral ; 

For  he  most  probably  is  a  sailor, 
Sent  to  look  after  the  steamer  Sfi/x, 

Who,  boarding  all,  from  smack  to  whaler, 
Nearly  got  herself  into  a  fix ; 

Or  he  may  be  a  soldier,  just  from  Utah, 
Where  each  has  six  wives  and  a  six-shooter, 
And  where,  though  in  constant  relations  with 

Brigham,  he 
Has  not  been  yet  seduced  to  polygamy. 
Yes,  I  am  sure  he's  a  martial  fellow. 
With  lots  of  adventures  to  tell,  like  Othello, 
Who  crammed  Desdemona  with  all  sorts  of 

fibs 
About  the  numbers  he  stuck  in  the  ribs. 

3  o'clock  p.m.,  same  day. 
A  carriage  drives  up  to  the  door. 

And  I  see  a  male  figure  within, 
jMuffied  and  cloaked  to  the  chin. 

Alas  !  welladay  !    All  is  o'er  ! 
'Tis  C  O.    There  can  not  be  a  doubt, For  the  maiden  her  head  stretches  out 
Of  the  window,  and  beckons  with  glee ; 

And  he  that  sweet  signal  has  caught 
(He  isn't  as  big  as  I  thought), 

And  so  rushes  up  stairs.    It  is  he ! 

I  watch  her  room  with  eyes  of  lynx — 
I  watch  the  forward  little  minx 

Fluttering  CA'er  to  and  fro, 
Like  a  pet  dog  that  doth  knoAV 
The  step  of  its  master  on  the  stair. 
Ah !  her  master  is  C  O  ! 

Isow  her  door  opens — there's  a  glare 
Of  light — HE  enters — there's  a  flight 
Of  something  blue  across  the  chamber. 

I  know  they're  kissing — 'tisn't  right, 
With  the  window  open !    She  tears  away 
His  cloak,  and  he  stands  in  the  broad,  full day, 

While  she  dances  round  him  with  joyous  rack- 

et— Oh  Heavens !  he's  dressed  in  a  school-boy's 
jacket ! 

(Five  minutes  allowed  for  recovery 
After  this  strange  discovery.) 

Yes,  after  all,  he's  her  brother! 
The  purse,  after  all,  was  for  him ! 
It  seems  like  a  wonderful  dream 

That  follows  the  struggle  and  smother 
One  feels  in  a  nightmare.    Hurrah ! 
I  feel  like  a  new-born  star, 

Or  something  as  lofty  and  light ! 
I'll  go  over  and  see  her  to-night — 
No,  I  can't — I  don't  know  her.    Oh  horror  ! 

There's  Jenkins,  he  knows  her,  I'm  bound  • 
I'll  make  him  take  me  around, 

And  I'll  make  her  acquaintance  to-morrow  1 
My  Wedding-day ,  August  2. 

The  ten  white  birds  are  mine !     I've  cauc^ht 

them — 
To  complete  subjection  brought  them. 

In  my  bosom  they  have  their  nest. 
And  I  to-day  will  duly  invest 

The  eldest  born  with  a  thin  gold  ring, 
So  they  will  be  my  slaves  forever, 

And  I  their  lofty  but  loving  king  ! 
In  short,  I  am  to  be  married  to — who? 
Wiiy,  who  but  the  little  maid  in  blue  ! 

THE  WIFE  OF  OUR  NEW  MINISTER. 

THERE  had  been  a  pastoral  change  in  our 
congregation.  The  people,  after  a  ten 

years'  trial  of  good  old  Mr.  Wharton,  and  his 
amiable,  compliant  wife,  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  a  different  kind  of  preacher,  with  a  differ- 

ent kind  of  wife,  would  vastly  improve  their 
spiritual  condition.  There  was  a  lack  of  strength 
about  Mr.  Wharton  (so  it  was  alleged),  and 
certain  prominent  ladies  in  the  church  had 
wished  (aloud)  so  often  that  Mrs.  Wharton 
were  less  old-fashioned  in  her  ways,  that  change, 
sooner  or  later,  had  come  to  be  a  settled  thing 
in  the  minds  of  a  majority.  It  was  simply  a 
question  of  time  ;  and  time  settled  the  question. 
The  change  was  made.  Old  Mr.  Wharton  and 
his  wife  retired,  and  Rev.  Mr.  Newton  and  his 
wife  took  their  places  in  the  pastorate  of  the 
congregation — I  say  "Mr.  Newton  and  his 
wife,"  for  our  people  think,  or  used  to  think, 
that,  when  they  "hired  a  minister,"  they  hired 
his  wife  also,  and  regarded  her  duties  among 
them  in  quite  as  high  a  light  as  they  did  the 
duties  of  her  husband. 

I  happened  to  be  away  from  the  village  at 
the  time  this  change  was  made,  and  did  not 
return  until  after  Mr.  Newton  and  his  wife 
had  been  doing  duty  for  something  over  three 
months. 

"How  do  you  like  the  new  minister?"  was 
among  the  first  of  my  inquiries. 

"He's  a  charming  preacher,"  was  the  reply 
I  received  on  every  hand.  Yet  I  saw,  by  the 
manner  of  my  friends,  that  some  drawback  ex- isted. 

"  How  do  you  like  his  wife  ?" 
Ah !  The  little  mystery  was  explained.  Mr. 

Newton  was  well  enough.    But  his  wife ! 
"What  kind  of  a  woman  is  she?"  I  asked. 
"Don't  know.  Can't  make  her  out,"  was 

the  vague  answer  received. 

"Is  she  any  thing  like  Mrs.  Wharton?" 
"  Oh  dear,  no  !  I  only  wish  she  was.  Why, 

she  doesn't  take  a  particle  of  interest  in  the 
church.  Hasn't  been  to  one  of  the  monthly 
concerts  for  prayer;  nor  to  the  weekly  sewing- 
circle  ;  nor  even  to  the  Sabbath-school.  We 
calculated  entirely  on  her  taking  the  senior  girls' class  which  Mrs.  Wharton  taught  for  so  many 
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years  ;  and  a  connuittcc  of  ladies  waited  on  her 
with  an  invitation  to  do  so:  hut  she  actually 
declined,  saying'  that  she  had  neither  taste  nor 
aptitude  for  tcacliing !  Now,  what  do  you  think 
of  that  for  a  minister's  wife!  Did  you  ever 
hear  the  beat  of  it?" 

I  saw,  at  a  glance,  that  there  was  trouble 
ahead;  for  Miss  rha3be  Lane,  who  made  me 
this  communication,  was  an  active  "circukting 
medium"  in  the  congregation.  She  knew  every 
body's  business,  talked  to  everybody,  and  acted 
as  opinion-maker  to  a  large  majority  of  hidies 
who  had  too  much  to  do  in  their  families  to 
have  time  for  independent  thinking  in  church 
matters. 

I  must  confess  that  I  felt  a  sort  of  liking  for 
Mrs.  Newton  on  this  representation  of  Miss 
Lane.  Mrs.  Wharton  had  been  such  a  pliant 
subject  in  the  hands  of  my  spinster  friend,  and 
a  few  like  her,  that  an  involuntary  respect  was 
created  for  a  minister's  wife,  who,  in  coming 
among  us,  could  from  the  beginning  show  that 
she  had  an  individuality  of  her  own,  and  meant 
to  hold  on  by  it. 

Two  or  three  days'  intercourse  with  the  mem- 
bers of  the  congregation  satisfied  me  that  Mrs. 

Newton  would  not  do  for  the  Church  of  St. 
Charity.  When  and  where  this  lady  was  saint- 

ed I  have  never  learned.  I  have  my  suspicion 
that  Miss  Phoebe  Lane,  who  rechristeued  the 
parish  on  the  occasion  of  building  our  new 
church,  was  not  particularly  v/ell  read  in  the 
Saintish  Calendar,  But  let  that  pass.  Ours 
was  the  Church  of  St.  Charity.  Mr.  Newton 
was  a  delightful  man  !  Such  a  preacher !  So 
active  in  all  the  interests  of  the  society ! ,  So 
pious  !  So  humble-minded  !  But  his  wife  ! 
No  woman  could  be  less  suited  to  lier  condi- 

tion. It  was  even  doubted  whether  she  were  a 
professor !  Phoebe  Lane  was  positive  about  it ; 
and  averred  that  she  didn't  believe  there  was  a 
spark  of  piety  in  her  soul.  How  a  man  like 
Mr.  Newton  could  ever  have  mated  himself  with 
such  a  wife  was  regarded  by  Miss  Lane  as  one 
of  the  inexplicable  mysteries.  "A  man  like 
]\Ir.  Newton,  who  might  have  had  his  choice 
among  women !" 

I  went  to  church  with  no  ordinary  feeling  of 
interest  on  the  Sabbath  following  itly  return. 
Whether  my  leading  impulses  were  of  the  earth, 
earthy,  or  of  heaven,  heavenly,  I  will  not  stop 
to  question.  Five  minutes  before  the  time  for 
service  to  begin  a  lady,  just  above  the  medium 
height,  beautifully  formed,  and  with  a  step  of 
blended  grace  and  dignity,  passed  along  the 
aisle  leading  a  child  by  the  hand,  and  took  her 

seat  in  the  minister's  pew.  Though  not  in  any sense  gayly  dressed,  there  was  a  style  and  air 
about  her  that  by  no  means  indicated  a  pious 
disregard  of  worldly  things.  Taste  had  evident- 

ly presided  at  her  toilet.  I  noticed  a  slight  flut- 
ter running  through  the  congregation,  and  the 

turning  of  many  heads  toward  the  minister's  pew, 
which  occupied  the  most  prominent  place  in  the 
church.  The  lady  did  not  look  around  her,  nor 
show  the  slightest  sign  of  interest  in  the  people. 
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How  difterent,  in  all  things,  was  her  appear- 
ance and  bearing  from  that  of  good,  kind,  com- 

pliant Mrs.  Wharton,  whose  pleasant,  almost 
smiling  face  I  had  seen  for  so  many  years  in 
that  i)ew — a  face  turning,  as  by  instinct,  its  mild 
sunlight  ever  and  anon  ujjon  the  congregation, 
while  her  husband  broke  for  them  the  Bread  of 
Life! 

The  contrast  was  hardly  agreeable. 
"  She'll  never  do !"  whispered  a  lady-shadow 

of  Miss  Lane's,  bending  to  my  ear  from  the  pew 
just  behind  the  one  1  occujaed.  "Proud  as 
Lucifer,  any  one  can  see !  Such  airs  won't  do 
for  St.  Charity." 

I  made  no  reply.  Though  annoyed,  I  was 
yet  sensibly  influenced  by  the  remark. 

Very  still,  almost  like  a  statue,  sat  Mrs.  New- 
ton, the  minister's  wife,  and  I  could  see  that 

the  child,  a  little  girl  six  or  seven  years  old, 
leaned  very  close  to  her.  How  I  wished  that 
she  would  turn  toward  the  congregation  !  How 
I  longed  to  see  her  face  !  But  I  was  not  grant- 

ed this  desire  until  after  the  morning's  services were  closed. 

I  was  particularly  pleased  with  ;Mr.  Newton. 
His  sermon,  in  contrast  with  the  usual  dis- 

courses I  had  listened  to  from  the  lips  of  Mr. 
Wharton,  was  a  master-piece  of  eloquence.  No 
one  seemed  to  listen  to  him  with  more  rapt  at- 

tention than  Mrs.  Newton. 
At  last  the  services  closed,  and  the  time 

came  when  my  restless  curiosity  was  to  be  satis- 
fied. The  minister's  wife  turned  her  face  to 

the  congregation,  and  I  had  a  view  of  every 
feature.  It  was  a  face,  once  seen,  to  be  re- 

membered. Classic  alm.ost  to  severity  in  its 
outline,  the  full  lips  and  soft  hazel  eyes  gave 
to  it  a  gentle  expression.  You  saw  at  a  glance 
that  she  was  a  woman  of  thought  as  well  as  feel- 
ing. 

A  few  ladies  gathered  around  her  as  she 
stepped  from  the  pew,  and  I  noticed  that  her 
countenance  lit  up  very  pleasantly  as  she  spoke 
to  them.  But  there  was  nothing  obsequious ; 
no  undue  familiarity,  no  wordy  affability.  A 
certain  air  of  dignity  and  self-respect  marked 
every  attitude  of  her  person  and  every  expres- 

sion of  her  countenance.  All  vulgar  familiarity 
toward  her  was  out  of  the  question — I  saw  that 
at  a  glance. 

But  only  a  few  ladies  in  the  congregation 
ventured  to  approach  her.  In  the  eyes  of  many 
she  was  proud,  and  they  were  not  "going  to 
force  themselves  upon  her  notice."  Tiic  preju- 
-dice  admitted  into  tlieir  minds  by  others  made 
them  shun  rather  than  court  her  acquaintance. 
Of  the  few  who  did  notice  her  some  were  at- 

tracted by  aftinity,  and  some  by  a  desire  to  gain 
a  little  reflected  importance.  Others  thought 
it  but  hospitable  to  show  her  attentions,  as  a 
stranger  among  them,  and  acted  accordingly ; 
though  the  force-work  was  apparent.  Desiring 
to  meet  her  and  make  her  acquaintance,  I  ask- 

ed to  be  introduced,  and  was  presented  by  a 
friend.  I  thought  her  reception  rather  cold ; 
and  after  passing  a  formal  word  or  two,  moved 
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funeral  of  a  poor  laborer's  child — so  the  coast 
was  clear,  ami  the  culprit  in  our  power. 

With  an  easy  .ij;race  the  minister's  wife  re- 
ceived us,  aiul  after  we  were  all  seated  she 

stepped  to  the  door  and  spoke  to  her  girl,  who 
was  in  the  kitchen.  A  smart,  tidy-looking  do- 

mestic came  forward,  and  Mrs.  Newton  said  to 
her,  with  a  kindness  of  manner  that  I  could  not 
help  noticing, 

"Take  Aggy  and  George  into  the  garden, 
Jane,  and  keep  them  till  I  call  you." 

"  Yes,  ma'am."  Tlie  girl  spoke  very  cheer- 
fully. The  two  children  sprung  up  instantly 

from  the  floor,  and  bounding  from  the  room 
left  us  alone  with  Mrs.  Xewton  and  her  sleep- 

ing baby. 
A  grave  silence  followed.  The  committee 

was  embarrassed,  but  the  minister's  wife  was 
entirely  at  her  ease. 

"We  have  come,"  said  Miss  Lane,  after  sun- 
dry prelim.inary  throat-cleavings  and  bridling 

motions  of  the  head  peculiar  to  herself,  "to 
have  a  little  conversation  with  you  about  our 
church  matters." 

"  Hadn't  you  better  talk  on  that  subject  with 
my  husband  ?"  Avas  answered,  with  the  utmost 
self-composure.  "It  is  his  particular  prov- 
ince." 

"jSTo,  ma'am,"  said  Miss  Lano,  her  voice 
gaining  emphasis;  "we  have  no  fault  to  find 
with  Mr.  Newton.  He  does  his  part  entirely 
to  our  satisfaction." 

"Oh!  I  understand."  Mrs.  Newton  spoke 
^as  if  light  were  breaking  into  her  mind. 

"Yes,  ma'am,"  Miss  Lane  went  on,  "it  is 
your  duty  in  the  church  that  we  have  come  to 
talk  about,  not  your  husband's ;  and  I  hope 
you  will  not  take  it  ill  of  us  if  we  speak  out 

plainly." 
"Not  by  any  means,"  replied  Mrs.  Newton. 

I  noticed  a  slight  quiver  in  her  voice,  a  slight 
flushing  of  her  cheeks,  and  a  brightening  of  her 
soft  hazel  eyes.  But  it  was  plain  that  she 
was  fully  self-possessed,  and  in  no  way  intimi- 

dated by  this  unexpected  citation  to  answer  for 
delinquencies. 

' '  Not  by  any  means, "  she  repeated.  ' '  Speak 
out  plainl}',  and  if  in  any  thing  I  have  been 
derelict,  I  will  confess  my  fault,  and  do  all  I 
can  to  lead  a  better  life." 

"Plain  speaking  is  always  best,"  said  our 
mouth-piece,  oracularly.  ' '  So  we  will  speak 
})lainly.  The  fact  is,  Mrs.  Newton,  you  have 
failed  almost  entirely  to  meet  the  expectations 
of  our  people." 

"  Indeed  !  I  am  grieved  to  learn  this."  Mrs. 
Newton  spoke  seriously,  but  with  no  sign  of  dis- 

turbance. ' '  I  was  not  before  aware  •  that  the 
people  had  any  special  claims  upon  me." 

"  No  special  claims  upon  you  !"  Miss  Lane 
uttered  the  words  in  undisguised  astonishment. 
"No  special  claims!"  she  repeated,  "and  you 
the  wife  of  our  minister!" 

"What  do  you  expect  of  me?"  calmly  in- 
quired Mrs.  Newton. 

"  AVe  have  already  intimated  our  expecta- 

tions in  various  ways.  There  is  the  girl's  se- 
nior class  in  Sunday-school ;  that,  of  course,  we 

expected  you  to  take.  An<l  you  are  wanted  ort 
the  Visiting  Oommittce  and  in  our  Missionary 

Society,  Unless  our  minister's  wife  takes  the 
lead  in  the  temporalities  of  the  church  nothing 

will  jn'osper." 
"Then,"  said  Mrs.  Newton,  "it  is  under- 

stood that  while  my  husband's  duties  relate 
mainly  to  the  spiritualities  of  the  church  mine 
have  special  regard  to  its  temporalities." 

"  Certainly,  ma'am  !  You  have  exjjressed 
the  difference  of  relation  exactly,"  replied  Miss 
Lane,  led  on  by  the  peculiar  way  in  which  Mrs. 
Newton  put  the  question  to  admit  the  existence 
of  a  very  wide  range  of  duties  as  required  of 
that  lady  by  the  congregation  of  St.  Charity. 

"This  is  all  new  to  me,  ladies,"  said  the 
minister's  wife.  "  I  was  not  aware  before  that 
any  one  in  the  congregation  regarded  me  as 

having  failed  in  duty." 
"Every  one  so  regards  you."  Our  spokes- 

woman was  a  i)ersonagc  who  used  great  plain- 
ness of  speech. 

"This  should  have  been  stated  in  the  begin- 
ning," said  Mrs.  Newton.  "How  was  I  to 

know  your  views  in  tlie  matter  ?  I  saw  all  of 
my  husband's  correspondence,  but  not  a  word 
was  said  about  his  wife  or  the  parish  require- 

ments in  her  case.  Now  it  appears  that  her 
range  of  duties  is  almost  as  wide  as  his.  I 
ought  to  have  known  this  before  I  came  here, 
ladies;  and  I  really  think  the  complaint  of  fail- 

ure in  duty  is  against  you  instead  of  me.  Let 
me  ask,  so  as  to  reach  a  clear  understanding  of 

this  matter,  what  salary  you  ])ay  your  minister's 

wife  ?" 
"  Salary  !"  gasped  IMiss  Lane,  her  under  jaw- 

falling,  and  her  eyes  projecting  at  least  a  quar- 
ter of  an  inch  beyond  their  ordinary  position. 

"  Salary  !"  she  repeated,  in  a  bewildered,  half- confounded  way. 

"Yes,"  quietly  replied  Mrs.  Newton.  "  The 
salary,  l^ou  do  not,  of  course,  require  the 
services  of  your  minister's  jdfc  in  the  way  you 
propose  without  compensaJPPi." 

"  Preposterous  !"  Miss  Lane  had  recovered 
herself,  and  gained  a  little  blind  indignation 
with  her  partial  self-possession.  "Did  any 
one  ever  hear  of  a  thing  so  absurd  !  In  hiring 

your  husband  for  our  minister — " 
"You  did  not  hire  me!"  interrupted  IMrs. 

Newton,  with  calm  dignity.  "Bear  that  in 
mind,  if  you  please." 

"Thank  you  for  the  remark,  Mrs.  Newton," 
said  I,  coming  ahnost  involuntarily  to  her  aid. 
"  It  throws  a  flood  of  light  upon  the  whole  sub- 

ject. True  as  Gospel !  We  did  not  hire  you, 
and  have  no  claim  upon  a  single  hour  of  your 
time.  All  that  the  Church  of  St.  Charity  has 
a  right  to  ask  of  you  is,  that  you  do  your  duty 
as  a  wife  and  mother." 

Mrs.  Newton  turned  to  me  with  a  grateful 
look,  and  grasjjing  my  hand,  said, 

"  Thank  you  !"  in  return. 
A  little  while  she  paused  ;  but  no  one  spoke 
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in  the  deep  silence.  I  think  some  wholesome 
convictions  of  truth  were  finding  their  way  even 
into  the  mind  of  Miss  Lane,  who,  somehow,  re- 

minded me  of  a  wilted  leaf,  or  a  piece  of  stiffly 
starched  muslin  suddenly  drenched  -v^-ith  water. 

•'  My  husband's  duties  are  clear,"  very  even- 
ly spoke  Jlrs.  Newton  —  very  kindly,  yet  very 

firmly  and  very  lucidly.  "My  husband's  du- 
ties are  clear.  He  has  come  to  you  as  a  spirit- 
ual guide  and  instructor.  His  office  is  to  point 

to  Heaven  and  lead,  the  way.  It  is  a  high  and 
holy  office.  I  honor  him  in  it,  and  sustain  him 
to  the  best  of  my  ability.  My  duties  are  also 
clear.  I  am  simply  a  wife  and  mother ;  and, 
God  being  my  helper,  I  will  faithfully  discharge  a 
wife  and  mother's  sacred  obligations.  At  pres- 

ent these  duties  take  up  all  my  time ;  and  con- 
science will  not  permit  me  to  neglect  real  duties 

for  the  performance  of  imaginary  ones.  In  doing 
such  duties  I  best  serve  the  Church.  This  is  my 
religion,  and  I  have  learned  it  from  the  Bible." 

She  paused  for  a  few  moments.  No  one  re- 
plying to  her  remarks,  she  went  on  : 

"  It  has  been  alleged  that  I  am  not  pious 
enough  for  the  people  here.  Perhaps  not.  But 
of  one  thing  you  may  all  be  certain  :  I  am  no 
hypocrite.  I  shall  never  put  on  a  pious  ex- 

terior to  hide  the  want  of  charily  in  my  heart. 
As  I  am  you  will  always  see  me." 

Mrs.  Newton  paused  again ;  but  as  none  of 
her  visitors  showed  any  inclination  to  speak, 
she  continued : 

"  I\Iy  religion  is  somewhat  peculiar,  I  believe. 
I  do  not  keep  it  as  a  showy  Sunday  suit,  but 
wear  it  every  day.  My  essential  worship  con- 

sists in  a  daily  discharge  of  my  duty  as  a  wife 
and  mother ;  my  formal  worship,  in  the  pious 
prostration  of  body  and  spirit  before  my  Heav- 

enly Father  at  set  times,  either  in  my  closet  or 
in  the  public  assembly.  The  Sabbath,  to  me, 
is  the  golden  clasp  that  binds  together  the  cir- 

cle of  weekly  duties.  It  is  a  blessing  and  a 
consolation,  just  in  the  degree  that  the  wc^ship 
of  my  six  days  has  been  essential  worship." 

"And  are  we  to  expect  nothing  of  our  min- 
ister's wife?"  said  Miss  Lane,  in  a  very  subdued 

voice.  She  was  evidently  conscious  of  having 
made  a  great  mistake  in  her  estimate  of  ]Mrs. 
Newton's  character. 

"Nothing  more  than  her  duty  as  a  woman. 
If  she  have  qualities  that  will  give  her  a  lead- 

ing social  influence,  and  have  time  to  spare  from 
home  duties — which  are  always  first — she  ought 
to  let  these  qualities  become  active  for  good. 
But  no  more  can,  with  justice,  be  required  of 
her  than  from  any  other  woman  in  the  congre- 

gation. Your  contract  for  service  is  with  her 
husband,  and  not  with  her ;  and  you  have  no 
more  just.claim  upon  her  time,  nor  right  to  con- 

trol her  freedom,  than  you  have  over  the  wife 
of  your  lawyer,  doctor,  or  schoolmaster.  It  is 
this  mistaken  idea  of  the  people  in  regard  to 
ministers'  wives  that  is  producing  so  much 
trouble  in  societies,  and  making  wretched  the 
.lives  of  hundreds  of  poor  women,  who  hardly 
idare  say  that  their  souls  are  their  own.    It  is 

i  not  enough  that  the  minister's  wife  is  expected 
i  to  keep  her  house  and  clothe  her  children  upon 
'  the  lowest  range  of  income,  that  will  not  allow 
j  her  competent  help,  but  she  must  spend  half 
i  of  her  time  in  gossiping  around  among  the  idle 
;  or  well-to-do  ladies  of  the  congregation — take 
i  part  in  their  sewing  circles,  and  attend  all  their 
i  various  meetings  for  good  or  doubtful  purposes. 
;  Now  all  this  is  wrong ;  and  if  you  are  not  sat- 
'  isfied  with  my  husband,  because  I  will  not  im- 
\  itate  so  bad  an  example,  you  must  give  him 
i  notice  accordingly  ;  or  if  you  think  my  seiwices 
i  absolutely  essential  to  the  prosperity  of  the 
i  church,  just  state  the  amount  of  salary  you 
j  can  affi^rd  to  give,  and  if,  for  the  sum,  I  can 
:  procure  a  person  in  every  way  as  competent  as 
i  myself  to  assume  the  charge  of  roy  children 
j  and  household,  I  will  take  into  serious  consid- 
I  eration  your  proposition.  Beyond  this,  ladies, 

i  I  can  promise  nothing." 
"Thank  you  again,  my  dear  madam,"  said 

I,  with  a  warmth  that  expressed  my  real  feel- 
ings, "for  giving  this  matter  its  right  solution  I 

You  have  spoken  out  like  a  true,  independent 
woman,  as  you  are,  and  I  will  see  that  your  views 
are  correctly  reported.  Consider  me  as  your 

friend." 
She  turned  upon  mo  a  grateful  look,  and,  as 

she  did  so,  I  could  see  that  my  earnest  words 
had  brought  a  dimming  moisture  to  her  eyes. 

"  I  could  wish,"  she  answered,  in  a  lower  voice, 
"to  number  you  all  as  my  friends.  I  have  come 
among  you  as  a  stranger,  seeking  no  pre-emi- 

nence, but  only  desiring  to  do  my  duty  as  a 
woman,  side  by  side  with  other  women.  The 
fact  that  my  husband  is  your  minister  gives  me 

i  of  right  no  position  among  you,  and  gives  you 
no  right  to  demand  of  me  any  public  ser^-ice. 
If  my  husband  fails  in  his  duty,  admonish  him  ; 
but,  in  the  name  of  justice  and  humanity,  do 
not  establish  any  supervision  over  me.  Let  my 
private  life  be  as  sacred  from  intrusion  as  that 
of  any  other  woman.  This:  I  have  a  right  to 
demand,  and  I  will  be  satisfied  with  nothing 

less." 

Silenced,  if  not  convinced,  was  Miss  Phoebe 
Lane,  and  shcretired  in  due  time  with  her  com- 

mittee of  remonstrance  and  accusation,  their 
colors,  trailing  upon  the  ground.  I  lost  no  time 
in  giving  my  history  of  the  interview ;  repeat- 

ing almost  word  for  word  the  clear,  strong  lan- 
!  guage  of  Mrs.  Newton,  that  she  m.ight  have  the 
I  full  benefit  of  her  own  statement  of  the  case. 
And  I  am  happy  to  say  that  there  was  common 
sense  enough  and  right  feeling  enough  in  the 
parish  of  St.  Charity  to  do  her  ample  justice. 
Her  husband  is  still  our  minister,  active,  useful, 
and  beloved  ;  but  as  no  salary  has  yet  been  set 
apart  for  his  wife,  she  has  not  assumed  any  du- 

ties in  the  congi-egation,  and  from  present  ap- 
pearances, I  think,  has  no  intention  of  doing  so. 

But  as  a  wife  and  mother  her  life  is  beautiful ; 
and  her  example  of  far  more  benefit  to  the  peo- 

ple under  her  husband's  care  than  all  her  more 
public  acts  could  be,  had  she  entered  upon  every 
duty  that  was  so  generously  assigned  to  her. 
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DINING,  CONSIDEKED  AS  A  FI^TE  ART. 

A CERTAIN  philosopher  has  divided  man- 
kind into  two  groat  chisses  :  those  who 

cheat,  and  those  who  are  cheated.  Another 
has  partitioned  tlie  animated  world  into  those 
who  eat,  and  those  wiio  are  eaten.  A  third — 
and,  to  the  mind  of  the  present  writer,  better — 
chissification  of  mankind,  snggests  itself,  viz., 
those  (who  have  leisure,  money,  and  taste)  who 
live  to  cat,  and  those  (who  have  a  good  appe- 

tite, little  money,  and  no  leisure)  who  eat  to 
live.  Now,  considering  Dinimj  strictly  as  one  of 
the  Fine  Arts,  it  appears  evident  that  both  these 
classes  are,  more  or  less,  artists ;  for  the  mem- 

bers of  the  first  make  of  dinin,,^  an  art,  while 
those  of  the  second — among  whom  the  writer  of 
this  is  to  be  counted — have  frequently  to  use 
every  art  to  get  a  dinner. 

Every  Fine  Art  has  its  especial  literature.  If 
Ruskin  has  discussed  Modern  Paintings  and 
Painters,  the  lamented  Soyer — as  great  an  art- 

ist in  his  way,  and  a  more  praciical  man — has 
done  the  same  office  for  Modern  Dinners  and 
Cooks.  If  we  have  histories  of  painting,  sculp- 

ture, and  poetry,  in  various  times  and  nations, 
so  we  have  a  History  of  Cooker ij,  fi'om  the 
earliest  period  to  the  present  time."  And  if 
various  of  our  great  men  have  devoted  them- 

selves to  the  consideration  of  particular  epochs 
of  other  arts,  have  we  not  been  favored  with  an 
essay,  by  an  eminent  Parisian,  "On  the  Gas- 

tronomic Effects  of  the  First  French  Revolu- 

tion ?"  Is  there  not  an  energetic  remonstrance 
on  the  British  catalogue,  entitled  "Thoughts 
on  Roast  Pig;"  and  a  critical  dissertation  on 
"The  Comparative  Merits  of  Male  and  Female 
Cooks  ?"  not  to  speak  of  various  other  and  more 
extended  works,  such  as  the  "Physiologic  du 
Gout,"  by  that  great  art-critic  Brillat-Savarin, 
who  may  be  called  the  Ruskin  of  this  depart- 

ment of  fine  art. 

Of  565  Chinese  books.on  Behavior,  catalogued 
by  an  eminent  Chinese  scholar,  3GI  refer  di- 

rectly to  the  ceremonial  of  the  Celestial  dinner- 
table  The  Japanese,  Hindoos,  and  Persians 
<ire  both  luminous  and  voluminous  upon  the 
same  point ;  and  to  turn  to  what  we  are  ])lcased 
to  consider  more  civilized  nations,  a  French 
writer  assures  us  that  France  possesses  no  less 
than  one  hundred  and  fifty-six  works  upon  Man- 

ners—all  referring  more  or  less  circumstantially 
to  prandial  ceremonials,  while  American,  En- 

glish, Italian,  Spanish,  German,  and  even  Rus- 
sian and  Dutch  writers  swell  the  list  of  devo-- 

tees  to  this  the  most  delightful  of  the  fine  arts ; 
which,  by-the-way,  is  dignified  by  the  classical 
title  of  "  Aristology,"  the  derivation  of  which 
the  reader  may  hunt  up  for  himself. 

Let  us  then  consider,  for  a  little,  some  of  the 
peculiarities  of  Aristology,  and  the  Aristologist, 
or  artistic  diner  out.  First,  as  to  the  means 
necessary  for  the  successful  prosecution  of  the 
art.  Mr.  Wellesly  Pole  used  to  say  that  it 
was  impossible  to  live  like  a  gentleman,  in  En- 

gland, under  forty  thousand  pounds  a  year ; 

and  Beau  Brnmmcll,  when  asked  by  a  lady  how 
much  she  ought  to  allow  her  son  for  dress^  said 
that,  with  strict  ccnfiomj,  it  might  be  done  for 
eight  hundred  a  year.  The  art  is  yet  in  its  in- 

fancy in  America,  pnd  data  u]>on  which  to  form 
an  accurate  estimate  of  the  income  necessary  for 
an  accoinjilished  aristologist  are  scarce.  But 
we  have  no  doubt  that  much  might  be  done  by 
a  prudent  and  skillful  man  with  twenty  thou- 

sand dollars  per  annum.  Of  course,  the  aris- 
tologist sliould,  if  possible,  devote  himself  en- 

tirely to  his  art.  "Generally  speaking,"  says  a 
writer  of  eminence  and  authority  upon  this  sub- 

ject, "a  calling  of  any  sort  is  against  a  man; 
for  we  incline  to  think  that  the  gentleman  par 
exccllenca  [think  of  this  enviable  title  being  mo- 

nopolized by  the  Professor  of  Aristology]  should 
resemble  Voltaire's  trees,  who,  when  a  visitor 
was  complimenting  him  on  their  looking  so  fine, 
replied,  'They  ought,  for  they  have  nothing  else 

to  do.' " 
Good  looks  are  not  necessary  —  happily. 

Wilkes,  a  noted  and  successful  diner  out,  who 

justly  declared  that,  give  him  but  half  an  hour's start  and  he  would  make  a  better  impression 
than  the  handsomest  man  in  the  room,  was  so 
excessively  ugly,  that  a  lottery-office  keeper 
once  offered  him  ten  guineas  not  to  pass  his 
window  while  the  tickets  were  drawing,  for  fear 
he  would  bring  ill  luck  upon  the  house. 

"  The  finest  linen,  plenty  of  it,  and  coim- 
try  washing,"  were  Brummell's  directions  to  a 
youthful  aspirant  to  aristological  honors.  This 
matter,  however,  according  to  a  French  writer, 
a  member  of  the  Academy,  may  be  carried  too 
far;  and  he  adds  that  "those  who  delight  in 
cleanliness  change  their  linen  twice  a  week,  and 
their  pocket-handkerchief  still  oftener  if  they 
arc  obliged  to  blow  their  noses  frequently — es- 

pecially those  who  take  snuff."  This  seems  a 
very  moderate  estimate,  even  for  a  Frenchman, 
who  must  be  either  a  cleaner  or  a  dirtier  man 
than  his  neighbors,  as  you  may  choose  to  inter- 

pret the  above  directions.  It  reminds  one  of  a 
remark  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis.  Johnson  confessed  to 
Mr.  Langton  that  he  experienced  an  unusual  feel- 

ing of  elation  when  (on  the  occasion  of  "  Irene" 
being  brought  upon  the  stage)  he  first  put  on  a 
scarlet  waistcoat  with  rich  gold  lace,  and  a  gold- 
laced  hat.  Sir  Henry  Ellis  declared  that  he 
never  saw  a  Frenchman  in  a  clean  shirt  who 
did  not  exhibit  symptoms  of  a  similar  feeling 
of  elation  at  ̂ he  circumstance.  In  fact,  a  Pa- 

risian exquisite  reverses  Brummell's  maxim, 
and  holds  that  you  are  not  well  dressed  if  peo- 

ple do  7iot  stop  to  stare  at  you. 
As  for  gloves,  the  student  of  aristology  will 

bear  in  mind  that  they  are  strictly  for  ornament 
— not  use.  Let  him  never  fall  into  the  error 
of  tlie  navy  captain  at  a  ball,  when  his  partner, 
a  distinguished  lady,  suggested  the  jjropriety  of 
his  putting  on  his  gloves  before  they  led  off  the 
dance.  "Oh,  never  mind  me,  madame,"  said 
the  gallant  hero,  "  I  shall  wash  my  hands  when 
I've  done  dancing ! " 

"But,"  the  patient  or  impatient  reader  will 

# 
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ask,  "What  has  all  this  matter  of  clean  linen, 

gloves,  etc.,  to  do  with  the  art  of  dining?" A  great  deal,  most  excellent  neophyte !  as 
any  proficient  in  the  art  will  tell  you.  The 
sculptor  has  to  carve  his  image  out  of  marble 
with  a  dusty  chisel ;  the  painter  must  daub  his 
on  coarse  canvas  with  vulgar  oil  and  filthy 
paints  ;  the  poet  is  obliged  to  use  ink  and  paper 
— and  his  finger-ends  but  too  often  bear  witness, 
in  close-bit  nails  and  badly-washed  ink-stains, 
to  the  partly  mechanical  nature  of  his  high  art. 
It  is  reserved  for  the  aristologist — the  gentle- 

man par  excellence,  to  recur  to  the  Avords  of  our 
before-quoted  author — to  perfect  himself  in  his 
art  without  any  of  these  vulgar  adjuncts.  He 
alone  combines  in  his  own  figure  artist,  model, 
and  product ;  he  alone  develops  on  his  own  cher- 

ished person  all  those  forms  of  beauty  which 
vaguely  flit  through  his  brain  ;  he  alone  may  be 
truly  said  to  enjoy  what  himself  creates. 

Being  prepared  to  honor  the  duly  received 
invitation,  the  artistic  diner  out  proceeds  on 
his  Avay.  Among  the  Sybarites,  by-the-way, 
it  was  customary  to  invite  ladies  to  dinner  a 
year  beforehand,  ostensibly  to  give  them  time 
for  beautifying  themselves.  Those  old  fellows 
did  not  realize  how  evanescent  is  true  beau- 

ty— perhaps  they  had  advanced  farther  than  we 
in  "  the  mysteries  of  the  toilet."  Being  arrived 
at  his  destination,  he  is  announced.  And  here 
is  a  point :  let  him  be  careful  to  give  his  name 
distinctly  to  the  attendant  servant.  Else  may 
he  share  the  fate  of  one  Mr.  Delaflete,  of  Lon- 

don, who,  per-haps  supposing  that  name  more 
generally  known  than  was  actually  the  case, 
neglected  the  precaution  of  distinctness  in  its 
utterance,  and  to  his.  disgust  heard  himself 
announced,  to  a  crowded  drawing-roorn  as  Mr. 
Ilellqfloat. 

Being  entered,  he  salutes  his  host  and  hostess. 
Except  it  be,  indeed,  that  his  dinner  is  in  China  ; 
where  strict  etiquette  demands  that  the  host 
leave  his  house  when  he  has  a  dinner  party. 

All  writers  on  aristology  agree  in  terming 
the  salute  the  touchstone  by  which  any  given 

person's  breeding  may  be  instantly  and  uner- 
ringly determined ;  and  the  aspirant  to  prandial 

benefits  and  distinctions  will,  therefore,  perfect 
himself  in  this  important  part  of  his  profession. 
There  are,  of  course,  various  modes  of  salutation 
in  different  countries.  Among  the  Sandwich 
Island  Kanakas  they  rub  noses;  in  Timor  they 
pull  one  another's  ears ;  the  Franks  plucked 
out  a  hair  and  presented  it — an  evidence  that 
baldness  was,  to  say  the  least,  unusual  among 
them  ;  the  Japanese  take  ofl^  their  slippers  when 
they  meet.  The  only  salutation  permitted  to 
the  Carthusian  monks  of  Spain  was  a  slight 
nod  and  the  lively  remark,  "  We  must  die  ;"  to 
which  the  exhilarating  reply  was,  "We  know 
it."  In  some  of  the  South  Sea  Islands  they 
spit  in  their  hands  and  then  rub  a  our  face  for 
you;  in  others,  it  is  the  height  of  politeness 
to  fling  a  jar  of  Avater  over  your  friend.  In 
America,  as  in  England  and  France,  Ave  nod, 
boAV,  courtesy,  shake  hands,  and  take  off  our 

hats.  In  Germany  the  men  kiss  each  other. 
The  science  consists  in  knoAving  on  what  occa- 

sions, and  Avith  Avhat  persons,  these  respcctiA-e 
modes  of  salutation  are  to  be  used  ;  the  art,  in 
attaining  perfection  in  the  various  genuflexions 
Avhich,  gracefully  performed,  stamp  you  an  ac- 

complished diner  out.  Space  forbids  our  going 
into  particulars ;  but  Ave  may  mention  Avliat  an 
eminent  Philadelphian*  says  of  boAving :  "If 
you  have  remarkably  fine  teeth,  yon  may  smile 
afifectionately  upon  the  bowee,  Avithout  speak- 

ing." Also,  he  says:  "If  you,  meet  a  rich 
parvenu  Avhose  consequence  you  Avish  to  re- 

prove, you  may  salute  him  in  a  very  patroniz- 
ing manner,  or  else,  in  acknoAvlcdging  his  boAV, 

look  somcAvhat  surprised,  and  say,  '  Mister — 
eh— eh  ?'  "  The  riiiladelphia  "  Gentleman" 
informs  us  farther — and  this  is  a  point  Avorth 
noting — that,  "  The  ordinary  custom  among 
Avell-bred  persons  is  as  folloAvs :  soup  is  taken 
Avith  a  spoon.  Some  foolish  fashionables,"  he 
adds,  "  employ  a  fork  !  They  might  as  aa'cII 
make  use  of  a  broomstick !" — and  better,  too,  Ave should  say. 

And  oh,  neophyte  in  aristology !  you  are  to 
eat  deliberately.  Don't  cram,  as  you  AA'ould 
avoid  dysj)epsia,  that  greatest  bane  of  the  diner 
out.  On  Avliich  point  Sam  Slick  has  a  lesson 
from  Abernethy,  Avhich  is  not  to  be  omitted 
here  :  "The  Honorable  Alden  Gobble  Avas  dys- 

peptic, and  he  suffered  great  uneasiness  after 
eating  ;  so  he  goes  to  Abernethy  for  advice. 
'  What's  the  matter  Avith  you  ?'  said  the  Doctor 
— jist  that  Avay,  Avithout  even  passing  the  time 
o'  day  Avith  him — 'What's  the  matter  Avith  you?' 
said  he,  'Why,'  says  Alden,  'I  presume  I 
have  the  dyspepsy.'  '  Ah  !'  said  he,  '  I  see — a Yankee — swalloAved  more  dollars  and  cents  than 

he  can  digest,'  'I  am  an  American  citizen,' 
says  Alden,  with  great  dignity ;  '  I  am  Secre- 

tary to  our  Legation  at  the  Court  of  St.  James's.' 
'  The  devil  you  arc,'  said  Abernethy ;  '  then 
you'll  soon  get  rid  of  your  dyspepsy.'  '  I  don't 
see  that  are  inference,'  said  Alden;  'it  don't 
folloAv  from  Avhat  you  predicate,  at  all ;  it  ain't 
a  natural  consequence,  I  guess,  that  a  man 
should  cease  to  be  ill  because  he  is  called  by 
the  voice  of  a  free  and  enlightened  people  to 
fill  an  important  office.'  [The  truth  is,  you 
could  no  more  trap  Alden  than  you  could  an 
Indian.  He  could  see  other  folks'  trail,  and 
made  none  himself ;  he  Avas  a  real  diplomatist, 
and  I  believe  our  diplomatists  are  alloAved  to 
be  the  best  in  the  Avorld,]  'But  I  tell  you  it 
does  follow,'  said  the  Doctor ;  'for  in  the  com- 

pany you'll  have  to  keep  you'll  have  to  eat  like 
a  Christian,' 

"It  Avas  an  everlasting  pity  Alden  contra- 
dicted him,  for  he  broke  out  like  one  moon- 

distracted  mad.  'I'll  be  d — d,'  said  he,  'if  I 
ever  saw  a  Yankee  that  don't  bolt  his  food  Avhole, 
like  a  boa  constrictor.  Hoav  the  devil  can  you 
expect  to  digest  food  that  you  neither  take  the 

*  The  Laws  of  Etiquette;  or,  Short  Rules  and  Reflec- 
tions/or Conduct  in  Society.  By  a  Gentleman.  Phila- delphia. 
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trouble  to  dissect  nor  the  time  to  masticate  ?  [ 

It's  no  wonder  you  lose  your  teeth,  for  you 
never  use  them  ;  nor  your  dij^estion,  for  you 
overload  it ;  nor  your  saliva,  for  you  exi)end  it 
on  the  carpets,  instead  of  ou  your  food.  It's 
disgustiuir;  its  beastly.  You  Yankees  load  yoiu' 
stomachs  as  a  Devonshire  man  docs  his  cart,  as 
full  as  it  can  hold,  and  as  fast  as  he  can  pitch 
it  in  with  a  dunj;  fork,  and  drive  off;  and  then 
you  complain  that  sucii  a  load  of  compost  is  too 
heavy  for  you.  Dyspepsy,  ch  ?  Infernal  guz- 

zling, you  mean.  I'll  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Secre- 
tary of  Legation,  take  half  the  time  to  eat  that 

you  do  to  di-awl  out  your  words,  chew  your 
food  half  as  much  as  you  do  your  filthy  tobacco, 
and  you'll  be  well  in  a  month."* With  another  liint,  and  this  to  ladies,  avc 
will  drop  our  Thiladelphia  "  Gentleman,"  Avho 
has,  after  all,  no  very  refined  notion  of  dining 
out.  He  says  that  "Ladies  sliould  bo  neat  in 
their  persons,  and  keep  their  nails  short  [1]  ;  and 
when  at  dinner  they  must  not  laugh  or  talk  too 
loud,  nor  daub  their  fingers  with  their  food. 
T/iet/  maij  wipe  their  lips  on  the  table-cloth,  but 
720^  bloic  their  noses  with  it.'"  Evidently,  the 
Philadelphia  treatise  is  intended  merely  for  nurs- 

ery aristologists. 
And  now,  before  entering  in  earnest  npon  the 

Dinner,  let  us  say  a  good  word  for  the  Diner. 
Not  the  glutton.  Your  true  diner  out  may  be 
an  epicure,  but  never  a  glutton.  Gambles, 
an  ancient  Greek,  ate  up  his  wife  ;  and  in  the 
morning,  awakening,  found  her  hands  in  his 
throat !  Let  the  glutton  take  warning  !  A 
narrow-minded  Scotchman  confuses  the  two 
terms,  and  says  of  the  epicure:  "He  is  un- 

made, and  eventually  dished  by  made  dishes. 
Champagne  is  no  longer  sham  when  it  begins 
to  affect  his  system  ;  his  stomach  is  so  deranged 
in  its  punctuation  that  his  colon  makes  a  point 
of  coming  to  a  full  stop;  keeping  it  np  late 
ends  in  his  being  laid  up  early ;  and  the  bon- 
vivant  who  has  been  always  hunting  pleasure, 
finds  at  last  that  he  has  been  only  whipping 
and  spurring  that  he  might  the  sooner  be  in  at 
his  own  death."  This  plainly  describes  the 
glutton  ;  and  applied  to  the  aristologist — the 
"gentleman  par  excellence'' — the  statement  is 
as  libelous  as  the  puns  are  bad. 

Dr.  Johnson  wisely  observed  that  a  man  who 
is  careless  about  his  table  will  generally  be 
found  careless  in  other  matters.  The  greatest 
men  in  all  countries  have  always  been  the  most 
perfect  aristologists.  Louis  XVI.  is  said  to  have 
been  neglectful  of  his  table  ;  and  this  was,  prob- 

ably, one  among  the  many  causes  of  his  fall. 
Cambaceres,  Napoleon's  grand  chamberlain, 
was  famous  for  his  dinners,  regarding  dining 
as  the  business  of  life  ;  and  when  his  master 
was  especially  pleased  at  the  result  of  a  diplo- 

matic conference,  he  was  accustomed  to  take 
leave  of  the  plenipotentiaries  with,  "  Go  and 
dine  with  Cambaceres."  Napoleon  was  him- 

self famous  for  the  nicety  of  his  taste,  but,  from 
the  hurried  manner  of  his  life,  he  acquired  a 

*  Tlie  Clockmaker.    Chapter  IX. 

pernicious  habit  of  eating  fast;  and  this,  dcljil- 
itaiing  his  stomach,  paralyzed  him  on  two  of  the 
most  critical  occasions  of  his  life  —  the  battles 
of  Borodino  and  Lcijjsic.  When  ]M.  de  Suf- 
frein  was  commanding  the  French  in  the  East 
Indies,  lie  was  one  day  waited  upon  by  a  depu- 

tation of  natives,  who  reriuested  an  audience 
just  as  he  was  sitting  down  to  dinner.  He  de- 

sired an  aid-de-camj)  to  inform  them  that  it  was 
a  prece])t  of  the  Christian  religion,  from  which 
no  earthly  consideration  would  induce  him  to 
depart,  never  to  attend  to  business  of  any  sort 
at  dinner-time.  The  dei)Utation  departed,  lost 
in  admiration  at  the  piety  of  the  commandant, 
and  returned  at  the  jiroper  time,  so  prcdis])oscd 
in  his  favor  that  he  was  enabled  to  conclude  an 

advantageous  treaty  with  them.  One  of  Boli- 
var's first  cares,  on  becoming  President  of  freed 

Peru,  was  to  intrust  to  M.  Armand  de  Bremont 
the  delicate  mission  of  sending  him  from  Paris 
the  best  cook  he  could  find.  A  friend  of  Mr. 
Thackeray  relates  that  he  v/as  once  dining  with 
him  in  Paris,  when  a  matelotte  (a  fish  ragout) 
of  surpassing  excellence  was  served  up.  "My 
dear  fellow,"  exclaimed  the  delighted  author  of 
"  The  Virginians,"  "  don't  let  us  speak  a  word 
till  we  have  finislied  this  dish  !" 

Dr.  Johnson,  though  nnfortimately  extreme- 
ly coarse  in  his  mode  of  eating,  and  not  at  all 

orthodox  in  his  tastes,  fully  realized  the  import- 
ance of  the  subject.  "  AVomen,"  once  observed 

the  sage,  "  can  spin  very  Avell,  but  they  can  not 
write  a  good  book  of  cookery.  I  could  write  a 
better  book  of  cookery  than  has  ever  yet  been  writ- 

ten ;  it  should  be  a  book  on  philosoj)kical  prin- 
ciples.'''' What  a  loss  to  the  world  that  the  great 

lion  of  literature  forbore  !  According  to  Mrs.  . 
Piozzi,  Johnson's  "favorite  dainties  were,  a  leg  ' 
of  pork,  boiled  till  it  dropped  from  the  bone,  a 
veal  pie,  with  plums  and  sugar,  and  the  outside 
cut  of  a  salt  buttock  of  beef."  lie  has  been 
known  to  call  for  the  butter-boat  containing  the 
lobster-sauce  during  the  second  course,  and  i)Our 
the  whole  of  its  contents  over  his  plum-pudding. 

The  cardinals  have  always  been  noted  for 
their  gastronomic  skill.  Fesch,  the  uncle  of 
Napoleon  the  Great,  takes  especial  rank  in  the 
annals  of  aristology ;  and  there  is  related  of  him 
a  story  which  shows  how  ingenuity  and  taste, 
properly  combined,  can  please  the  guests,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  gain  credit  for  the  host.  He 
had  invited  a  select  party  of  clerical  magnates 
to  dinner.  By  a  fortunate  coincidence,  two 
turbots  of  singular  beauty  arrived  as  presents  to 
his  Eminence  on  the  very  morning  of  the  feast. 
To  serve  them  both  would  have  appeared  ridic- 

ulous ;  but  the  Cardinal  was  most  anxious  to 
have  the  credit  of  both.  He  imparted  his  em- 

barrassment to  his  chef.  "Be  of  good  cheer, 
your  Eminence,"  was  the  reply;  "both  shall 
appear  ;  both  shall  enjoy  the  reception  which  is 
their  due."  The  dinner  w^as  served  ;  one  of  the 
turbots  relieved  the  soup.  Delight  was  in  ev- 

ery face.  The  maitre-d' hotel  advances  ;  two  at- 
tendants raise  the  turbot,  and  carry  him  ofi"  to 

cut  him  up.     One  of  them  loses  his  equilibri- 
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urn  :  the  attendants  and  the  turbot  roll  togeth- 

er upon  the  floor.  At  this  sad  sight  the  assem- 
bled cardinals  became  pale  as  death,  and  a  sol- 
emn silence  reigned  in  the  conclave.  Intense 

disappointment  was  expressed  on  every  priestly 
face.  "Bring  another  turbot,"  says  the  maitre- 
d'hotel  to  the  attendant,  with  the  utmost  cool- 

ness. And  now  intense  delight  took  the  place 

of  disappointment  on  each  cardinal's  faee  ;  and the  host  was  conscious  of  another  laurel  added 
to  his  gastronomic  crown. 

To  return  from  Diners  to  Dinners.  It  mat- 
ters little  at  what  lime  dinner  and  diner  meet, 

if  only  the  appetite  is  prepared  and  the  busi- 
ness of  the  day  over.  Henry  IV.  of  France  ate 

his  at  half  past  eleven  ;  Charlemagne,  earlier 
yet — at  half  past  ten.  At  present  the  greatest 
aristologists  dine  at  half  past  seven  —  shrewdly 
enjoying  as  long  as  possible  the  pleasures  of  an- 

ticipation. Punctuality,  however,  whatever  the 
hour,  is  indispensable.  Lord  Dudley  used  to 
say  that  the  most  unpunctual  persons  he  ever 
knew  were  two  distinguished  brothers — the  eld- 

er of  whom  is  now  a  peer  of  England,  and,  it 
is  to  be  hoped,  more  regular  in  his  habits — 
"  for,"  said  his  lordship,  "  if  you  asked  Robert 
for  Wednesday  at  seven,  you  were  sure  to  get 
Charles  on  Thursday  at  eight."  Lord  Dudley 
liimsclf  was  regular  as  clock-work — not  only  in 
his  hours,  but  also  in  his  habits.  He  could  not 
dine  comfortably  without  apple-pie,  which,  prop- 

erly made,  is  a  proper  and  excellent  dish.  Din- 
ing, when  Foreign  Secretary,  at  Prince  Ester- 

liazy's — a  grand  dinner — he  was  terribly  put  out 
on  finding  that  his  favorite  delicacy  was  want- 

ing, and  kept  on  murmuring,  pretty  audibly,  in 
his  absent  way,  "God  bless  my  soul,  no  ap- 

ple-pie !" The  true  aristologist  wisely  considers  Dinner 
as  the  event  of  the  day,  toward  the  proper  en- 

joyment of  which  all  other  things  are  subsidia- 
ry or  accessory.  He  regards  his  cook  with  ven- 

eration, and  does  not  think  extravagant  the  lan- 
guage M.  Henrion  de  Pensey  addressed  to  Mes- 
sieurs Laplace,  Chaptal,  and  Bcrthollet,  three 

of  the  most  distinguished  men  of  science  of 
their  day.  "I  regard  the  discovery  of  a  new 
dish,"  said  this  worthy  and  ingenuous  gentle- 

man, "  as  a  far  more  interesting  event  than  the 
discovery  of  a  star  ;  for  we  have  always  stars 
enough,  but  we  can  never  have  too  many  dish- 

es ;  and  I  shall  not  regard  the  sciences  as  sufli- 
ciently  honored  or  adequately  represented  among 
us  until  I  see  a  cook  in  the  first  class  of  the  In- 

stitute." Genius  is  to  be  drawn  out  only  by  ju- 
dicious praise  and  discriminating  criticism.  In 

the  days  when  Paris  was  most  famous  for  its 
cooks — days  now  past — it  was  the  fashion  for 
each  guest  at  a  banquet  to  place  a  piece  of  gold 
in  every  dish  of  more  than  ordinary  merit.  To 
facilitate  criticism  and  individualize  responsi- 

bility, it  is  even  now  the  custom,  at  some  Rus- 
sian and  German  tables — especially  at  the  roy- 

al table  of  Hanover — to  print  in  the  carte,  a 
copy  of  wliich  is  placed  beside  the  plate  of  each 
guest,  the  name  of  the  cook  by  whom  each  dish 

has  been  dressed,  like  the  programme  of  a  con- 
cert with  the  names  of  the  performers.  In  this 

way  only  can  the  highest  inspirations  of  genius 
be  called  forth.  Is  it  too  much  for  the  enthu- 

siastic aristologist  to  hope  that,  at  the  distin- 
guished tables  of  even  our  democratic  land,  this 

wise  custom  may,  by-and-by,  be  introduced  ? 
Then  may  we  see  reproduced  here  those  now 
faded  glories  of  the  art  which  once  gave  renown 
to  the  restaurants  and  private  tables  of  Paris, 
and  inspired  master-cooks  with  that  sense  of 
personal  ambition  and  responsibility  which  made 
the  great  Vatel,  maitre-d' hotel  to  the  Prince  de 
Conde,  throw  himself  upon  his  sword,  because 
at  a  royal  supper  an  insignificant  dish  was  want- 

ing at  one  of  the  tables — even  as  a  Parisian  no- 
tary's clerk  killed  himself,  because,  having  duly 

calculated  and  considered  the  chances,  he  did 
not  think  it  possible  for  him  to  be  so  great  a 
man  as  Najjoleon. 

And  that  the  great  cook  is  really  a  genius 
every  philosophic  mind  will  readily  perceive. 
Dugald  Stewart — admirable  philosopher !-— was 
struck  by  the  analogy  between  cookery,  poetry, 
and  the  other  fine  arts.  He  saj^s,  in  one  of  his 
Philosophical  Essays,  Siceet  may  be  said  to  be 
intrinsically  pleasing,  and  hitter  to  be  relatively 
pleasing ;  while  both  are,  in  many  cases,  equal- 

ly essential  to  those  effects  ̂ vhich,  in  the  art  of 
cookery,  correspond  to  that  covi])osite  beauty 
which  it  is  the  object  of  the  poet  and  the  paint- 

er to  create  !"  So  Robert,  the  inventor  of  the 
sauce,  Rcchaud,  and  Merillion,  have  been  char- 

acterized as  the  Raphael,  Michael  Angelo,  and 
Rubens  of  cookery ;  while  Beauvillier  was 
placed  by  acclamation  at  the  head  of  the  clas- 

sical school — so  called  by  way  of  contradistinc- 
tion to  the  romantic  school,  of  which  the  famous 

Careme  used  to  be  considered  the  chief.  And 
although  as  of  the  poet  it  is  said,  Poeta  nasciinr, 
non  Jit,  so  it  is  true  of  the  cook  that  he  is  born, 
not  made  :  yet  both  poet  and  cook  must  go 
through  a  long  course  of  training  for  the  proper 
development  of  their  genius.  Thus  Careme 
tells  us  of  himself  that  he  began  his  studies  by 
attending  a  regular  course  of  roasting,  under 
some  of  the  leading  roasters  of  the  day  (how 
many  blockheads  have  gone  through  a  course 
of  scholastic  roasting,  without  becoming  either 
poets  or  cooks  !) ;  next  placed  himself  under 
M.  Richaut,  the  famous  ̂ ''saucier  de  la  maisoji 
de  Conde,''  to  learn  the  mystery  of  sauces;  then 
under  M.  Asne,  with  a  peculiar  view  to  the  prep- 

aration of  cold  dishes  ;  and  took  his  finishing 

degree  under  Robert  I'Aine,  a  professor  of  I'ele- 
gance  viodeme.  How  thorough  this  course  ! 
and  how  did  industry  and  perseverance  here 
come  to  the  aid  of  genius  ! 

Your  true  cook,  like  your  poet,  is  an  erratic 
being.  Restless  and  inconstant,  he  wanders  from 
place  to  place  and  depends  upon  the  lucky  mo- 

ment for  the  grand  inspirations  of  his  life.  His 
comfort  is  one  of  the  chief  cares  of  an  appreci- 

ative master.  The  late  Marquis  of  Hertford 
had  a  cook  who,  in  his  master's  opinion,  was 
inimitable  in  a  supreme.    Dining  one  day  with 
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nn  intimate  friciul,  i\  distinj^uislied  privy  coun- 
tilor  of  Eiiglaiul,  who  had  fifciuently  contested 
tiic  point,  iiis  lordship  dcchuvd  the  supreme, 
which  he  was  witli  dilheidty  i)ersuaded  to  taste, 
dctestahlc. 

"Now  I  have  yon  I"  exclaimed  the  Right 
Honorable.  "That  dish  was  dressed  by  yonr 
own  chef,  Avho  is  at  this  moment  in  my  house." 

"Then  all  I  can  say,"  replied  the  Marquis, 
"is,  that  you  must  have  spoiled  his  palate  by 
drinkinj^  beer  with  him." 

Colonel  Damer,  happening  to  enter  Crock- 
ford's  one  evening  to  dine  early,  found  Ude — 
Louis  Eustache  Ude,  one  of  the  great  cooks  of 
the  day — v/alking  up  and  down  in  a  towering 
passion,  and  naturally  inquired  what  was  the 
matter. 

"The  matter.  Monsieur  lo  Colonel  I  Did 
you  see  that  man  who  has  just  gone  out  ?  Well, 
he  ordered  a  red  mullet  for  his  dinner !  I  made 
him  a  delicious  little  sauce  with  my  own  hands. 
The  price  of  the  mullet,  marked  on  the  carte, 
was  two  shillings  ;  I  added  sixpence  for  the 
sauce.  That  iinbccille  apparently  believes  that 
the  red  mullets  come  out  of  the  sea  with  mj 
sauce  in  their  pockets  !" 

Ude's  sauce  was  no  better  appreciated  than 
some  canvas-back  ducks  once  sent  by  our  his- 

torian, Prescott,  to  an  English  friend.  It  is 
related  that  they  were  forwarded  accidentally 
to  Melton,  and  eaten  by  a  select  party  as  com- 

mon ducks — to  their  intense  disappointment 
when  made  aware  of  the  facts.  And  ducks 
bring  to  mind  a  rule  to  be  observed  of  birds  in 
general :  no  bird  worth  eating  should  be  inun- 

dated with  gravy.  The  peculiar  flavor  is  wash- 
ed away.  Sydney  Smith,  who  knew  a  thing  or 

two  in  the  aristological  way,  on  once  hearing  a 

lady  at  table  exclaim,  "'No  gravy,  if  you  please  !" turned  to  her  and  proposed  to  swear  eternal 
friendship  on  the  instant,  saying  that  he  had 
been  looking  all  his  life  for  a  person  who  on 
principle  rejected  gravy. 

But  enough  of  the  cook.  Let  us  say  that 
with  him,  as  with  the  poet,  simplicity  is  the 
acme  of  perfection.  His  lalbors  are  not  to  be 
valued  by  their  cost,  but  by  their  intrinsic  ex- 

cellence. We  think  with  disgust  of  those  bar- 
barous Roman  banquets,  or  medieval  feasts, 

which  were  certainly  more  remarkable  for  pro- 
fusion and  costliness  than  for  taste.  The  sole 

merit  of  a  dish  composed  of  the  brains  of  five 
hundred  peacocks,  or  the  tongues  of  live  hun- 

dred nightingales,  must  have  been  its  dearness. 
The  Prime  Minister  of  England's  first  James 
kept  no  less  than  five  hundred  servants  in  his 
town-house;  and  yet  his  royal  master  owned 
but  a  single  pair  of  silk  stockings,  which  he  was 
sufficiently  generous  to  lend  his  noble  minister 
upon  occasion  when  that  worthy  had  to  grant 
audience  to  a  French  Embassador.  The  Dijke 
of  Medina-Coeli,  contemporary  with  the  famous 
and  cruel  Duke  of  Alba,  paid  no  less  tlian  twen- 

ty thousand  pounds  per  montli  as  servants'  hire 
alone,  yet  had  not  in  his  spacious  palace  a  room 
lit  to  dine  in.    It  somewhat  diminishes  our  ad- 

miration of  Anne  Bolcyn's  fabled  beauty  to 
know  that  that  lady  breakfasted  each  morning 
on  boiled  \)o\  k  and  beer.  If  a  mode  of  swallow- 

ing most  money  in  a  given  time  l>c  thought  a 
desideratum,  surely  Cleopatra,  with  her  jjearl, 
will  take  the  pri/.e;  altljough  even  she  was  fair- 

ly beaten,  in  originality  and  neatness  of  con- 
ception, by  a  frail  fair  one,  the  famous  Mrs. 

Sawbridge,  who,  to  show  her  contempt  for  an 
elderly  adorer,  sandwiched  the  hundred  pound 
note  which  he  had  laid  upon  her  dressing  table 
l)ctween  two  slices  of  bread  and  butter,  and  ate 
it  in  his  presence. 

And  now,  having  discussed  the  Diner  and  the 
Cook,  let  us  come — at  last,  the  imi)atient  reader 
will  say — to  the  Dinner ;  about  which  we  have 
been  hovering  for  some  ])ages.  Unfortunately 
— or  J:hc  reverse — the  editor  of  this  INIagazine 
is  inexorable  in  the  matter  of  space,  and  we 
arc  compelled  by  the  sternest  of  fates  to  cut 
short  the  delightful  thoughts  which  crowd  to 
every  right-minded  man's  heart  when  he  con- 

templates that  greatest  object  of  life — a  well- 
served  dinner.  M.  Anthelme  Brillat-Savarin, 
Judge  of  the  Court  of  Cassation,  member  of  the 
Legion  of  Honor,  and  of  most  of  the  scientific 
and  literary  societies  of  France,  from  whose 
famous  before-mentioned  treatise  on  the  "Phys- 

iology of  Taste"  we  are  about  to  quote  reverent- 
ly a  few  rules  for  the  dinner-table,  was — to  the 

mind  of  a  true  aristologist — one  of  the  most  no- 
table men  France  ever  produced.  Like  all  true 

epicures  he  was  of  a  sober,  moderate,  and  easily- 
satisfied  disposition ;  like  all  men  of  genius,  he 
was  an  enthusiast.  It  is  related  of  him,  in  con- 

firmation of  the  latter  trait,  that  during  his  res- 
idence in  America  (he  was  compelled  to  emi- 

grate by  the  Reign  of  Terror)  he  was  one  day 
shooting  in  the  Virginia  woods.  IIa\ing  had 
the  good  fortune  to  kill  a  wild  turkey,  he  was 
returning,  when  he  fell  in  with  Jefi^crson,  who 
knew^  him,  and  who  presently  began  relating 
some  interesting  anecdotes  of  Washington  and 
the  war  then  but  just  over.  Observing  the  dis- 

tracted air  of  JNI.  Savarin  he  stopped,  and  was 
about  to  take  offense  at  the  lack  of  attention. 

"My  dear  Sir,"  said  the  gastronomer,  recov- 
ering himself  with  a  strong  effort,  "I  beg  a  thou- 
sand pardons — but  I  was  thinking  how  1  should 

dress  my  wild  turkey." 
It  is  this  gentleman — whom,  as  Democritus 

was  called  the  Laughing  Philosopher,  we  may 
call  the  Dining  Philosopher — to  whom  we  are 
indebted  for  a  short  and  compi'ehcnsivc  set  of 
aphorisms  on  dining,  by  following  which  he  pro- 

poses to  unite  "all  things  requisite  to  the  high- 
est pleasures  of  the  table."  A  good  cook  is,  of 

course,  premised.  Without  him  your  table  en- 
joyments wall  be  as  the  apples  of  Sodom,  fair 

v,ith(Hit,  in  anticipation — but  ashes  wit])in,  in 
the  realization.  As  was  proven  by  Byron,  who, 
being  compelled  to  celebrate  his  birthday  in  It- 

aly, determined  on  nothing  less  than  a  plum- 
pudding,  by  aid  of  which  to  eat  himself  a  happy 
return  of  the  day.  Plum-puddings  are,  or  were, 

;  not  so  fiimiliar  to  Italian  gastronomes  as  mac- 



70 IIAEPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

jironi,  and  the  noble  poet  busied  himself  a  whole 

morning  in  giving  directions  for  the  proper  com- 
pounding of  the  British  luxury.  One  can  ftincy 

his  disgust  when,  after  all  his  pains  and  anx- 
ious cares,  the  pudding  appeared  in  a  tureen, 

and  about  the  consistency  of  soup. 
A  capable  cook  being  then  presupposed,  M. 

Savarin  recommends : 
That  the  number  of  the  party  do  not  exceed 

twelve,  that  the  conversation  may  be  constantly 
general ; 

That  the  eating-room  be  luxuriously  lighted, 
the  cloth  remarkably  white,  and  the  atmosphere 
at  the  tcmjjcrature  of  from  thirteen  to  sixteen 
degrees  Kcaumur ; 

That  the  dishes  be  exceedingly  choice,  but 
limited  in  number,  the  order  of  progression,  in 
fluids  as  in  solids,  being  from  the  most  sulistan- 
tial  to  the  lightest ; 

Tliat  the  act  of  consumption  be  deliberate, 
the  dinner  being  the  last  business  of  the  day ; 
and  that  the  guests  consider  themselves  as  trav- 

elers who  are  to  arrive  together  at  the  same 
place  of  destination ; 

That  the  party  be  detained  by  the  charms  of 
society ; 

That  the  retreat  be  not  begun  before  eleven, 
but 

That  every  body  be  in  bed  by  twelve. 
These  recommendations  seem  to  us  unex- 

ceptionable. We  will  only  add  to  them  three 
dinner  rules  given  by  John  Bulwer,  a  quaint 
but  sensible  writer  of  the  seventeenth  century  : 
' '  Stridor  dentlimi  —  A  Itinn  silentium  —  Rumor 
f/entimn;"  which,  being  rendered  into  the  ver- 

nacular, signifies;  Work  for  the  jaws — A  silent 
pause — Erequent  ha-has. 

Lying  on  the  pavement. 
Dead  in  her  despair, 

What  'neath  Sin's  enslavement 
Brought  a  thing  so  fair? 

Scarcely  than  a  demon  less  ? 
What  hath  wrought  this  ?    It  was  Dress. 

In  his  stony  prison, 
Waiting  for  his  doom, 

When  the  sun  has  risen, 
Gallows  first — then  tomb  ! 

Stupored  thus  on  Nature's  brink?" What  hath  wrought  this  ?    It  was  Drink  ! 

Dress  and  Drink — ye  demons  twin 
Parents  of  all  woe  and  sin ! 
Bane  of  body  and  of  soul ! 
Shame  your  path — and  death  your  goal! 

THE  TEST. 

SHE  stands  in  the  shadow  of  the  great  elm 
upon  the  lawn,  and  flakes  of  sunshine,  sift- 
ing through  the  pendant  branches,  fall  like 

tremulous  gleaming  gems  upon  her  fair  head 
with  its  masses  of  braided  hair.  She  is  petite, 
delicate  as  a  fairy,  with  smiling  lips,  and  blue 
eyes  that  laugh  Avhen  her  lips  are  still,  and  a 
quickly-changing,  expressive  face,  that  reflects 
every  phase  of  feeling,  every  turn  of  thought, 
and  restless  hands  that  flutter  like  white  butter- 

flies over  each  object  of  desire,  and  feet  that, 
even  in  her  sleep,  move  unconsciously  with  the 
dancing  happiness  of  her  young  life. 

From  the  spot  where  she  stands  the  lawn 
slopes  downward,  bordered  by  a  thicket  of  aca- 

cia trees,  and  lilacs,  and  wild  roses,  Avhich 
guard  the  little  villa  from  the  intrusive  gaze  of 
boatmen  and  pleasure-seekers  upon  the  river. 
Yes,  nearly  opposite  the  elm-tree  two  large 
willows,  leaning  outward,  dip  their  pendant 
branches  in  the  stream  when  the  ocean  tides 

come,  lifting  it  up  to  the  level  of  the  green- 
sward ;  and  through  the  space  between  them 

the  eye  ranges  outward  over  the  smooth  water 
that  throws  back  the  sunshine  like  a  mirror,  and 
keeps  all  its  secret  depths  unlighted — past  the 
sails  of  yacht  and  wherry  gliding  to  and  fit) — 
past  the  gay  steamboats  with  their  floating  world 
of  travelers — past  the  forest  of  masts  gathered 
around  the  piers — up  to  the  great  city  with  its 
acres  of  stone  and  brick  piled  upward,  and  its 
spires  that  lift  themselves  into  the  sky. 

From  this  distance,  these  houses  and  towers 
which  Avail  the  horizon  -look  not  unlovely ;  for 
the  sunshine  touches  every  thing  with  a  tender, 
golden  light,  and  the  few  fleecy  clouds  visible 
in  the  fathomless  blue  air  seem  like  white  doves 

of  peace  floating  with  wings  outspread  in  bene- 
diction alike  over  the  calm  fields  and  the  unre- 

posing  citv,  with  its  seething,  struggling  human life. 

But  the  intent  gaze  of  the  young  girl  beneath 
the  elm-tree  brings  to  her  mind  little  thought 
of  field  or  city,  or  of  the  flashing  waters  flowing 
in  from  the  sea.    She  is  looking  between  the 

1  willows  for  a  little  boat  which  lier  eyes  alone 

DPvE^SS  AND  DRINK. 
SEE  that  painted  spectre. 

The  vampyre  of  the  streets! 
What  foul  demon  wrecked  her 

Hoard  of  youthful  sweets? 
Made  a  crime  of  loveliness? 

Oh!  'twas  Dress — 'twas  Dress! 

Look  upon  that  reeling 
Haggard  man  of  care, 

Down  the  back  streets  stealing, 
Hoaming  any  where ! 

What  hath  done  this?    Pause  and  think! 
'Twas  Drink! — 'twas  Drink! 

See  that  fair  wife  flying 
From  her  husband's  wrath, 

Her  guilty  lover  lying 
Dying  in  her  path ! 

What  hath  done  this?    Can  you  guess? 
'Twas  Dress — 'twas  Dress  ! 

Bloody  knife  still  reeking 
In  his  desperate  hand, 

Hiu-ricd  voices  speaking 
Round  him  in  a  band ! 

What  makes  thus  his  comrades  shrink? 
'Tis  the  deed — the  deed  of  Drink ! 
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could  certainly  di.stingiii.sli  in  ilic  distance,  and 
though  she  knows  he  will  surely  conic  that  way, 
she  watches  none  the  les^s  with  a  vague  idea 
that  her  watciiing  brings  him  more  rapidly  ; 
and  with  intervals  of  dreamy  reverie,  wherein 
her  eyes,  halt-vailed  by  their  drooping  lids, 
shine  with  a  softened  light,  and  her  lips  glow 
like  wet  coral  as  they  part  in  a  musing  smile. 
For  Alice  Girdler  is  seventeen  to-day,  and  in 
two  more  dnys  she  will  be  a  bride. 

Of  what  is  she  thinking  as  she  stands  there, 
her  white  arms  half  embracing  the  marble  Fawn 
she  leans  upon  ?  Is  there  any  thought  in  her 
mind  of  woman's  duty  and  destiny  ?  Docs  she 
revolve  the  great  problem  of  life  as  she  specu- 

lates concerning  the  future,  and,  pondering 
those  solemn  words  of  the  marriage-service, 
stand  reverently  before  the  great  gate  she  is 
about  to  enter,  and  ask  herself  if  she  is  fitted  to 
take  charge  of  another's  welfare,  and  to  meet 
the  change  and  trial  which  is  not  withheld  from 
the  happiest  life  ? 
Xo.  Alice  Girdler  is  yet  a  cliild,  and  she 

lives  in  the  present  only,  and  plays  wdth  the 
delicious  happiness  of  love  as  a  child  with  a 
new  toy.  Never  a  wish  of  hers  can  she  re- 

member to  have  lost  ungratified  ;  never  a  trou- 
ble has  come  to  her,  but  some  quick  hand  re- 

lieved her  from  its  pressiu'e,  and  gave  her  a  new 
joy  instead.  Wealth,  and  love,  and  pleasure 
liave  ministered  to  her  since  first  her  blue  eyes 
opened  in  this  world  of  ours,  and  no  solemn 
angels  of  affliction  have  even  for  a  little  space 
closed  the  doors  upon  gayety  and  worldliness, 
and  bade  her  learn  the  true  meaning  of  this 
life  or  the  mysteries  of  the  life  beyond. 

But  now  through  the  trees  which  hide  the 
house  behind  her  come  a  troop  of  maidens, 
sisters,  cousins,  friends,  who  have  gathered 
here  to  make  merry  over  the  bridal.  They 
move  with  elegance  and  grace,  and  their  jest 
and  laugh  at  finding  her  Avatcliing  her  lover's 
approach  are  low-toned  and  restrained,  not  to 
transgress  the  proprieties  in  which  they  have 
been  educated.  She  replies  gayly,  and  a  blush 
mantles  her  cheek.  The  little  boat  is  near  the 
willow  gateway,  and  two  gentlemen,  resting 
upon  their  oars,  look  up  the  vista  with  a  smile 
of  admiration  at  the  picturesque  effect  of  those 
airy,  graceful  forms  grouped  upon  the  green, 
beneath  the  elm-tree  shadows,  around  the  mar- 

ble Fawn. 
Stay — let  us  watch  them  a  moment.  See 

Alice  !  She  has  such  vivacity  and  such  refine- 
ment of  manner  when  she  is  talking,  that  look- 

ing at  her  is  only  less  delightful  than  listening 
to  her." 

"Ah,  Laurance  !  what  it  is  to  be  twenty-five, 
and  in  love!"  replied  the  elderly  gentleman  to 
whom  this  enthusiastic  address  had  been  made; 
and  a  half  sigh  breathed  through  the  smile  with 
which  he  looked  at  his  companion. 

Laurance  Grey  turned  to  his  friend,  his  fine 
face  flushed  with  exercise,  and  all  aglow  with 
happiness  which  his  frank  nature  had  no  in- 

clination to  deny. 

"Ah  I  \ou  may  well  envy  mc,"  he  said.  '"Is 
she  nf)t  charming  'i" 

She  is  indeed— very  charming." 
The  words  would  have  satisfied  any  but  a  lover's sensitive;  car  ;  but  that  delected  an  inflection  of 

tlie  voice  implying  a  reservation  or  a  dmibt. 
"What  is  it  I  hear  you  keeping  back?"  he 

said,  laughing.  "Speak  it  out,  mine  ancient 
friend  and  Mentor;  for  the  time  for  giving  mc 

advice  on  this  subject  will  soon  be  past." 
"1  fear  it  is  past  already." 
"Yet  speak !  Your  advice  is  almost  always 

worth  hearing,  though  one  may  not  want  to 
take  it  to  heart." 

"If  you  will  know,  I  was  thinking  what  a 
shame  it  is  to  make  that  child  love  and  marry. 
She  should  have  a  little  more  time  to  plav  with 

her  dolls." "Indeed,  getting  married  shall  make  no  dif- 
ference. She  shall  be  my  doll,  and  I  will  turn 

the  whole  Avorld  into  a  play-house  for  her." 
"That  may  do  for  a  while  ;  but  life  is  before 

you  tvv  o,  and  life  is  something  more  serious  than 
a  play,  and  the  time  comes  when  a  man  needs 
that  his  wife  should  be  something  more  than  a 
doll.  Alice  is  wholly  undeveloped  and  undis- 

ciplined. Have  you  wisdom,  have  you  strength 

to  guide  her  ?" "  She  will  not  need  any  guidance.  Slie  is 
full  of  good  im])ulses  and  generous  instincts." 

"But  that  is  not  enough  in  a  character  so 
impressible  as  hers.  What  she  will  be  in  the 
future  only  time  can  show.  Will  her  kindly 
impulses  harden  into  fixed  principles  of  right? 
Will  her  generous  instincts  become  informed 
and  moulded  by  the  spirit  of  Christian  self-de- 

nial? Will  her  sunny  good-nature  crystallize 
into  a  cheerful  serenity  that  smiles  beneath  the 
darkest  skies?  Or  is  there  weakness,  frivolity, 
selfishness,  in  that  untried  heart  ?  and  will  she 
fail  in  the  hour  of  trial,  and  be  swayed  by  the 
despotism  of  fashion  to  accept  a  false  standard 
of  right,  a  false  rule  of  duty?  Pardon  these 
questions ;  for  the  husband  is  the  head  of  the 

wife,  and  your  character  will  influence  hers — " 
"Weakness!  selfishness!"  interrupted  Lau- 

rance Grey,  indignantly.  "Who  dares  couple 
those  words  with  the  name  of  my  bride?  INIor- 

ton,  if  you  were  not  my  best  friend  I'd  throw 
you  overboard.  I  won't  listen  to  you  another 

minute." So  saying  he  seized  the  oars,  and  Avith  a 
few  swift  strokes  brought  the  boat  under  the 
wallows,  where  he  leaped  on  shore.  The  girls 
were  coming  down  the  lawn  to  meet  them,  and 
reflection  was  instantly  banished  by  tlie  mirth 
of  the  gay  party ;  and  as  Mr.  jNIorton  followed 
them  to  the  house  he  half  rc])ented  of  the  words 
he  had  spoken.  Why  sliould  he  project  over 
their  bright  thoughtlessness  the  shadow  of  his 
own  mature  experience  ?  What  if  they  were 
too  carelessly  approaching  the  holy  sacrament 
of  marriage,  whereof  whoso  partakes  Avith  a 
heart  unpurged  from  selfishness  and  vanity  per- 

ils his  own  soul !  They  loved  each  other,  and 
!  in  that  love  he  hoped  as  the  agent  which  should 
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purify  and  exalt  them  amidst  the  discipline  of life. 
Alice  was  married,  and,  as  Lanrance  Grey 

had  said,  tliere  was  little  change  in  her  mode 
of  living.  The  days  flew  by  velvet-footed  ;  her 
house  was  unexceptionable  in  its  appointments  ; 
her  wardrobe  excited  the  envy  of  her  compan- 

ions ;  experienced  servants  relieved  her  of  every 
shade  of  care  ;  petted  and  flattered,  she  was  for 
three  years  the  spoiled  child  of  fortune.  Then 
a  reverse  came  suddenly;  her  husband  was  a 
bankrupt,  and  her  beautiful  home  passed  into 
the  hands  of  strangers. 

Mr.  jMorton,  who  resided  in  a  distant  city, 
heard  that  Laurance  Grey  had  failed  in  busi- 

ness, his  liabilities  far  exceeding  his  assets,  and 
that  his  failure  had  caused  considerable  pecun- 

iary loss  to  the  father  of  his  wife.  It  happened 
that,  soon  after  the  intelligence  reached  him, 
he  had  occasion  to  leave  home  ;  and  while  trav- 

eling, at  one  of  the  way-stations  where  connec- 
tions arc  made  between  different  trains  of  cars, 

he  unexpectedly  met  his  young  friend.  A  cor- 
dial greeting  followed ;  but  Mr.  Morton  noticed, 

with  pain,  the  weary,  harassed,  and  anxious  ex- 
pression which  immediately  returned  to  the  face 

he  remembered  so  full  of  hope  and  courage. 
"You  heard  of  my  misfortunes,"  said  he,  as 

they  walked,  arm  in  arm,  down  the  long  plat- 
form. 

"I  did,"  replied  Mr.  Morton  ;  "  and  I  wrote 
you  the  day  before  I  left  home." 

"  I  received  your  letter,  and  thank  you  for 
your  offbred  aid  ;  but  my  late  experience  makes 
me  forever  forswear  the  use  of  another  man's 
name.  Hereafter  I  will  carve  out  my  own  for- 

tune, and  stand  or  fall  thereby." 
"Spoken  nobly,  like  yourself," said  Mr. Mor- 

ton, warmly.    "Now  tell  me  your  plans." 
"  I  am  going  to  C  ,  where  I  have  secured 

a  situation  as  clerk.  The  salary  is  but  $500  for 
the  first  two  years  ;  afterward  I  have  a  prospect 
of  being  admitted  as  a  partner  in  the  firm. 
There  Avas  nothing  better  for  me,  and  I  must 

be  doing  something." 
"And  Alice?" 
An  expression  of  deeper  pain  crossed  the 

pale  face  of  the  speaker  as  he  answered,  "  She 
remains  with  her  father's  family.  Of  course  I 
could  not  expect  her  to  go  into  exile  with  me." 

"Did  she  prefer  to  remain  behind?" 
"Every  body  advised  that  she  should  do  so, 

and  she  acquiesced.  Of  course  it  was  best  she 
should  stay." 

Mr.  ]Morton  spoke  somewhat  savagely.  "  Yes 
— of  course.  What  God  has  joined  let  no  man 
put  asunder  until  the  money  is  gone !" 

"You  are  too  severe,"  replied  Mr.  Grey. 
"Alice  has  never  known  care  or  trouble,  and 
has  not  the  least  idea  of  the  labor,  the  priva- 

tion, the  mortification  incident  to  poverty.  Why 
should  she  leave  the  home  her  father  offered 
her  to  incur  all  this?  I  could  not  ask  such  a 

sacrifice." 
"Laurance,  I  must  use  my  old  privilege,  and 

say  Avhat  I  think  about  this.    You  arc  about  to 

make  a  great  mistake,"  said  Mr,  Morton,  earn- 
estly. "You  leave  your  wife  at  the  time  when 

you  most  need  the  comfort  of  her  society.  You 
refrain  from  taking  her  into  the  school  which 
Providence  has  plainly  appointed  as  a  means 
of  discipline  for  her  as  well  as  for  yourself,  and 
thereby  she  will  miss  the  nobleness  and  strength 
this  lesson  was  intended  to  give.  You  love  her 
with  an  unwise  tenderness,  or  she  loves  you  too 
little,  and  you  both  err  in  consenting  to  this  ar- 

rangement. A  man  and  his  wife  should  never 
live  apart  when  it  is  possible  for  them  to  be  to- 

gether. It  is  cither  a  prolonged  pain  borne 
needlessly,  or,  what  is  worse,  the  death  of  that 
love  which  should  make  no  sacrifice  so  great 
as  that  which  separates  them  from  each  other. 
For  the  reason  you  urge — for  more  or  less  of 
luxury  and  ease — to  divorce  yourselves !  Oh, 
miserable  infotuation !" 

"We  only  do  what  is  often  done,"  replied 
Mr.  Grey,  after  a  pause.  "All  our  friends said  it  would  be  arrant  selfishness  in  me  to 
take  Alice  away  from  the  society  and  the  lux- 

uries to  which  she  has  been  accustomed,  and 
subject  her  to  such  hardships  simply  for  my 
own  comfort  in  her." 

"And  what  did  Alice  say?" 
"Poor  little  thing!  she  was  too  much  be- 

wildered and  overwhelmed  to  know  what  she 

thought.  It  was  terribly  mortifying  to  her — 
my  failure — but  she  bore  it  sweetly.  She  never 
uttered  an  unkind  word." 

"  I  don't  know  why  she  should.  You  were 

the  greatest  sufierer." "You  are  unjust  to  her,"  said  Laurance, coldly. 

"lo?f  are  unjust.  You  do  discredit  to  the 
nobleness  of  a  true  woman's  nature !"  exclaimed 
his  friend.  "No  wonder  our  ears  are  filled  with 
the  clamor  of  women  for  their  rights,  when  a 
good  man,  with. a  loving  heart,  denies  to  a  wo- 

man such  a  right  as  this.  You  said  your  wife 
should  be  a  doll,  and  truly  you  put  her  away 
from  you,  now  that  play-time  is  over  and  the 
real  business  of  life  begins.  Except  in  rare 
cases,  I  believe  the  idea  of  equality  between 
man  and  woman  has  never  yet  been  accepted 
by  this  enlightened  age.  Either  the  woman  is 
the  victim  of  tyranny,  or  she  is  cheated,  cujoled, 
blinded  ;  her  judgment  never  brought  to  ma- 

turity, because  never  exercised  upon  important 
matters  ;  her  intellect  never  stimulated  by  find- 

ing herself  an  acknowledged  aid  in  moments  of 
perplexity.  Men  assume  that  women  are  weak, 
and  then  Heaven  knows  how  much  they  do  to 

make  the  assumption  just." 
"The  cars  are  coming,  and  we  must  part 

here,"  said  Laurance.  "Think  what  you 
please  of  the  wisdom  of  our  arrangement,  but 
exonerate  Alice  from  all  blame.  She  only  did 

what  was  thought  best." 
"It  is  not  for  the  best,"  persisted  Mr.  Mor- 

ton. "  She  is  young,  beautiful;  and  with  her 
mercurial  temperament,  will  soon  again  be  gay. 
Will  she  be  in  no  danger?  And  witli  your 
social  tastes,  are  you  quite  safe  away  from 
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licf?  Can  you  support  your  loneliness  un- 
harmed ?" 

"I  believe  so.  I  shall  ])racticc  the  strictest 
economy,  that  I  may  the  sooner  make  a  home 
to  which  I  can  invite  Alice ;  and  the  thought 
of  her  will  keep  me  from  evil." 

The  cars  came  up,  and  they  parted. 

Lights,  music,  the  soft  crush  of  silks,  the  flut- 
ter of  airy  gauze  and  lace,  the  low  murmur  of 

voices,  fashion-toned  to  monotonous  sweetness, 
and  now  and  then  tlie  sound  of  rippling  laugh- 

ter breaking  the  silver  stream  of  talk— what  was 
there  in  all  this  to  cause  the  heavy  frown  that 

gloomed  over  Mr.  Morton's  face  as  he  stood 
apart  in  the  shadow  of  a  bay  window  and  look- 

ed upon  the  gliding  throng  ?  Again  he  was  a 
visitor  in  the  city,  and  had  been  compelled  by 
courtesy  to  attend  this  scene  of  gayety.  As  he 
stood  retired  from  observation,  surveying  these 
busy  idlers  with  a  smile  half  kindly  half  cynical, 
his  attention  was  arrested  by  a  conversation  go- 

ing on  near  him.  He  knew  the  speakers  were 
aware  of  his  presence,  and  therefore  had  no  rea- 

son to  avoid  listening.  To  his  dismay  he  heard 
Alice  Grey's  name,  coupled  with  allusions  he 
could  hardly  understand,  and  words  that  im- 

plied more  than  met  the  ear.  Her  conduct  and 
her  character  were  very  freely  discussed,  and  a 
bet  was  laid  regarding  the  issue  of  a  flirtation 
then  progressing. 

Startled  and  sorrowful,  he  left  his  retreat 
when  the  pressure  of  the  crowd  allowed,  and 
made  his  way  slowly  to  the  room  appropriated 
to  dancing.  Pausing  at  the  door,  he  saw  that 
the  floor  was  occupied  only  by  a  few  waltzers, 
and  as  the  swift,  graceful  forms  floated  by,  he 
recognized  Alice  and  the  gentleman  whose  name 
he  had  just  heard  associated  with  hers.  Excit- 

ed by  the  voluptuous  music  and  the  rapid  mo- 
tion, she  was  alive  only  to  the  pleasure  of  the 

dance.  Her  sylph -like  figure  was  enveloped  in 
a  cloud  of  lace. 

"  Her  feet  beneath  her  petticoat, 
Like  little  mice,  stole  in  and  out.'" 

Her  beautiful  neck  and  bosom,  and  her  round- 
ed arms,  were  suffused  with  a  color  delicate 

and  warm  as  that  which  blushes  in  the  heart  of 
a  white  rose,  and  her  face,  half  up-turned,  with 
glowing  lips  parted  and  sparkling  eyes,  was  so 
bewitchingly  lovely  that  Mr.  Morton  groaned 
inwardly  to  think  so  fair  an  offering  should  have 
been  recklessly  laid  upon  the  altar  of  wprldli- 
ness. 

As  he  looked  on  some  one  touched  his  arm, 
and,  turning,  he  saw  an  old  and  familiar  friend. 
When  the  first  greeting  had  passed  his  friend 
said, 

* '  I  suppose  you  know  yonder  little  lady  is 
the  wife  of  your  old  friend  Laurance  Grey?" 

"Yes.  For  a  sensible  man  he  did  a  most 
foolish  thing  in  leaving  that  little  beauty  to  be 
petted  and  flirted  with  and  spoiled.  She  seem- 

ed warm-hearted,  she  seemed  to  love  him,  and 
yet  she  leaves  him  to  bear  his  dark  hours 

alone." 

"  Evidently  she  prefers  the  sunshine.  Well, 
a  butterfly  must  be  a  butterfly  I" 

"You  speak  in  all  charity,"  said  Mr.  Mor- 
ton, sadly  ;  "  hut  just  now  I  can  not  look  at  the 

matter  through  the  medium  of  cool  philoso|)hy. 
Laurance  Grey  is  a  man  of  large,  unselfi.sh  heart 
and  high  sense  of  honor.  If  his  wife  takes  ad- 
A-antage  of  the  one  to  pursue  her  ]deasurcs,  she 
should  at  least  keep  t!ie  other  unharmed." 

"If  you  have  influence  with  your  friend's 
wife,  use  it  for  her  good.  I  believe  she  is  the 
victim  of  foolish  advice,  and  of  her  own  gentle 
temi)cr.  A  young  creature  like  her  can  not 
but  be  gay.  Others  are  to  be  blamed  for  i)lac- 
ing  her  where  gayety  may  lead  to  folly." The  crowd  moving  outward  separated  the 
two  gentlemen,  but  these  last  words  lingered 
in  jMr.  Morton's  car,  and  confirmed  his  previous resolution.  Since  there  was  no  one  else  to  do 
it,  he  determined  to  make  one  appeal  to  her 
love  as  a  wife — to  her  honor  as  a  woman.  He 
would  test  her  character  and  save  her  from  the 
trouble  her  thoughtlessness  might  bring.  An 
hour  or  two  passed,  and  as  late  in  the  evening 
he  sought  an  opportunity  to  execute  this  pur- 

pose, he'  chanced  to  find  a  small  room,  unob- served before,  charmingly  cool  and  quiet,  with 
its  dark  green  curtains  and  carpet  relieved  only 
by  two  magnificent  myrtle-trees  in  full  bloom, 
which  stood  on  either  side  of  the  window.  These 
attracted  him,  and  as  he  stood  a  moment  ad- 

miring them,  he  heard  a  low  murmur  of  voices 
in  the  recess  of  the  window.  Then  there  was  a 
rustling,  as  of  some  one  rising  suddenly,  and  a 
young  voice,  sharp  and  tremulous  with  emotion, 
said, 

"You  must  not  talk  so  to  me — I  will  not  hoar 

it!" 

"Nay — but  Alice — sweet  Alice!"  said  the other  voice. 
Mr.  Morton  was  retreating,  but  the  name  ar- 

rested him.  He  turned,  and  Alice  Grey  seized 
his  arm  as  she  came  out  of  the  recess. 

"  Take  me  away,"  she  said,  in  a  whisper,  and 
he  felt  the  little  hand  that  rested  on  his  arm 

quivering  with  suppressed  excitement,  and  no- 
ticed the  proud,  indignant  glance  she  cast  i\\)on 

her  late  companion  as  they  left  the  room.  He 
led  her  to  the  conservatory,  and  when  she  sank 
into  a  seat  sheltered  from  observation  by  a  group 
of  azalias,  she  burst  into  a  momentary  fit  of weeping. 

Mr.  Morton  stood  looking  down  upon  her 
with  a  grave,  sad  face.  To  his  nice  sense  of 
honor  it  was  not  enough  that  she  had  repelled 
evil;  she  should  not  have  placed  herself  where 
temptation  could  reach  her.  But  when,  con- 

scious at  length  of  his  strange  silence,  she  look- 
ed up,  he  felt  the  witcherv  of  her  youth  and 

beauty,  and  in  a  tone  kinder  than  his  thoughts 
were,  he  said, 

"  May  I  tell  you  a  stoiy  ?" 
"A  story  ?  Yes  indeed ;  I  delight  in  stories. " 
"You  need  not  think  that  it  relates  to  any 

one  now  living,"  he  continued,  after  a  pause. 
"  You  may  consider  that  it  belonged  to  the  time 
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when  my  liair  was  not  gray,  and  my  heart  was 
more  hopeful  than  it  now  is.  I  had  a  friend 
once  who  married  with  tlie  highest  anticipations 
of  prosperity,  the  most  flattering  prospect  of 
happiness.  His  wedded  life  had  not  numbered 
many  years  when  sudden  reverses  swept  away 
all  his  property,  and  the  lowering  aspect  of  com- 

mercial affairs  made  it  necessary  for  him  to  re- 
move to  a  distant  city  and  live  in  painful  econo- 

my. His  wife  was  young  and  had  never  known  a 
care,  and  when  the  crash  came  each  member  of 
her  family  spoke  of  her  as  a  victim  to  her  hus- 

band's fiite,  and  sought,  first  of  all  things,  to  keep 
her  from  being  incommoded.  In  her  inexperi- 

ence she  naturally  accepted  their  view  of  the  case : 
her  first  generous  impulses  were  stifled,  and 
thinking  of  the  matter  chiefly  as  it  affected  her 
own  comfort,  she  acquiesced  in  the  arrangement 

by  which  her  husband  went  alone  to  his  new- 
home.  A  while  she  wept  and  was  sad;  but  youth 
is  elastic,  and  soon  she  smiled  again,  and,  with 
every  temptation  to  gayety,  she  was  borne  along 
in  the  whirl  of  fashionable  amusement  unpro- 

tected by  her  husband's  presence.  Accustomed 
to  admiration  and  flattery  from  him,  ic  was  nat- 

ural her  young  life  should  miss  such  sweetnesses 
when  he  was  gone,  and  she  submitted  to  receive 
them  from  other  men.  Her  heart,  deprived  of 
its  legitimate  sphere,  the  sanctuary  of  home- 
joys  and  cares,  grew  restless  and  sought  peace 
in  the  external  pleasures  where  it  is  never 

found." 
A  vivid  blush  flashed  over  Alice  Grey's  white 

shoulders  and  ran  up  to  her  brow,  and  her  eyes 
were  like  two  wells  of  tears.  "  How  kindly  he 
speaks  of  me  I"  she  thought ;  "and  yet  I  know 
lie  thinks  I  am  very  foolish  and  naughty." 

Mr.  Morton  continued:  "Meantime  her  hus- 
band lived  alone.  He  was  a  good  man,  but  he 

had  overrated  his  strength.  Slowly  I  perceived 
that  his  hungry  heart  was  feeding  upon  itself ; 
his  frank  nature  was  becoming  cynical ;  he  was 
losing  faith  in  the  existence  of  a  pure  friendship 
in  man,  or  an  unselfish  love  in  woman.  And 
as  his  soul  thus  darkened  his  life  became  less 

pure.  He  fled  from  his  lonely  chambers,  un- 
cheered  by  woman's  presence,  unadorned  by  her 
graceful  skill,  to  take  pleasure  and  find  stimulus 
in  society  which  otherwise  he  would  never  have 

known." Alice  blushed  no  more ;  the  tears  dried  in 
her  eyes ;  she  looked  up  defiantly,  indignantly, 
and  interrupted  the  speaker. 

"  Say  what  you  will  of  me,  but  not  one  word 
against  Laurance.  He  is  good  ;  he  is  true.  I 

will  not  hear  you  speak  one  word  against  him." 
Mr.  ̂ lorton  smiled.  ' '  If  my  story  displeases 

you  I  Avill  pursue  it  no  longer.  But  tell  me — 
were  my  friends  wise  in  living  thus  apart?" 

"No  ;  it  is  not  right,  it  is  not  wise,"  replied 
Alice,  passionately;  "but  I  never  realized  it 
until  this  evening.  It  is  natural  for  me  to 
do  as  I  am  told,  and  they  all  said  I  must  stay 
here;  and  now  I  am  here  I  must  laugh,  and 
dance,  and  be  gay.  I  can't  be  miserable  all 
the  time — I  can't  bear  it.    It  would  be  selfish 

j  and  mean  in  me  to  mope  and  pine  when  every 
I  body  tries  to  make  me  happy ;  and  because  I 
j  seem  to  forget  Laurance  is  away,  they  think  I 
}  have  forgotten,  and  men  presume  upon  it — as 
I  if  I  could  ever  really  care  for  any  thing  more 
I  than  for  him  I  I  would  go  to  him  this  minute 

I  if  he  would  allow  me." 
"  AVould  you  really  go  ?  Could  you  be  happy 

in  a  tame  and  quiet  life  ?  Think  twice  before 
j  you  answer ;  for  your  husband  is  a  poor  man,  and 
could  give  you  few  pleasures.  I  think  you  liave 
never  seen  so  poor  a  room  as  he  occupies.  I 
was  there  last  week,  and  looking  around  on  its 
homeliness  and  bareness,  he  said,  with  a  curve 
of  his  handsome  lips,  ''Do  you  think  I  will  ask her  to  come  heref 

"  Ah — does  he  think  I  should  mind  it !  Does 
he  really  think  I  should  care  so  much  when  I 
had  him  there  with  me !  I  thought,  perhaps,  I 
should  be  a  burden  and  a  trouble  to  him,  and 
for  that  reason  he  did  not  ask  me.  Take  me 
to  him,  Mr.  Morton.  Papa  thinks  Laurance 
and  I  are  tAvo  young  things  who  do  not  know 
what  is  best,  but  he  will  hear  your  arguments. 
Take  me  to  my  husband,  and  you  shall  see 
what  will  make  me  happiest."  Tears  were  in 
her  beautiful  eyes,  but  her  face  was  all  aglow 
with  eagerness  and  excitement.  Mr.  Morton 
forgot  that  she  had  ever  displeased  him,  forgot 
that  he  had  ever  thought  Laurance  Grey  fool- 

ish in  loving  her.  Her  manner  was  childlike, 
her  expressions  ardent :  now  as  much  as  ever 
before  was  she  moved  by  impulse ;  yet  he  did 
not  stop  to  think  how  evanescent  was  feeling, 
and  how  unstable  was  impulse.  She  had  won 
his  friendship,  and  therefore  he  trusted  her. 

Mr.  ]\Iorton  had  the  gift  of  persuasion.  Three 
days  after  this  conversation  Alice  had  received 
from  her  father  the  consent  so  long  withheld, 
and  under  Mr.  ]Morton's  care  had  gone  to  join 
her  husband.  All  her  early  love  for  Laurance 
was  roused  into  new  life  by  the  thought  of  again 
seeing  him.  She  had  little  dread  of  the  change 
of  life  before  her.  Her  fancy  amused  itself  in 
picturing  the  happiness  she  might  enjoy  in  "  a 
cottage  ;"  and  while  she  laughed  at  her  own  ig- 

norance of  domestic  details,  she  took  courage 
from  Mr.  INIorton's  assertion  that  it  was  possible 
to  apply  chemistry  to  cooking,  and  common 
sense  to  common  life,  in  a  way  to  obviate  all 
difficulties. 

It  was  a  dark,  chilly  evening  in  April  when 
they  stood  on  the  steps  of  the  house  which 
Laurance  Grey  had  made  his  temporary  home. 
He  had  not  been  informed  of  their  coming,  and, 
to  make  the  surprise  more  complete,  Alice  in- 

sisted that  she  should  acc&mpany  INIr.  Morton 
to  her  husband's  room  and  there  await  his  re- 

turn should  he  be  absent.  Mr.  Morton  had 
prepared  her  to  find  no  elegance  there ;  yet  when 
the  wondering  landlady,  with  many  apologies, 

opened  to  her  the  door  of  her  husband's  cham- 
ber she  could  hardly  suppress  an  exclamation 

of  dismay.  Never  had  she  seen  an  apartment 
so  forlorn.  The  rusty  grate  contained  no  fire, 
and  the  untidv  hearth  was  covered  with  cinders 



and  ashes.  Scanty  curtains  luin;^  in  the  win- 
dows, tho  bed  was  made  up  in  the  uninvitiuj^ 

manner  noticeal)le  occasionally  in  clicap  board- 
ing-houses, around  the  table  the  faded  carpet 

was  strewn  witli  bits  of  torn  letters,  while  on 
the  table  hooks  and  papers  were  piled  in  con- 

fusion. Alice  felt  like  crying,  but  she  only 
allowed  herself  to  laugh.  The  hostess  looked 
into  her  face  with  a  suspicious  glance,  and  said 
something  about  "poor  servants,"  "a  large 
l\iraily,"  and  "Mr.  Grey's  way  of  throwing 
every  thing  on  the  floor." 

Alice  hastened  to  interrupt  her.  One  glance 
at  My.  Morton's  face  as  he  stood  regarding  her 
had  restored  her  courage.  He  should  sec  that 
Laurance  had  a  wife,  a  helper,  and  not  a  bur- 

den in  possessing  her.  She  turned  to  their 
irritated  companion  with  a  smile  so  sunny  that 
vexation  fled  before  it.  The  feminine  instinct 
of  housekeeping  awoke  within  her.  A  few 
coaxing  words  to  the  landlady,  and  compli- 

ments liberally  dispensed,  a  plan  rapidly  formed 
and  as  rapidly  sketched  to  Mr.  Morton,  who 
gave  it  etticient  aid,  an  hour  of  bustle  and  act- 

ivity, and  the  chamber  they  had  found  so  repel- 
ling in  appearance  was  transformed  as  by  the 

touch  of  a  magic  wand.  The  carpet  and  hearth 
were  neatly  swept,  a  bright  fire  glowed  in  the 
grate,  the  bed  had  been  removed  to  a  corner 
where  it  obtruded  itself  less  into  notice,  and  for 
lack  of  better  curtains  Alice  had  pinned  her 
two  large  shawls  over  the  windows,  where  their 
deep  colors  and  heavy  folds,  gracefully  draped, 
gave  the  room  an  air  of  comfort.  The  arm- 

chair was  placed  in  the  corner  of  the  fire-place, 
and  over  it  Mr.  Grey's  dressing-gown  was 
thrown  in  a  most  enticing  manner.  The  books 
and  papers  had  been  arranged  upon  the  bureau, 
leaving  the  table  at  liberty  to  display  a  bright 
colored  cloth,  a  dish  of  fruit,  and  a  blooming 
rose-tree  in  a  china  pot.  These  Alice  had  sup- 

plied. The  cost  was  trifling,  but  they  were 
grouped  artistically,  and  shed  the  glamour  of 
their  beauty  over  the  meaner  articles  around. 

"Truly  you  have  to  some  purpose  used  your 
power  to  charm,"  said  Mr.  Morton,  smiling  as 
he  surveyed  the  change. 

Her  face  glowed  as  she  answered  the  smile. 
Success  in  little  things  is  often  more  gratifying 
than  in  matters  which  seem  vastly  important, 
and  Alice  possessed  the  rare  gift  of  being  able 
to  seize  all  the  pleasure  the  present  offers  and 
to  turn  away  from  its  pain.  Eeared  as  she  had 
been  in  luxury,  an  intuition  told  her  how  to 
avail  herself  of  the  most  ordinary  means  to 
create  around  her  an  atmosphere  of  beauty  and 
grace.  There  is  in  some  youthful  natures  a 
power  to  live  in  the  ideal  which  puts  to  shame 
the  stoical  endurance  gained  in  later  years  from 
experience,  and  the  novelty  of  her  situation 
neither  depressed  nor  discouraged  her.  She 
was  a  young  wife,  awaiting  her  husband,  for 
Avhom  she  had  prepared  an  agreeable  surprise. 
Who  will  doubt  that  she  said  truly,  in  reply  to 
the  commendation  of  her  friend,  "I  think  I 
never  was  so  liappy  in  all  my  life  as  I  am  now. 

I  only  want  to  .sec  how  Laurance  will  look  when 
he  sees  what  wo  have  done  !  You  may  go  now 
and  (iud  him  ;  but  do  be  careful  what  you  say, 

for  I  wisli  the  surprise  to  be  conii)letc." 
Mr.  Morton's  eyes  rested  upon  her  with  ]jleas- 

ure.  "Ah,"  he  thought,  "if  I  coidd  charm 
your  life  so  that  you  would  always  be  as  happy 
and  as  liglit  of  heart  as  now!" 

Vain  wish  I  He  had  arisen  to  prepare  to  go 
out,  and  as  she  talked  gayly,  he  detected  an 
unusual  sound  in  the  entry  below,  and  heard 
an  exclamation  of  surprise  or  fear.  Without 
saying  a  word  to  alarm  Alice  he  went  out  quick- 

ly. Four  men  were  carrying  an  inanimate  form 
slowly  up  stairs,  and  behind  them  the  landlady 
stood,  wringing  her  hands. 

"Wliat  is  it?"  he  asked,  in  a  low  voice. 
It  was  Laurance  Grey.  He  had  been  shot, 

and  was  scarcely  alive. 
"How  did  it  happen?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Mor- 

ton, forgetting  his  caution. 
In  a  hotel  not  fur  fi-om  his  boarding-house, 

where  he  passed  an  hour  or  two  each  evening, 
he  had  overheard  a  young  man  reading  a  letter 
just  received  from  Xew  York,  wherein,  amidst 
much  gossip,  there  was  repeated  the  slanderous 
insinuations  against  Alice  which  had  moved  Mr. 
Morton  to  take  her  away  from  the  city.  The 
friend  could  not  hear  them  unmoved.  They 
roused  the  husband  to  fury.  He  sprang  upon 
the  unconscious  reader.  There  were  loud  in- 

sulting words,  rapid  blows,  shots  Avere  fired,  and 
before  any  one  interfered  Laurance  Grey  had 
received  a  deadly  wound.  All  this  was  told  in 
a  few  blunt  words.  Mr.  Morton  heard  like  one 
in  a  dream,  and  before  the  story  was  ended  a 
low  moan,  a  faint  sobbing  groan  told  him  that 
Alice  also  had  heard.  He  turned  to  her.  How 
would  she  bear  this  ! 

She  neither  shrieked  nor  fainted.  She  had 
laid  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and  still  her  grasp 
held  there  when  they  carried  her  husband  by 
her  and  laid  him  like  a  corpse  upon  the  bed, 
while  her  hand  grew  cold  and  rigid,  and  her 
white  face  had  the  expression  of  one  suddenly 
struck  blind. 

Oh  it  was  too  hard  !  too  pitiful !  He  could 
have  cursed  the  impulse  that  led  liim  to  bring 
her  here  only  to  endure  this  great  trouble  !  He 
spoke  to  her  hurried  words  full  of  a  hope  he 
did  not  feel ;  he  bade  her  be  strong  and  cour- 

ageous, but  she  did  not  seem  to  hear.  Her 
gaze  wandered  around  the  poor  room  she  had 
taken  such  care  to  arrange  for  her  husband's 
reception.  With  a  bitter  feeling  of  helplessness 
and  despair  she  thought  what  it  would  be  to 
live  when  he  was  dead,  and  then,  with  a  keen 
pang  like  a  sword-thrust,  came  the  recollection 
that  because  of  her  folly,  her  imprudence,  he 
had  been  thus  brought  low. 

She  started,  she  escaped  from  Mr.  Morton's 
restraining  hand,  and  with  a  wild  cry  she  threw 
herself  on  her  knees  beside  the  bed. 

"  Oh,  speak  to  me  !"  she  moaned,  as  her  arms 
were  wound  around  her  husband's  neck — as  her 
kisses  were  pressed  upon  the  pallid  lips  that 
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looked  as  if  liiej  wcmli  ©erer  ag-aiu  naclcrae. 
"  Oil,  spesi  to  me — I  am  here — I  am  true  to 

— I  lore  J  on  I  LaTiraDee,  speak  to  me  I" As  if  iier  Toice  liad  caBed  Lim  back  from 
deaiJi  the  -sroniidi^d  man  locrked  at  her  -Kit]!  the 
light  of  life  once  more  kindling  in  Ms  ejes — 
^3oke  her  name  feseblj,  and  uied  to  take  lier  in 
his  arms :  bnt  the  Wood  gnshed  anew  from  his 
wound,  and  he  fell  back,  like  one  djin|r.  The 

phjacdan  -r-Lo  was  in  attendance  now  interfered, 
an*d  insisted  Alice  shcmld  leare  the  room ;  Mr. 
Grev's  life  hnug  on  a  thread,  and  he  must  not  be 
agitated.  The  liall  must  be  estracted,  and  if 
itzi  conld  be  done  he  might  survive ;  otherwise 
— a  professional  shake  of  the  head  finishesd  the 
sentence. 

Alice  was  led  from  the  room,  but  she  "pronld 
not  leare  the  door.  Outside  its  threshold  she 
cronehed-  rejecting  aid  or  solace.  She  beard 
footsteps  in  the  chamber,  she  heard  low,  cara- 
tiotLs  tones,  and  now  and  then  a  groan-  Oh! 
won]  d  h  n  ever  en  d !  How  slow  thej  were,  when 
each  minnte  might  be  his  last,  and  she  was  not 
beside  him  !  At  length,  when  it  seemed  as  if 
she  conld  bear  the  tortnring  snspense  no  longer, 
the  door  opened,  and  !Mr.  Morton  came  otrL 
Sbe  sprang  to  her  feet  and  grag>ed  his  hands, 
looking  into  his  face  with  pallid,  qrarering  lijs 
that  eonld  not  frame  the  question  they  trembled 
with. 

He  lire? — ^the  ball  has  been  extracted,  and 
he  lixes — ^bnt  he  is  rerr  weak  from  the  loss  of 
liood ;  and  Alice,  dear  child,  von  can  not  see 
him  until  jon  are  more  calm-  Go  to  the  next 
room  and  rest.  Wh-en  ron  hare  slept  roa  csm 

better  comj>c«e  yonrself.'' 
Sleep  !  oh,  m  ockery !  As  if  sleep  was  possi- 

ble to  her  then,  when  over  the  eyes  whose  loxe- 
light  had  been  her  life  might  be  stealing  the 
daikness  of  a  long,  last  slumber  I  Alice  had 
given  way  to  the  £rst  agony  of  her  emotions 
with  the  abandonment  of  youth  and  an  nntned 
heart  Bat  there  was  beneath  that  girlish  ex- 

terior a  FtreDgth  never  caUe-d  forth  nntil  now, 
but  which  this  hour  was  to  prove.  She  had 
leaned  back  against  the  wall  when  she  heard 

'Mr.  3Iorton'5  first  words,  and  covered  her  fece 
with  her  hands :  Irnt  when,  after  pausing  a  mo- 

ment, he  took  her  arm  to  lead  her  away,  she 
turned  and  lr)oked  at  him,  and  as  the  lamp-li^i 
fell  upon  her  face,  he  was  strudt  with  the  change 
he  saw.  It  was  no  longer  a  thoughtless,  help- 

less girl  he  looked  upon,  but  a  woman,  fair  and 
pale,  yet  i^ith  a  lofty  and  composed  espression 
thai  told  of  self-restraint  and  of  a  p^ower  to  suf- 
f ex  and  to  endure.  The  words  he  was  about  to 
rej*eat  died  on  his  lips. 

"  You  are  stronger  than  I  tltonght,"  he  said, 
*•  Will  you  trust  youi^lf  to  watch  iffiih  me  to- 
mght  in  there  ?^ 

It  is  my  place — you  must  allow  it,"  she  t£- 
piied.  with  a  mingled  difmity  and  submission  in 

'uer-vrhich  disarmed  olgection.    She  did 
•.oe  how  reverectly  he  opened  the  door 

;'^r  Lui  to  pass  in.  appreciating  :"  - 
womanhood  she  Lad  assumed  ;  "  : 

"berbd  afterwaj-'-       *  -"•  -  ;     ̂   .• 
used  that  old  f- 
like  a  child. 

AH  ni-gfat  they  wa: 

not  daring  to  hope.  ■ despair.  Only  the  m 
as  lore  only  gives- 
vital  forces  to  rally  : 
Wiih  renewed  vigc: 
delirium:  and  for 
pressible  grief  to  k:. :  . 
cares,  were  unheeded,  and  u  .. 

ed  upon,  conjured  by  ever-  ■  ■ or  reproach  to  come  to 
from  the  scandsJ  that  5tL:i  .  . 
rible  lesson,  and.  in  its  prolonged  torture.  $1 : 
feared  sometimes  that  heart  and  brain  " 
,  fail    On  one  such  occasion,  when  Mr.  : 

I  entered  the  chamber,  he  found  1-:-  - The  hired  nuree  had  gone  away  to  : 
ice  was  alone. 

]     "  Oh  I"  she  cried,  ̂   how  long  must  tli  •  .  ■ 
How  can  I  endure  it  I    My  husb:-.  ' and  I  shall  have  killed  him !    I  C£. 
not  bear  it  r 

j     *^  Dear  Mrs.  Grey,"  said  her  feiend,  slowly. 
'  with  deep  feeliEg.     there  is  but  One  v -  - 
■  aid  us  in  these  moments,  when  earthly  he.; 
!  That  One  holds  in  His  hands  the  issues  ::  . 

and  death-    Jjook  1o  God  for  help." 
j  That  thought  had  crossed  her  mind  before ; 
but,  aifis!  it  was  unfamiliar,  and  brought  wiih 
it  no  assurance  cf  protection  and  comfort.  She 
had  uttered  that  grfc£t  name  in  ejaculations  of 
distress — ti^  instmctrre  ay  of  humanity  in  its 

I  utmost  need,  ''Be  pitafal,  O  God!" — but  imlil '  this  moment  she  had  never  realized  what  it  was 
to  call  upCTi  the  Almighty  as  upon  one  j  resent 

'  to  hear.    With  a  sudden  sense  of  shame  and 
p«enitence,  she  replied,  "I  can  not — I  can  not 
do  so.    I  have  never  loved  c-  ̂         ■  '  ' 
my  happy  h-irurs,  and  will  He 

I     ''  His  ear  is  ever  open.  L 
I  mothers  for  her  child.    He  k:. 
!  — He  remembereih  that  we  are  _ 

"  Oh,  then,^  she  cried,    then  He  will  not  try 
me  too  utterly.    Pray  to  Him — you  knc—  :T 
—  He  is  your  friend — piaj  ̂ iat  He  -  .  . mine  P 

Tears  fowed  from  her  eyes:  feelings  ne^ 

'  and  full  cf  awe,  yet  strs'  :■  •  ■ '  session  of  her  heart  as  :- 
while  3Ir.  3.£orton  prayed.    1- . 
'and  siiLple:  but  they  came  :: 

'with  Spirit  infiuen'.^  • \  such  communin^r  as  ; 
^  *  have  power  with  Gou- 
ly  life  Alice  had  giren 
that  external  religion  wL.:j.  i.:^- 
and  clothes  the  naked,  and  joins 

tration  of  pu":'  ^ 
stranger  to  th;.- and  often  disb:  i_r 
vitsl  T'rirriTle  ■  — wiiL- 



Tin-:  TEST. 
77 

and  makes  all  luinian  woe  ciidurahlo.  Of  this 
life  she  now  obtained  a  nlinii)SO — inii)erfcct,  in- 

deed, and  soon  ovcrclonded— yet  her  wiiole  soul 
went  out  toward  it  with  a  deep  lon^^inj^ — with  a 
cry  like  the  cry  of  the  famishing  for  bread — 
"  O  God,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner!" ]\Ir.  Morton  had  come  to  bid  her  farewell. 
An  cmcrfjjency  in  his  aflairs  imperatively  re- 
qnircd  his  ])rc3ence  at  home ;  and  though  he 
left  her  but  for  a  few  days,  and  had  made  ev- 

ery possible  provision  for  her  comfort,  her  heart 
sank  at  the  thought  of  being  left  alone  among 
strangers.  Her  face  revealed  her  emotion,  and 
Mr.  Morton  was  touched  by  the  generosity  that 
kept  her  from  expressing  it.  "Laurance  was 
right,"  he  thought,  as  he  recalled  their  conver- 

sation so  long  ago  ;  "  Alice  is  unselfish — she  is 
devoted — she  is  strong — she  has  the  germs  of  a 
noble  womanhood,  and  her  follies  were  but  the 
weeds  that  choked  their  development." 

Mr.  Morton  \vent  away.  All  that  morning 
Laurance  became  rapidly  worse.  The  after- 

noon was  dark  and  lowering.  The  sick  man 
had  fallen  asleep,  and  his  slumber  was  like 
death,  so  heavy  and  so  deep.  The  house  was 
still  —  every  footfall  was  hushed,  every  voice 
lowered  to  a  w^hisper.  The  doctor,  the  nurse, 
the  landlady,  came  and  went  with  cautious 
movements;  and  in  every  face  Alice  read  the 
fear  no  one  dared  to  speak.  She  sat  as  in  a 
dream,  and  felt  the  minutes  slide  away,  the 
hours  pass  on — each  hour,  each  minute  so  much 
taken  from  the  brief  remnant  left  her  of  the  life 
so  knit  to  hers.  She  looked  back  through  her 
life  with  a  sad  Avonder  at  her  former  joyousness 
— she  was  so  wretched  now  !  She  reviewed  the 
past,  and  memory  mocked  her  with  its  follies. 
Where  had  she  been,  what  w^as  she,  that  until 
now  she  had  lived  wholly  upon  superficial  feel- 

ings, and  had  never  known  the  depths  of  her 
own  heart  ?  Was  the  knowledge  now  too  late  ? 
While  she  gathered  glittering  tinsel,  had  the 
stream  of  Time  borne  away  the  precious  golden 
treasure  of  her  life  ?  Would  Laurance  die,  and 
never  know  how  she  could  love  him — never  learn 
the  devotion,  the  self-sacrifice  of  which  her  heart 
now  told  her  slie  was  capable  ? 

She  counted  the  weak  pulses  in  the  hand  she 
held ;  Avith  a  new  and  wild  terror  she  bent  to 
catch  the  feeble  breath  ;  she  looked  into  tlie 
faces  of  her  attendants  with  such  pathetic  en- 

treaty that  they  could  not  endure  to  see  the  Avoe 
she  felt,  and,  one  by  one,  withdi-ew  from  the 
bedside.  Twilight  Avas  gathering,  and,  in  the 
dim  shadow  of  the  Ioav  chamber,  her  husband's 
face  looked  white  and  ghastly,  like  one  already 
dead.  She  boAved  her  head  on  her  clasped 
hands,  and  her  heart  seemed  breaking.  Avith  its 
grief  and  its  despair. 

Suddenly  she  remembered  those  Avords  of  Mr. 
Morton  Avhich  had  moved  her  Avith  such  poAver. 
Was  there  indeed  One,  all-powerful,  AvhoAvould 
hear  her  cry  for  aid,  though  her  Avhole  life  had 
been  unthankful,  self-seeking,  careless  of  His 
will?  Ah  !  she  Avas  not  his  child;  she  had  no 
right  to  address  him  as  "Father;"  and  yet  she 
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recalled,  vagu<'ly,  some  AVords  Avhich  she  liad 
heard  read  in  church — "Yes,  Lord;  yet  the 
tlogs  oat  of  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  the  chil- 

dren's tabl(!  I" 
There  arc  those  Avhom  Clod  leads  to  himself 

through  ilowcry  patiis.  Avhorc  the  thorns,  if 
thorns  there  be,  arc  hidden  by  roses;  there  are 
others  Avliom  He  leads  through  rough  places, 
around  Avhom  He  must  make  the  silence  of  the 
desert  b:?fore  they  can  hear  His  voice  ;  and  men 
have  Avalked  in  a  furnace,  yea,  .seven  times  heat- 

ed, that  they  nn'ght  come  forth  ])urificd  as  gold is  pure. 
Laurance  Grey  liA'cd.  Youtli  and  a  vigorous 

constitution  triumphed  over  disease.  He  lived, 
and  Avith  returning  health  resumed  the  humble 
labors  his  illness  had  interrupted ;  but  his  Avifc 
never  again  left  him.  From  that  trial  of  her 
true  nature  Alice  came  forth  Avith  the  dross 
Avhich  had  hidden  it  utterly  consumed.  The 
keen  suftering  of  those  days  cured  her  of  thought- 

lessness, of  selfishness,  of  vanity  ;  and  her  grat- 
itude for  deliverance  awakened  a  religious  trust 

Avhich  strengthened  and  developed  all  her  nobler 
qualities.  In  the  trials  that  came  afterAvard, 
Avlicre  a  Aveak  Avoman  Avould  have  fallen,  she 
stood  firmly ;  Avhere  a  selfish  Avoman  Avould  have 
been  careless  of  others,  she  showed  a  rare  self- 
abnegation.  She  shared  her  husband's  pov- 

erty, and  lightened  it  of  half  its  bitterness  by  a 
thousand  graceful  Aviles,  knoAvn  only  to  a  loving 
Avoman ;  and,  Avhen  prosperity  came,  they  had 
both  learned  to  live  for  nobler  aims  than  selfish 
pleasures — for  a  purer  happiness  tiian  gold  ever 
bought. 

Some  years  after  the  scenes  I  haA^e  related, 
Avhen  Mr.  Morton  Avas  an  old  man,  and  AA'hite 
hairs  had  begun  to  cluster  among  Laurance 
Grey's  dark  locks,  the  tAA'o,  friends  of  a  lifetime, 
stood  upon  the  piazza  of  their  Western  home,  and 
looked  doAvn  into  the  garden  Avhere  Alice  Avas 
Avalking.  She  paused  to  throAV  some  bits  of 
cake  to  the  gold  fishes  in  a  pond,  and,  as  she 
did  so,  leaned  against  a  statue  Avhich  had  been 
placed  beneath  a  tree.  Something  in  her  atti- 

tude reminded  the  gentlemen  of  the  evening 
Avhen  they  saAV  her  thus  leaning  against  the  mar- 

ble Faun,  on  her  seventeenth  birthday.  Thoy 
looked  at  each  other  and  smiled.  "  Do  you  re- 

member?" asked  Mr.  Grey. 
"  Yes.  Time  has  touched  her  lightly.  One 

might  almost  imagine  it  Avas  still  Alice  Girdler, 

the  young  bride  of  a  boy-loA^er." 
Mr.  Grey  smiled  again  as  he  ansAA'cred.  "The 

change  has  indeed  bee-n  chiefly  of  the  mind  and 
heart.  I  thought  her  [jerfect  then ;  b'lt  I  am 
conscious  she  has  developed  into  a  nobler  type 
of  Avoman  than  her  girlhood  jiromised.  Ah, 

yes  ;  the  Avife  is  dearer  than  the  bride  !" 
Ho  spoke  ferA'ently,  and  his  cheek  flushed,  as 

his  eyes  again  sought  the  quiet  figure,  still  rest- 
ing beneath  the  tree,  unconscious  of  observation. 
'•You  have  a  very  happy  home  here,"  said 

Mr.  IMorton,  after  a  pause. 
"  I  have  ;  and  my  life  has  been  richly  blest. 

Yet  I  can  truly  say  I  thank  God  most  for  the 
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years  iha;  set?niei  sorQeiinoes  in  ;  -  -  mil  | 
of  sorrow  and  care :  for  then  1 1  -  .ow  > 

the  blessingr  a  vroman's  love  can  b-:     .  .  .  ̂ eth- 
er Alice  and  I  ̂ ^ere  taught  a  lesson  which  re- 

mained an  nnfailinj  comfort  in  * : 
cissiaiJes  of  iitiman  affiurs — ^*  A 
sistetA  noS  in  /At  .: 

A?  possesseth.'' 
CUPm  S  REVENGE. 

JOT  TrTTPUBLlSaiLD  TALE,  BT  CH.VF.I.ES  LJLUB.  , 
[The  aato^mph  ilS.  of  this  mtpiafclisliei  Tale  by 

Chasus  LjutB  came        car  hands  ia  the  fnyH-y^riag 
craEner:  Tuost-is  Ai  t.^op.  Bsc.,  who  came  to  this  cvjcnt- 

try  a  tew  ncaiis  simce  iz   ■  ■  - cjsipiiciTT  in  tie  at^ciaf: 
Xi?clc<:a  bj  Orsiai,  vas  ;  -  ; 
friend  and  CDrresp'^jndens  c:  L Iczld^s  Azid  I....»n'.bv  He  is 
knc-m  as  the  s-ath-r-r  of  tlie  -  Eiccle^tfeyngi,  rf-f-,  f/  Sorc- 
UiiJ  rer,T^or  Oi:Urid.x.."  pcblished  E<earlT  i  qoarter  of  a cenmrv  ago-  He  broaght  wiA  him  ia  his  nisht  S.? 
Amerira  a  camber  cfmaacscnp-ts  »:f  his  friend*.  Among 
these  vere  a  vcLiinxe  of  ••  ̂ LtrginalLa."  by  Colecidge ;  a series  cf  n;ces  b  j  Lamh,  ceariy  a  handled  ia  alL  manj 
cf  them  highlj  char^terissi:  ot  the  wriier;  and  the  Tale 
cf  '-Capid's  Revenge,"'  whirfi  apj^eais  t>  Lave  reaained 
nnpcblished  in  c?ns»eqn£ace  cf  the  cessation  c-f  ;he  oag- izine  for  which  it  was  written.  These  JIS5.  hava  all 
been  place!  in  cor  hand?.  In  an  earlj  ii£uiLb«3-  we  pr:- 
pcae  to  publish  a  sele<Sii?n  from  the  "  Letters"  of  Lxxs. 
and  the  ~  Mirgtaaiia"  c  f  Coleridge. — Ei>s.  or  Hj^spes  s IL1.G  AXETE.  ] 

LEOXTIITS,  I>uk?  of  Lycia,  who  in  times 
|>asi  had  borne  the  character  of  a  wise  and 

jost  governor,  and  was  endeared  to  all  ranks 
of  his  sabjeccs,  in  Lis  latrier  days  fell  inio  a  scrt 
of  dotage,  which  manifested  itself  ia  an  extrav- 

agant fondness  for  his  dati^h:er  Hidaspes,  This 
yoticg  niiudcn,  wi:h  the  Prince  Lencippos,  her 
brocher.  were  the  only  remembrances  left  to  him 
of  a  deceased  and  t«eIoved  consort.  For  her 
nothing  was  thon^h:  too  precious.  Existence 
was  of  no  valne  to  hitn  bu?  as  it  afforded  oppor- 
ttmides  of  gradfyiiLj  her  wishes.  To  be  instru- 

mental in  relieving  her  Srom  the  least  li:tle  pain, 
or  grief  he  would  have  lavished  his  rreasares  to 
the  giving  away  of  the  one  half  of  his  duke- 
dom. 

All  this  deference  rent 
had  yet  no  power  ::  tl^e  cj.ugh- 
ter  to  move  her  . .  i  ?!":  any  unbe- 

coming suit,  or  to  di»:urj  :  >r  of  her 
thoughts.    The  humiiiinr  ar  ss  of  her 
carriage  seemed  to  keep  pace  v.\;li  apparent 
willingness  to  release  her  from  the  cbligatioirs 
of  either.    She  mizhi  have  sansfied  her  wild- 

araordinary  re; 

no  bounds  to 

^accession,  was  bee  f  Lv- 
:-db.:  ...  .:  J-^chesV: 

le  oath,  in  the  presence  c»f  bis 

whatsoever 
:i..u;  day.  and  for  tl.. 
if  she  should  ask  anv  r.. 

whi;--.  ■     --  ■ 

he  : 

of  it. 
ihuLS  encoaraged.  1  r.LCxs;  - 

with  a  modest  K->Idness«,  and,  as  :. 
no  deniah  spake  as  follows : 

But  before  we  acxjtiaint  yon  with  the  rurc-rr: 
of  her  speech,  we  mast  pr  - 
of  Ljcia,  which  was  at  tb 
their  other  Gods  th : 
cial  manner  adore  : 
have  indnence  in  ih:  ̂ ^  .  i.  ;  ̂li^.- 
dons  in  lovf.    Him.  by  :  t>>i  Oirii. 
they  Ifei^Tied  t 
indeed  berwec 
sions  are  usnal^v  i.„;:  .-.^^cr 
the  wine?  mieht  simifv  the  hasre  wf: 
ill-:  :  -  ved. 
and  _  ??m?. 

flyiag  u-arav :::  .  .  . 
er fancy.  Th:  -e 
these  silly  afiec:..:-?  vi:  i-vers  n^ake  ::.ci^  1^1 
to  the  defects  of  the  beloved  object,  which  every 
one  is  quick-sighted  enough  v.t 
themselves:  cr because  love  : -  rr 
led  blindly,  rather  than  direc:^vi  a 
eye  of  the  judgment,  in  the  hasr.  ;  a 

--istericy  l:  £.;:ri- 
"  vorl-?  c^rrirsotilv 

est  humors  and  caprice? :  b"*  it  t— .:h  c:^  such 
troublesome  guests  fc  ?om 
cf  the  qtiiet  and  unas^  ..  _ 

Thus  far  the  prudence  ct  lae  Princess  served 

to  counteract  any  ill  effects  :  h  'h'-  r.njov- emable  parriality  in  a  part  1  to 
produce  in  a  less-irr  :       .  .  las- 
pes's;  and  this  f  iitike  s,  io  i:  ng  as 
no  evil  resulted  ::  ^  passed  over  bv  the 
cotirtiers  as  a  piece  o£  iiarmiess  firenry. 

But  up-on  a  solemn  day — a  si  ̂   —  ?.  as  it 
proved  f^r  Lycia — when  the  ret  .'^t-  1 
sarv  of  the  Princess's  birth  was  „  .  ex-  the 

mate.     Yet.  with  - butes  with  which  tl 
over-cc»mplimen:ed 
this  Cup  id,  they  fig 
and,  being  sightless,  liiey  y  ,  : 
be  a  notable  ar,her  cvA  an  v.t 
Xo  heart  was  supp- 
p>oiat  of  his  inevitii 
lie  nctioiis  did  these  poor  f  agat^ 
to  excuse  their  vnr.=ti  :s.  ?vA  to  t. 
to  their  irreg" that  love  wt? 
regulate  i find  no  p . 
are  easily  siid 
manly  resolur: This  firenzj 

source  of  disc 

many  were  th 
the  virtucr-s  3 
mode  of  J 
from  this 
nished  1 

fath?'  ~ 

^ycians 

a.  fur- 
,  old  l>ai^e,  their 
itself, 
ambled  to  he.  r 
is  should  make. 
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;cg;m  to  conjecture,  each  one  according  to  the 
b.-nt  of  his  own  disposition,  what  tlic  thin^^  would 
be  that  she  ̂ hould  ask  for.  One  said,  '*Now 
surely  she  will  ask  to  have  the  disposal  of  the 
revenues  of  some  wealthy  province,  to  lay  tlicm 
out — as  was  the  manner  of  Eastern  princesses 
— in  costly  dresses  and  jewels  becoming  a  lady 
of  so  great  expectancies."  Another  thought 
that  she  would  seek  an  extension  of  power,  as 
v,'omen  naturally  love  rule  and  dominion.  But 
the  most  part  were  in  hope  that  she  was  about 
to  beg  the  hand  of  some  neighbor  prince  in  mar- 

riage, who,  by  the  wealth  and  contiguity  of  his 
dominions,  might  add  strength  and  safety  to  the 
realm  of  Lycia.  But  in  none  of  these  things 
was  the  expectation  of  these  crafty  and  worldly- 
minded  courtiers  gratified.  For  Ilidaspes,  first 
making  lowly  obeisance  to  her  father,  and  thank- 

ing him  on  bended  knees  for  so  great  grace  con- 
ferred upon  her — according  to  a  plan  precon- 
certed with  Leucippus — made  suit  as  follows  : 

"Your  loving  care  of  me,  O  princely  father, 
by  which  in  my  tenderest  age  you  made  up  to 
me  for  the  loss  of  a  mother  at  those  years  when 
I  was  scarcely  able  to  comprehend  the  misfor- 

tune, and  your  bounties  to  me  ever  since,  have 
left  me  nothing  to  ask  for  myself,  as  wanting 
and  desiring  nothing.  But  for  the  people 
whom  you  govern  I  beg  and  desire  a  boon.  It 
is  known  to  all  nations  that  the  men  of  Lycia 
are  noted  for  a  vain  and  fruitless  superstition — 
the  more  hateful  as  it  bears  a  show  of  true  re- 

ligion, but  is  indeed  nothing  more  than  a  self- 
pleasing  and  bold  wantonness.  Many  ages  be- 

fore this,  when  every  man  had  taken  to  himself 
a  trade,  as  hating  idleness  far  worse  than  death, 
some  one  that  gave  himself  to  sloth  and  wine, 
finding  himself  by  his  neighbors  rebuked  for  his 
unprofitable  life,  framed  to  himself  a  God  whom 
he  pretended  to  obey  in  his  dishonesty  ;  and, 
for  a  name,  he  called  him  Cupid.  This  God  of 
merely  man's  creating — as  the  nature  of  man  is 
ever  credulous  of  any  vice  which  takes  part  with 
his  dissolute  conditions — quickly  found  follow- 

ers enough.  They  multiplied  in  every  age,  es- 
pecially among  your  Lycians,  who  to  this  day 

remain  adorers  of  this  drowsy  Deity,  who  cer- 
tainly was  first  invented  in  drink,  as  sloth  and 

luxury  are  commonly  the  first  movers  in  these 
idle  love-passions.  This  icinged  Boy — for  so 
they  fancy  him — has  his  sacrifices,  his  loose 
Images  set  np  in  the  land  through  all  the  vil- 

lages— nay,  your  own  sacred  palace  is  not  ex- 
empt from  them — to  the  scandal  of  sound  devo- 

tion and  dishonor  of  the  true  Deities,  which  are 
only  they  who  give  good  gifts  to  man — as  Ceres, 
who  gives  us  corn  ;  the  planter  of  the  olive,  Pal- 

las ;  Neptune,  who  directs  the  track  of  ships 
over  the  great  ocean,  and  binds  distant  lands 
together  in  friendly  commerce  :  the  inventor 
of  medicine  and  music,  Apollo  ;  and  the  cloud- 
compelling  Thunderer  of  Olympus.  Whereas 
the  gifts  of  this  idle  Deity — if,  indeed,  he  have 
a  being  at  all  out  of  the  brain  of  his  frantic 
worshipers — usually  prove  destructive  and  per- 

nicious.   Mv  suit,  then,  is,  that  tliis  unseemlv 

Idol  throughout  the  land  be  plucketl  down  and 
cast  into  the  fire ;  and  that  the  adoring  of  the 
same  may  be  prohibited  on  pain  of  death  to 
any  of  your  subjects  henceforth  found  so  offend- 

ing." 

Lcontius,  startled  at  this  unexpected  demand 
from  the  Princess,  with  tears  besought  her  to 
ask  some  wiser  thing,  and  not  to  bring  down 
upon  herself  and  him  the  indignation  of  so 
great  a  God. 

"There  is  no  such  God  as  you  dream  of," 
said  then  Leucippus,  boldly,  who  had  hitherto 
forborne  to  second  the  petition  of  the  Princess  ; 
"but  a  vain  opinion  of  him  has  filled  the  land 
with  love  and  wantonness.  Every  young  man 
and  maiden  that  feel  the  least  desire  to  one 
another,  dare  in  no  case  to  suppress  it,  for  they 

think  it  to  be  Cupid's  motion,  and  that  he  is  a 

God!" 

Thus  pressed  by  the  solicitations  of  both  his 
children,  and  fearing  the  oath  which  he  had 
taken,  in  an  evil  hour  the  misgiving  father  con- 

sented ;  and  a  proclamation  was  sent  through- 
out all  the  provinces  for  the  putting  down  of 

the  Idol,  and  suppression  of  the  established  Cn- 
pid-worship. 

Notable,  you  may  be  sure,  was  the  stir  made 
in  all  places  among  the  priests,  and  among  the 
artificers  in  gold,  in  silver,  or  in  marble ;  who 
made  a  gainful  trade,  either  in  sers-ing  at  the 
altar  or  in  the  manufacture  of  tlie  images  no 
longer  to  be  tolerated.  The  cry  was  clamorous 
as  that  at  Ephesus,  when  a  kindred  Idol  was  in 
danger;  for  "great  had  been  Cupid  of  the  Ly- 

cians." Nevertheless  the  power  of  the  Duke, 
backed  with  the  power  of  his  more  popular 
children,  prevailed ;  and  the  destruction  of  ev- 

ery vestige  of  the  old  religion  was  but  as  the 
work  of  one  day  throughout  the  country. 

And  now,  as  the  Pagan  chronicles  of  Lycia 
inform  us,  the  displeasure  of  Cupid  went  out — 
the  displeasure  of  a  great  God — flying  through 
all  the  dukedom,  and  sowing  evils.  But  upon 
the  first  movers  of  the  profanation  his  angry 
hand  lay  heaviest,  and  there  was  imposed  upon 
them  a  strange  misery,  that  all  might  know  that 

Cupid's  revenge  was  mighty.  With  his  arrov.s 
hotter  than  plagues,  or  than  his  own  anger,  did 
he  fiercely  right  himself ;  nor  could  tlie  prayers 
of  a  few  concealed  worshipers,  nor  the  smoke 
arising  from  an  altar  here  and  there  which  had 
escaped  the  general  overthrow,  avert  his  wrath, 
or  make  him  to  cease  from  vengeance,  until  he 
had  made  of  the  once  flourishing  country  of 
Lycia  a  most  wretched  land.  He  sent  no  fam- 

ines— he  let  loose  no  cruel  wild  beasts  .^mong 
them — inflictions,  with  one  or  other  of  which 
the  rest  of  the  Olympian  deities  are  fabled  to 
have  visited  the  nations  under  their  displeasure 
— but  took  a  nearer  course  of  his  own,  and  his 
invisible  arrows  went  to  the  moral  heart  of  Ly- 

cia, infecting  and  filling  court  and  country  with 
desires  of  unlawful  marriages,  unheard-of  and 
monstrous  aft'ections,  prodigious  and  misbecom- 

ing unions. 
The  symptoms  were  first  visible  in  the  changed 
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bosom  of  IIida=pes.  This  exemplarr  maiden —  ;  had  laid  its  hearj  hand  upon  her,  ro  the  be- 
■whose  cold  modestv.  almost  to  a  failing,  had  reavement  of  her  good  judgment  fir=t.  and. 
discouraged  the  addresses  of  so  many  princelr  :  finally,  to  the  extinction  of  a  life  that  might 
suitors  rbai  had  sought  her  hand  in  marriage —  '  hare  proved  a  blessing  to  Lycia, 
by  the  venom  of  this  inward  pestilence  came  j  Leontius  had  scarcely  time  to  be  sensible  of 
on  a  sudden  to  cast  eyes  of  affection  upon  a  '  her  danger  before  a  fresh  cause  for  mourning 
mean  and  deformed  creature.  Zcilns  by  name,  i  overtook  him.  His  son  Leucippus,  who  had 
who  ̂ vas  a  dwarf  and  lived  about  the  palace.  ■  hitheno  been  a  pattern  of  strict  life  and  mod- 
the  common  jest  of  the  courtiers.  In  her  be-  esty,  was  stricken  with  a  second  arrow  from  the 
s<3tted  eyes  he  was  grown  a  goodly  gentleman,  j  Deity,  offended  for  his  overturned  altars,  in 
And  to  her  maidens,  when  any  of  them  re-  j  which  the  Prince  had  been  a  chief  instnmient. 
preached  him  with  the  defect  of  his  shape  in  i  The  God  catised  his  heart  to  fall  away,  and  his 
iier  hearing,  she  would  reply  that,  to  them,  crazed  fancy  to  be  smitten  with  the  excelling 
indeed,  he  might  appear  defective,  and  unlike  beauty  of  a  wicked  widow,  by  name  Bacha. 
a  man,  as.  indeed,  no  man  was  like  tmto  him.  i  This  woman,  in  the  first  days  of  her  mourning 
for  in  form  and  complexion  he  was  beyond  for  her  husband,  by  her  dissembling  tears  and 

painting.  He  is  like,"'  she  said,  '"to  nothing  affected  coyness,  had  drawn  L€ucippus  so  cnn- 
ihat  we  have  seen :  yet  he  doth  resemble  Apol-  ningly  into  her  snares,  that,  before  she  would 
lo.  as  I  have  fancied  him,  when,  rising  in  the  grant  him  a  return  cf  love,  she  extorted  from 
east,  he  bestirs  himself,  and  shakes  daylight  the  easy-hearted  prince  a  contract  of  marriage, 
from  his  hair."  And.  overcome  with  a  passion  to  be  fulfilled  in  the  event  of  his  fathers  death, 
which  was  heavier  than  she  could  bear,  she  con-  This  guilty  intercourse,  which  they  covered  with 
fessed  herself  a  wretched  creature,  and  implored  the  name  of  marriage,  vras  not  carried  with  such 
forgiveness  of  God  Cupid,  whom  she  had  pro-  [  secrecy  but  that  a  rumor  of  it  ran  about  the  pal- 
voked,  and.  if  possible,  thai  he  would  grant  it  !  ace  ;  and  by  some  of&cious  courtier  was  brought 
to  her.  that  she  might  enjoy  her  love.  Kay,  to  the  ears  of  the  old  Duke.  who.  to  satisfy  him- 
she  would  cotiri  this  piece  of  deformity  to  his  self  of  the  truth,  came  hastily  to  the  house  of 
face :  and  when  the  wretch,  supposing  it  to  be  Bacha.  where  he  fotmd  his  son  courting.  Tak- 
done  in  mockery,  has  said  thai  he  could  wish  ing  the  Prince  to  task  roundly,  he  sternly  asked 
himself  more  ill-shaped  than  he  was,  so  it  wotild  ̂   who  that  creature  was  that  had  bewitched  him 
contribute  to  make  her  Grace  merry,  she  wotild  ,  out  of  his  honor  thus.  Then  Bacha,  pretend- 
reply,  ••Oh.  think  not  that  I  jest  I  unless  it  be  ;  ing  ignorance  of  the  Duke's  person,  haughtily 
a  jest  not  to  esteem  my  life  in  comparison  with  demanded  of  Leucippus  what  saucy  old  man 
thins — to  hang  a  thousand  kisses  in  an  hour  that  was,  that  without  leave  had  burst  into  the 
upon  those  lips — ^unless  it  he  a  jest  to  vow  that  house  of  an  afflicted  widow  to  hinder  her  pay- 
I  am  willing  to  become  your  wife,  and  to  take  ing  her  tears  (as  she  pretended)  to  the  dead, 
obedience  u]x>n  me."  And  by  his  **  own  white  Then  the  Duke  declaring  himself,  and  threaten- 
hand,"  taking  it  in  hers — so  strong  was  the  de-  ing  her  for  having  corrupted  his  son.  giving  her 
lusion — she  besought  him  to  swear  to  marry  the  reproachful  terms  of  witch  and  sorceress, 
her.  Leucippus  mildly  answered  that  he  *'did  her 

The  term  had  not  yet  expired  of  the  seven  i  wrong."  The  bad  woman,  imagining  that  the 
days  within  which  the  doting  Duke  had  sworn  Prince  for  very  fear  would  not  betray  their  se- 
to  fulfill  her  will,  when,  in  pursuance  of  this  cret,  now  conceived  a  project  of  monstrous  wick- 
frenzy,  she  presented  herself  before  her  father,  edness,  which  was  no  less  than  to  insnare  the 
leading  in  the  dwarf  by  the  hand,  and.  in  the  father  with  the  same  arts  which  had  subdued 
face  of  all  the  courtiers,  solemnly  demanding  the  son :  that  she  might  no  longer  be  a  con- 
his  hand  in  marriage.  And  when  the  apish  cealed  wife,  nor  a  Princess  only  under  cover, 
creature  made  show  of  blushing  at  the  unmer-  but  by  a  union  with  the  old  man  become  at 
ited  honor,  she,  to  comfort  him.  bade  him  not  once  the  true  and  acknowledged  Duchess  of 
to  be  ashamed,  for  "in  her  eyes  he  was  worth  \  Lycia.  In  a  posture  cf  humility  she  confessed 
a  kingdom."  '  her  ignorance  of  the  Duke's  quality,  but,  now 

And  now.  too  late,  did  the  fond  father  repent  1  she  knew  it,  she  besought  his  pardon  for  her 
him  of  his  dotage.  But  when  by  no  importuni-  |  wild  speeches,  which  proceeded,  she  said,  from  a 
ty  he  could  prevail  upon  her  to  desist  from  her  distempered  head,  which  the  loss  of  a  dear  htis- 
suit.  for  his  oath's  sake  he  must  needs  consent  band  had  affected.  He  might  command  her  life, 
to  the  marriage.  But  the  ceremony  was  no  !  she  told  him.  which  was  now  of  small  value  to 
sooner,  to  the  derision  of  all  present  performed,  her.  The  tears  which  accompanied  her  words, 
than,  mth  the  just  feelings  of  an  outraged  pa-  i  and  her  mourning  weeds  which,  for  a  blind  to 
rent  he  commanded  the  head  of  the  presumpru-  ,  the  world,  she  had  not  yet  cast  off)  heighten- 
ous  bridegroom  to  be  stricken  off.  and  commit-  ing  her  beauty,  gave  a  credence  to  her  protesta- 
ted  the  distracted  Princess  close  prisoner  to  her  tions  of  her  innocence.  But  the  Duke  continu- 
cbamber.  where,  after  many  deadly  swoonings,  ing  to  assail  her  with  reproaches,  with  a  match- 
with  intermingled  outcries  upon  the  cruelty  of  less  confidence,  assuming  the  air  of  injured  vir- 
her  father,  she,  in  no  long  time  after,  died,  tue.  in  a  somewhat  lofty  tone  she  replied,  that, 
making  ineffectual  appeals,  to  the  last  to  the  though  he  were  her  sovereign,  to  whom  in  any 
mercy  of  the  offended  Power — the  Power  that  lawful  cau.se  she  was  bound  to  submit  yet,  if 
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he  sought  to  t;ike  jiway  hei"  lionor,  slic  stood  up 
to  dtify  him.  Tlmt^  slie  siiiii,  wiis  a  jewel  dear- 

er thau  any  he  could  give  her,  which  so  long  as 
she  shoukl  keep  slie  should  esteem  lierself  rich- 

er than  all  the  princes  of  the  earth  that  were 
without  it.  If  the  Trince,  his  son,  knew  any 
thing  to  her  dishonor,  let  him  tell  it.  And  here 
she  challenged  Lcucippus  before  his  father  to 
speak  the  worst  of  her.  If  he  would,  however, 
sacrifice  a  woman's  cliaracter  to  please  an  unjust 
humor  of  the  Duke's,  she  saw  no  remedy,  she 
said,  now  he  was  dead  (meaning  her  late  hus- 

band) that  with  his  life  would  have  defended 
her  reputation. 

Thus  appealed  to,  Leucippus,  who  liad  stood 
a  while  astonished  at  her  confident  falsehoods, 
though  ignorant  of  the  full  drift  of  them,  con- 

sidering that  not  the  reputation  only,  but  prob- 
ably the  life  of  a  woman  whom  he  had  so  loved, 

and  who  had  made  such  sacrifices  to  him  of  love 
and  beauty,  depended  upon  his  absolute  con- 

cealment of  their  contract,  framed  his  mouth  to 
a  compassionate  untruth,  and  with  solemn  as- 

severations confirmed  to  his  fatlier  her  assurances 
of  her  innocence.  He  denied  not  that  with  rich 
gifts  he  had  assailed  her  virtue,  but  had  found 
lier  relentless  to  his  solicitations  ;  tliat  gold  nor 
greatness  had  any  jx>wer  over  her.  Nay,  so  far 
lie  went  on  to  give  force  to  the  protestations  of 
this  artful  woman,  that  he  confessed  to  having 
ottered  marriage  to  her,  which  she,  who  scorned 
to  listen  to  any  second  wedlock,  had  rejected. 

All  this  while  Leucippus  secretly  prayed  to 
Heaven  to  forgive  him  while  he  uttered  these 
bold  untruths,  since  it  was  for  the  prevention  of  a 
greater  mischief  only,  and  had  no  malice  in  it. 

But,  warned  by  the  sad  sequel  which  ensued, 
be  thou  careful,  young  reader,  how  in  any  case 
you  tell  a  lie.  Lie  not,  if  any  man  but  ask 
you,  "  How  you  do?"  or  "  What  o'clock  it  is?" 
Be  sure  you  make  no  false  excuse  to  screen  a 
friend  that  is  most  dear  to  you.  Never  let  the 
most  well-intended  falsehood  escape  your  lips. 
For  Heaven,  which  is  entirely  Truth,  v/ill  make 
the  seed  which  you  have  sown  of  Untruth  to 
yield  miseries  a  thousand-fold  upon  yours,  as  it 
did  upon  the  head  of  the  ill-fated  and  mistaken 
Leucippus. 

Leontius,  finding  the  assurances  of  Bacha  so 
confidently  seconded  by  his  sou,  could  no  longer 
withhold  his  belief,  and,  only  forbidding  their 
meeting  for  the  future,  took  a  courteous  leave 
of  the  lady,  presenting  her  at  the  same  time 
with  a  valuable  ring,  in  recompense,  as  he  said, 
of  the  injustice  which  he  had  done  her  in  his 
false  surmises  of  her  guiltiness.  In  truth,  the 
surpassing  beauty  of  the  lady,  with  her  appear- 

ing modesty,  had  made  no  less  impression  upon 
the  lieart  of  the  fond  old  Duke  than  they  had 
awakened  in  the  bosom  of  his  more  pardonable 
son.  His  first  design  Avas  to  make  her  his  mis- 

tress; to  the  better  accomplishing  of  which 
Leucippus  was  dismissed  from  the  court,  un- 

der the  pretext  of  some  honorable  employment 
abroad.  In  his  absence  Leontius  spared  no 
offers  to  induce  her  to  comply  with  his  pur- 

pose. Continually  he  solicited  her  with  rich 
offers,  with  messages,  and  by  personal  visits. 
It  was  a  ridiculous  sight,  if  it  were  not  rather  a 
sad  one,  to  behold  this  second  and  worse  dotage, 

which  by  Cupid's  wrath  had  fallen  upon  this fantastical  old  neiv  lover.  All  his  occupation 
now  was  in  dressing  and  pranking  liimself  up 
in  youthful  attire  to  jdeasc  the  eyes  of  his  new 
mistress.  His  mornings  were  employed  in  the 
devising  of  trim  fashions,  in  the  comjjany  of 
tailors,  embroiderers,  and  feather-dressers.  So 
infatuated  was  he  with  these  vanities,  that  when 
a  servant  came  and  told  him  that  his  daughter 
was  dead — even  she,  whom  he  had  but  lately 
so  highly  prized — the  words  seemed  spoken  to  a 
deaf  person.  He  either  could  not  or  would  not 
understand  them ;  but,  like  one  senseless,  fell 
to  babbling  about  the  shape  of  a  new  hose  and 
doublet.  His  crutch,  the  faithful  prop  of  long 
aged  years,  was  discarded  ;  and  he  resumed  the 
youthful  fashion  of  a  sword  by  his  side,  v.hen 
his  years  wanted  strength  to  have  drawn  it. 
In  this  condition  of  folly  it  was  no  difiicult  task 
for  the  widow,  by  affected  })retenses  of  honor 
and  arts  of  amorous  denial,  to  draw  in  this 
doting  Duke  to  that  Avhich  she  had  all  along 
aimed  at,  the  offer  of  his  crown  in  marriage. 
She  was  now  Duchess  of  Lycia!  In  her  new 
elevation  the  miisk  was  quickly  thrown  aside, 
and  the  impious  Bacha  appeared  in  her  true 
qualities.  She  had  never  loved  the  Duke  her 
husband,  but  had  used  him  as  the  instrument 
of  her  greatness.  Taking  advantage  of  liis 
amorous  folly,  which  seemed  to  gain  growth 
the  nearer  he  approached  to  his  grave,  she  took 
upon  her  the  whole  rule  of  Lycia  ;  placing  and 
displacing  at  her  will  all  the  great  ofiiccrs  of 
state ;  and,  filling  the  court  with  creatures  of 
her  own,  the  agents  of  her  guilty  pleasures,  she 
removed  from  the  Duke's  person  the  oldest  and 
trustiest  of  his  dependents. 

Leucippus,  who  at  this  juncture  was  returned 
from  his  foreign  mission,  was  met  at  once  with 
the  news  of  his  sister's  death  and  the  strange 
wedlock  of  the  old  Duke.  To  the  memory  of 
Hidaspes  he  gave  some  tears.  But  these  were 
swiftly  swallowed  up  in  his  horror  and  detesta- 

tion of  the  conduct  of  Bacha.  In  his  first  fury 
he  resolved  upon  a  full  disclosure  of  all  that  liad 
passed  between  him  and  his  wicked  step-mother. 
Again  he  thought,  by  killing  Bacha,  to  rid  the 
world  of  a  monster.  But  tenderness  for  his  fa- 

ther recalled  him  to  milder  counsels.  The  fa- 
tal secret,  nevertheless,,  sat  upon  him  like  lead, 

while  he  was  determined  to  confide  it  to  no 
other.  It  took  his  sleep  away  and  his  desire 
of  food  ;  and  if  a  thought  of  mirth  at  any  time 
crossed  him  the  dreadful  truth  would  recur  to 
check  it,  as  if  a  messenger  should  have  come 
to  whisper  to  him  of  some  friend's  death  !  With 
difl[iculty  he  was  brought  to  wish  their  High- 

nesses faint  joy  of  their  marriage  ;  and,  at  the 
first  sight  of  Bacha,  a  friend  was  fain  to  hold 
his  wrist  hard  to  prevent  him  from  fainting. 
In  an  interview  which  after,  at  her  request,  he 
had  with  her  alone,  the  bad  woman  shamed  not 
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to  take  up  the  subject  lightly;  to  treat  as  a 
trifle  the  marriage  vow  that  had  passed  between 
them ;  and  seeing  him  sad  and  silent,  to  threaten 
him  with  the  displeasure  of  the  Duke,  his  father, 
if  by  Avords  or  looks  he  gave  any  suspicion  to 
the  world  of  their  dangerous  secret.  "What 
had  happened,"  she  said,  "was  by  no  fault  of 
hers.  People  would  have  thought  her  mad  if 
she  had  refused  the  Duke's  offer.  She  had 
used  no  arts  to  entrap  his  father.  It  was  Leu- 
cippus's  own  resolute  denial  of  any  such  thing 
as  a  contract  having  passed  between  them  which 

had  led  to  the  proposal." 
The  Prince,  unable  to  extenuate  his  share  of 

blame  in  the  calamity,  humbly  besought  her, 
that  "  since  by  his  own  great  fault  things  had 
been  brought  to  their  present  pass,  she  would 
only  live  honest  for  the  future ;  and  not  to 
abuse  the  credulous  age  of  the  old  Duke,  as  he 
well  knew  she  had  the  power  to  do.  For  him- 

self, seeing  that  life  was  no  longer  desirable  to 
him,  if  his  death  was  judged  by  her  to  be  in- 

dispensable to  her  security,  she  was  welcome  to 
lay  what  trains  she  pleased  to  compass  it,  so 
long  as  she  would  only  suffer  his  father  to  go  to 
his  grave  in  peace,  since  he  had  never  wronged 

her." This  temperate  appeal  vras  lost  upon  the 
heart  of  Bacha,  who  from  that  moment  was  se- 

cretly bent  upon  effecting  the  destruction  of 
Lcucippus.  Her  project  was,  by  feeding  the 
ears  of  the  Duke  with  exaggerated  praises  of 
his  son,  to  awaken  a  jealousy  in  the  old  man 
that  she  secretly  preferred  Leucippus.  Next,  by 
v,'illfully  insinuating  the  great  popularity  of  the 
Prince  (which  was  no  more  indeed  than  the 
truth)  among  the  Lyciaus,  to  instill  subtle  fears 
into  the  Duke  that  his  son  had  laid  plots  for 
circumventing  his  life  and  throne.  By  these 
arts  she  was  working  upon  the  weak  mind  of  the 
Duke  almost  to  distraction,  when,  at  a  meeting 
concocted  by  herself  between  the  Prince  and 
his  father,  the  latter  taking  Leucippus  soundly 
to  task  for  these  alleged  treasons,  the  Prince 
replied  only  by  humbly  drawing  his  sword,  with 
the  intention  of  laying  it  at  his  father's  feet,  and 
begging  him,  since  he  suspected  him,  to  sheathe 
it  in  his  own  bosom,  for  of  his  life  he  had  been 
long  wear}'.  Bacha  entered  at  the  crisis,  and 
ere  Leucippus  could  finish  his  submission,  with 
loud  outcries  alarmed  the  courtiers,  who,  rush- 

ing into  the  presence,  found  the  Prince,  with 
sword  in  hand  indeed,  but  with  far  other  inten- 

tions than  this  bad  woman  imputed  to  him, 
plainly  accusing  him  of  having  drawn  it  upon 
his  father  !  Leucippus  was  quickly  disarmed  ; 
and  the  old  Duke,  trembling  between  fear  and 
age,  committed  him  to  close  prison,  from  which, 
by  Bacha's  aims,  he  never  should  have  come 
out  alive  but  for  the  interference  of  the  com- 

mon people,  who,  loving  their  Prince,  and  equal- 
ly detesting  Bacha,  in  a  simultaneous  mutiny 

arose  and  rescued  him  from  the  hands  of  the 
officers. 

The  court  was  now  no  longer  a  place  of  liv- 
ing for  Leucippus,  and,  hastily  thanking  his 

countrymen  for  his  deliverance,  which  in  his 
heart  he  rather  deprecated  than  welcomed,  as 
one  tliat  wished  for  death,  he  took  leave  of  all 
court  hopes,  and,  abandoning  the  palace,  be- 

took himself  to  a  life  of  penitence  in  soli- 
tudes. 

Not  so  secretly  did  he  select  his  place  of  pen- 
ance, in  a  cave  among  lonely  woods  and  fast- 

nesses, but  that  his  retreat  was  traced  by  Bacha; 
who,  baffled  in  her  pm'pose,  raging  like  some 
she-wolf,  di;-patched  an  emissary  of  her  own  to 
destroy  him  privately. 

There  was  residing  at  the  court  of  Lycia  at 
this  time  a  young  maiden,  the  daughter  of 
Bacha  by  her  first  husband,  who  had  hitherto 
been  brought  up  in  the  obscurity  of  a  poor  coun- 

try abode  with  an  imcle,  but  whom  Bacha  now 
publicly  owned,  and  had  prevailed  upon  the 
easy  Duke  to  adopt  as  successor  to  the  throne 
in  wrong  of  the  true  heir,  his  suspected  son 
Leucippus. 

This  young  creature,  Urania  by  name,  was 
as  artless  and  harmless  as  her  motlier  was  crafty 
and  wicked.  To  the  unnatural  Bacha  she  had 
been  an  object  of  neglect  and  aversion  ;  and  for 
the  project  of  supplanting  Leucippus  only  had 
she  fetched  her  out  of  retirement.  The  bring- 

ing up  of  Urania  had  been  among  country  hinds 
and  lasses ;  to  tend  her  flocks  or  superintend 
her  neat  dairy  had  been  the  extent  of  her  breed- 

ing. From  her  calling  she  had  contracted  a 
pretty  rusticity  of  dialect,  which,  among  the 
fine  folks  of  the  court,  passed  for  simplicity  and 
folly.  She  was  the  unfittest  instrument  for  an 
ambitious  design  that  could  be  chosen,  for  her 
manners  in  a  palace  had  a  tinge  still  of  her  old 
occupation,  and  to  her  mind  the  lowly  shep- 

herdess's life  was  best. 
Simplicity  is  oft  a  match  for  prudence  ;  and 

Urania  was  not  so  simple  but  she  understood 
that  she  had  been  sent  for  to  court  only  in  the 
Prince's  wrong,  and  in  her  heart  she  was  de- 

termined to  defeat  any  designs  that  might  be 
contriving  against  her  brother-in-law.  The 
melancholy  bearing  of  Leucippus  had  touched 
her  with  pity.  This  wrought  in  her  a  kind  of 
love,  which,  for  its  object,  had  no  further  end 
than  the  well-being  of  the  beloved.  She  look- 

ed for  no  return  of  it,  nor  did  the  possibility  of 
such  a  blessing  in  the  remotest  way  occur  to 
her — so  vast  a  distance  she  had  imaged  between 
her  lowly  bringing  up  and  the  courtly  breeding 
and  graces  of  Leucippus.  Hers  Avas  no  raging 
flame,  such  as  had  burned  destructive  in  the 
bosom  of  poor  Hidaspes.  Either  the  vindictive 
God  in  mercy  had  spared  this  young  maiden, 
or  the  wrath  of  the  confounding  Cupid  was  re- 

strained by  a  Higher  Power  from  discharging 
the  most  malignant  of  his  arroAvs  against  the 
peace  of  so  much  innocence.  Of  the  extent  of 
her  mother's  malice  she  Avas  too  guileless  to 
haA'e  entertained  conjecture;  but  from  hints  and 
Avhispers,  and,  above  all,  from  that  tender  Avatch- 
fulness  Avith  Avhich  a  true  affection,  like  Urania's, 
tends  the  safety  of  its  object— fearing  even  where 
no  cause  for  fear  subsists— she  gathered  that 
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some  danger  was  iinj)cndiiiK  over  the  Prince, 
and  with  simi)le  heroism  resolved  to  countcr- 
niine  the  treason. 

It  chanced  upon  a  day  tluit  Lcucippus  liad 
been  indulj^ini^  liis  sad  meditations,  in  forests 
far  from  human  converse,  when  he  was  struck 
with  the  appearance  of  a  human  being,  so  un- 

usual in  that  solitude.  There  stood  before  him 
a  seeming  \joidh,  of  delicate  appearance,  clad  in 
coarse  and  pcasantly  attire.  "  lie  was  come," 
he  said,  "  1;o  seek  out  the  Prince,  and  to  be  his 
poor  boy  and  servant,  if  he  would  let  him." 
"Alas !  poor  youth,"  replied  Leucippus,  "why 
do  you  follow  me,  Avho  am  as  poor  as  you  are  ?" 
"  In  good  faith,"  was  his  pretty  answer,  "I  shall 
be  well  and  rich  enough  if  you  will  but  love 
mo."  And  saying  so,  he  wept.  The  Prince, 
admiring  this  strange  attachment  in  a  boy,  was 
moved  with  compassion  ;  and  seeing  him  ex- 

hausted, as  if  with  long  travel  and  hunger,  in- 
vited him  in  to  his  poor  habitation,  setting  such 

refreshments  before  him  as  that  barren  spot  af- 
forded. But  by  no  entreaties  could  he  be  pre- 

vailed upon  to  take  any  sustenance ;  and  all 
that  day,  and  for  the  two  following,  he  seemed 
supported  only  by  some  gentle  flame  of  love 
that  was  within  him.  He  fed  only  upon  the 
sweet  looks  and  courteous  entertainment  which 
he  received  from  Leucippus.  Seemingly  he 
wished  to  die  under  the  loving  eyes  of  his  mas- 

ter. "I  can  not  eat,"  he  prettily  said,  "but  I 
shall  eat  to-morrow."  "You  will  bo  dead  by 
that  time,"  replied  Leucippus.  "I  shall  be 
well  then,"  said  he,  "since  you  will  not  love 
me."  Then  the  Prince  asking  him  why  he 
sighed  so:  "To  think,"  v/as  his  innocent  re- 

ply, "that  such  a  fine  man  as  you  should  die, 
and  no  gay  lady  love  him."  "But  you  w^ill 
love  me,"  said  Lcucippus.  "Yes,  sure,"  said 
he,  "till  I  die;  and  when  I  am  in  heaven  I 
shall  wish  for  you."  "  This  is  a  love,"  thought 
the  other,  "that  I  never  yet  heard  tell  of :  but 
come,  thou  art  sleepy,  child ;  go  in  and  I  will 
sit  with  thee."  Then,  from  some  Avords  which 
the  poor  youth  dropped,  Leucippus  suspecting 
that  his  Avits  were  beginning  to  ramble,  said, 
"What  portends  this?"  "I  am  not  sleepy," 
said  the  youth,  "but  you  are  sad.  I  would 
that  I  could  do  any  thing  to  make  you  merry. 
Shall  I  sing?"  But  soon,  as  if  recovering 
strength,  "There  is  one  approaching,"  he  wild- 

ly cried  out.     "Master,  look  to  yourself — " 
His  words  were  true ;  for  now  entered,  with 

provided  weapon,  the  wicked  emissary  of  13acha 
that  wo  told  of ;  and  directing  a  mortal  thrust 
at  the  Prince,  the  supposed  boy,  with  a  last  ef- 

fort, interposing  his  Aveak  body,  received  it  in 
his  bosom,  tlianking  the  Heavens  in  death  that 
he  had  saved  "  so  good  a  master." 

Leucippus,  having  slain  the  villain,  was  at 

leisure  to  discover,  in  the  features  of  his  poor 
servant,  the  countenance  of  his  devoted  sister- 
in-law!  Througli  solitary  and  dangerous  ways 
she  had  sought  him  in  that  di'^guise ;  and  find- 

ing him,  seems  to  Iiave  resolved  upon  a  volun- 
tary death  by  fasting :  partly,  that  she  might 

die  in  the  presence  of  her  brlovcd  ;  and  j)artly, 
that  she  might  make  knoAvn  to  him  in  death 
the  love  Avhich  she  Avanted  boldness  to  disclose 
to  him  Avhile  living;  but  chiefly,  because  she 
knew  that  by  her  demise  all  obstacles  Avould  be 
remoA'cd  that  stood  between  her  Prince  and  his 
succession  to  the  throne  of  Lycia. 

Leucippus  had  hardly  time  to  comprehend 
the  strength  of  love  in  his  Urania  Avhen  a  tramp- 

ling of  horses  resounded  through  his  solitude. 
It  Avas  a  party  of  Lycian  horsemen,  that  had 
come  to  seek  him,  dragging  the  detested  Bacha 
in  their  train,  Avho  Avas  now  to  receive  the  full 
penalty  of  her  misdeeds.  Amidst  her  frantic 
fury  upon  the  missing  of  her  daughter  the  old 
Duke  had  suddenly  died,  not  Avithout  suspicion 
of  her  having  administered  poison  to  him.  Her 
punishment  Avas  submitted  to  Leucippus,  AAdio 
Avas  now,  Avith  joyful  acclaims,  saluted  as  the 
rightful  Duke  of  Lycia.  He,  as  no  Avay  moved 
Avith  his  great  Avrongs,  but  considering  her  sim- 

ply as  the  parent  of  Urania,  saluting  her  only 
by  the  title  of  "Wicked  Mother,"  bade  her  to 
liA'e.  "  That  reverend  title,"  he  said,  and  point- 

ed to  the  bleeding  remains  of  her  child,  "must 
be  her  pai-don.  He  Avould  use  no  extremity 
against  her,  but  leave  her  to  Heaven."  The hardened  mother,  not  at  all  relenting  at  the  sad 
spectacle  that  lay  before  her,  but  making  shoAv 
of  dutiful  submission  to  the  young  Duke,  and 
Avith  bended  knees  approaching  him,  suddenly, 
Avith  a  dagger,  inflicted  a  mortal  stab  upon 
him ;  and,  Avith  a  second  stroke  stabbing  her- 

self, ended  both  their  Avretched  lives. 
Now  AA'as  the  tragedy  of  Cupid's  Avrath  awful- 
ly completed  ;  and,  the  race  ot  Leontius  failing 

in  the  deaths  of  both  his  children,  the  chronicle 
relates  that,  under  their  ncAv  Duke,  Ismenus, 
the  offense  to  the  angry  Power  Avas  expiated ; 
his  statues  and  altars  Avere,  Avith  more  magnifi- 

cence than  ever,  re-edified  ;  and  he  ceased 
thenceforth  from  ])laguing  the  land. 

Thus  far  the  Pagan  historians  relate  erring. 
But  from  this  vain  Idol  story  a  not  unprofitable 
moral  may  be  gathered  against  the  abuse  of  the 
natural,  but  dangerous,  passion  of  love.  In  the 
story  of  Hidasi)cs  Ave  see  the  preposterous  link- 

ing of  beauty  Avith  deformity  ;  of  princely  ex- 
pectancies Avith  mean  and  low  condi'tions,  in the  case  of  the  Prince,  her  brother ;  f.nd  of  de- 

crepit age  Avith  youth  in  the  ill  end  of  their  dot- 
ing father,  Leontius.  I>y  their  exami)les  Ave  are 

Avarned  to  docliuc  all  unequal  and  ill-assorted 
unions. 
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THE  PKIZE-FIGHT. 

HAMMEE  and  tongs!    What  have  we  here? 
Let  us  approach,  but  not  too  near. 

Two  men  standing  breast  to  breast, 
Head  erect  and  arching  chest ; 
Shoulders  square  and  hands  hard  clenched, 
And  both  their  faces  a  trifle  blenched. 
Their  lips  are  set  in  a  smile  so  grim, 
And  sturdily  set  each  muscular  limb. 
Round  them  circles  a  ring  of  rope, 

Over  them  hangs  the  Heavens'  blue  cope. 
Why  do  they  glare  at  each  other  so  ? 

What!  you  really  then  don't  know? 
This  is  a  prize-fight,  gentle  Sir! 
This  is  what  makes  the  papers  stir. 
Talk  of  your  ocean  telegraph  ! 
'Tisn't  so  great  an  event  by  half, 
As  when  two  young  men,  lusty  and  tall. 

With  nothing  between  them  of  hate  or  wrongs, 
Come  together  to  batter  and  maul, 
Come  to  fight  till  one  shall  fall. 

Hammer  and  tongs  ! 

Round  about  is  a  bestial  crowd. 

Heavily -jawed  and  beetle-browed  ;      . '  , 
Concave  faces  trampled  in, 
As  if  with  the  iron  hoof  of  Sin  ! 

Blasphemies  dripping  from  off  their  lips, 
Pistols  bulging  behind  their  hips  ; 
Hands  accustomed  to  deal  the  cards. 
Or  strike  with  the  cowardly  knuckle-guards. 
Who  are  these  ruffianly  fellows,  I  say. 
That  taint  the  breath  of  this  autumn  day? 

These  are  "the  Fancy,"  gentle  Sir. 
The  Fancy?    What  have  they  to  do  with  her? 

Oh !  'tis  their  fancy  to  look  at  a  flght — 
To  see  men  struggle,  and  gouge,  and  bite. 
Bloody  noses  and  bunged-up  eyes — 
These  are  the  things  the  Fancy  prize. 
And  so  they  get  men  lusty  and  tall. 

With  nothing  between  them  of  hate  or  wrongs 
To  come  together  to  batter  and  maul — 
To  come  and  fight  till  one  shall  fall, 

Hammer  and  tongs  ! 

Grandly  the  autumn  forests  shine, 
Red  as  the  gold  in  an  Indian  mine  ! 
A  dreamy  mist,  a  vapory  smoke 
Plangs  round  the  patches  of  evergreen  oak. 
Over  the  broad  lake  shines  the  sun — 
The  lake  that  Perry  battled  upon — 
Striking  the  upland  fields  of  maize 
That  glow  through  the  soft  October  haze. 
Nature  is  tracing  with  languid  hand 
Lessons  of  Peace  over  lake  and  land. 
Ay!  but  yet  is  this  tranquil  spot 
Chosen  by  bully,  assassin,  and  sot 
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To  })it  two  young  men,  lusty  and  tall, 

AVith  nothing  between  tliem  ol'  luitc  or  wroug.s, One  with  the  other,  to  batter  inid  maul, 
To  tussle  and  fight  till  one  shall  fall, 

Ilaninicr  and  tongs  ! 

Their  faces  are  rich  with  a  healthy  hue. 
Their  eyes  are  clear,  and  bright,  and  blue ; 
Every  muscle  is  clean  and  fine;. 
And  their  blood  is  pure  as  the  purest  wine. 
It  is  a  pleasure  their  limbs  to  scan, 
Splendid  types  of  the  animal  man  ; 
S[)lcndid  types  of  that  human  grace, 
The  noblest  that  God  has  willed  to  trace, 

lirought  to  this  by  science  and  art, 
Trained,  and  nourished,  and  kept  apart ; 
Cunningly  fed  on  the  wholesomest  food. 
Carefully  watched  in  every  mood; 
Brought  to  this  state,  so  noble  and  proud, 
To  savagely  tussle  before  a  crowd — 
To  dim  the  light  of  the  eyes  so  clear, 
To  masli  the  face  to  a  bloody  smear, 
To  maim,  deface,  and  kill,  if  they  can. 

The  glory  of  all  creation — Man ! 
This  the  task  of  those  lusty  and  tall. 

With  nothing  between  them  of  hate  or  wrongs — 
To  bruise  and  wrestle,  and  batter  and  maul. 
And  fight  till  one  or  the  other  shall  fall, 

Hammer  and  tongs  ! 

With  feet  firm  planted  upon  the  sand, 

Face  to  face  at    the  scratch"  they  stand. 
Feinting  first — a  blow — a  guard  1 
Then  some  hitting  heavy  and  hard. 
The  round  fist  falls  with  a  horrible  thud ; 
Wherever  it  falls  comes  a  spout  of  blood  ! 
Blow  after  blow,  fall  after  fall. 
For  twenty  minutes  they  tussle  and  maul. 
The  lips  of  the  one  are  a  gory  gash, 
The  other's  are  knocked  to  eternal  smash! 
The  bold,  bright  eyes  are  bloody  and  dim. 
And  staggering,  shivers  each  stalwart  limb.  * 
Faces  glowing  with  stupid  wrath, 
Hard  breaths  breathed  through  a  bloody  froth ; 
Blind  and  faint,  they  rain  their  blows 
On  cheeks  like  jelly  and  shapeless  nose  ; 
While  the  concave  faces  around  the  rope 
Darken  with  panic  or  light  w4th  hope. 
Till  one  fierce  brute,  with  a  terrible  blow, 
Lays  the  other  poor  animal  low. 
Are  these  the  forms  so  noble  and  proud 
That,  kinglike,  towered  above  the  crowd  ? 
Where  are  the  faces  so  healthy  and  fresh  ? 
There !   those  illegible  masses  of  flesh ! 
Thus  we  see  men  lusty  and  tall. 

Who,  with  nothing  between  them  of  hate  or  WTongs, 
Will  bruise  and  batter,  and  tussle  and  maul. 
And  fight  till  one  or  the  other  shall  fall. 

Hammer  and  tongs  ! 
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stars,  steadfast  as  the  sun  ;  j^ray,  we  said,  of  the 
azure-gray  color  ;  large  enougli,  not  of  glaring 
size ;  the  habitual  expression  of  them  vigilance 
and  penetrating  sense,  rapidity  resting  on  depth, 
which  is  an  excellent  coniljination,  and  gives  us 
the  notion  of  a  lambent  outer  radiance  springing 
from  sonic  gn.'at  inner  sea  of  light  and  lire  in  the 
man.  The  voice,  if  he  speak  to  you,  is  of  similar 
physiognomy,  clear,  melodious,  and  sonorous  ;  all 
tones  are  in  it,  from  that  of  ingenuous  inquiry, 
graceful  sociality,  light-flowing  banter  (rather 
prickly  for  most  part),  up  to  definite  word  of  com- 

mand, up  to  desolating  word  of  rebuke  and  repro- bation. 
"Just  about  threescore  and  ten  j^ears  ago  his 

speakings  and  his  workings  came  to  flnis  in  this 
World  of  Time,  and  he  vanished  from  all  eyes  into 
other  worlds,  leaving  much  inquiry  about  him  in 
the  minds  of  men  For  he  left  the  Avorld  all 
bankrupt,  we  may  say;  fallen  into  bottomless 
abysses  of  destruction ;  he  still  in  a  paying  con- 

dition, and  with  footing  capable  to  carry  his  af- 
fairs and  him.  When  he  died,  in  T786,  the  enor- 
mous phenomenon  since  called  French  Rhvolu- 

Tiox  was  already  growling  audibly  in  the  depths 
of  the  world ;  meteoric-electric  coruscations  herald- 

ing it  all  round  the  horizon  This  also  is  one 
of  the  peculiarities  of  Friedrich,  that  he  is  hitherto 
the  Last  of  the  Kings ;  that  he  ushers  in  the  French 
Revolution,  and  closes  an  epoch  of  world-history. 
Finishing  oft'  forever  the  trade  of  king,  think  many who  have  grown  profoundly  dark  as  to  kingship 
aad  him  

"  It  is  of  this  Figure,  whom  we  see  by  the  mind's 
eye  in  those  Potsdam  regions,  visible  for  the  last 
time  seventy  years  ago,  that  we  are  now  to  treat, 
in  the  way  of  solacing  ingenuous  human  curiosity. 
We  are  to  try  for  some  Historical  Conception  of 
this  Man  and  King — some  answer  to  the  questions, 
'  What  was  he,  tHen  ?  whence,  how  ?  and  what  did 
he  achieve  and  suffer  in  the  world  ?'  " 

Having  fairly  introduced  to  us  Frederick  and 
his  immediate  ancestors — with  whom  Ave  shall 
have  more  to  do  by-and-by — Mr.  Carlyle  de- 

votes some  hundred  of  pages  to  the  origin  and 
growth  of  the  Prussian  State,  and  especially  to 
Brandenburg,  its  central  core.  Two  thousand 
years  ago  the  Baltic  shores  were  "  a  country  of 
lakes  and  woods,  of  marshy  jungles  and  sandy 
wildernesses,  inhabited  by  bears,  otters,  bisons, 
wolves,  wild  swine,  and  certain  shaggy  Germans 
of  the  Suevic  type."  Hither,  centuries  after, 
come  troojjs  of  wild  Wends,  or  Vandals,  to  fill 
the  void  left  by  the  Germans,  who  had.  rushed 
southward  upon  the  decaying  Roman  Em])ire. 
To  them  for  a  while  fell  the  task  of  keeping 
down  the  boars,  otters,  and  wolves.  Charle- 

magne builds  up  his  great  empire  there  and 
thereabouts  ;  his  dynasty  dies  out  even  to  the 
latest  bastard,  and  anarchy  rules.  Then  Hen- 

ry the  Fowler  comes  down  from  the  Ilartz  coun- 
try, rears  castles,  builds  towns,  and  posts  his 

Margraves  to  defend  the  border.  Then  comes 
another  long  period  of  anarchy  and  obscure  fight- 

ing, a  few  prominent  figures  api)earing  like  light 
marks  in  the  gloom ;  until  Albert  the  Bear  makes 
his  appearance  (say  in  a.d.  Ili2).  He  grasps 
far  and  wide,  raises  his  Countship  of  Branden- 

burg to  an  Electorate,  with  a  one-seventh  voice 

in  the  choice  of  the  Kaisar,  for  the  Holy  Roman 
iMiipirc,  so-called,  luis  now  got  on  foot  again. 
^Vllat  is  mure,  he  fights  victoriously  against  the 
bar])arou3  Wends,  drives  them  out  or  dnmits 
them  down,  i)copling  tllcir  land  with  emigrants 
from  II(jlland,  whom  an  inroad  of  the  sea  had 
rendered  homeless.  These  men,  knowing  how 
to  deal  with  bog  and  sand,  taught  Brandenburg 
what  greenness  and  cow-pasture  were.  The 
Wends  disappear  after  two  hundred  and  fifty 
years  of  turmoil,  and  wholesome  Dutch  cab- 

bage is  ]jlanted  over  their  graves. 
An  event,  small  enougj^  to  appearance,  though 

notable  in  its  results,  comes  to  pass  in  these 
days.  Frederick,  called  Barbarossa  or  Red- 
Beard,  is  Kaiser.  To  him  from  an  old  castle 
fav  southward  comes  a  youth  in  search  of  em- 

ployment or  ])referment.  His  name  is  Conrad; 
he  is  a  younger  son  of  the  House  of  Hohen- 
zoUcrn,  with  a  younger  son's  scanty  portion. 
"Why  should  a  young  fellow  stay  at  home 
idle  and  hungry,  when  a  world  is  waiting  to  be 
conquered  ?"  thinks  he.  Red-Beard  lias  work 
for  him,  and  promotion.  He  finds  favor  also 
with  the  heiress  of  the  Vohburg  family,  and 
with  her  gains  the  Burggrafship  of  Niirnberg, 
whicli  he  transmits  to  his  sons,  who  transmit  it 
and  much  more  to  their  sons — one  of  whom, 
twenty  generations  away,  is  that  "Frederick 
called  the  Great,*'  King  of  Prussia. 

A  grand  heroic  figure  is  this  Frederick  Red- 
Beard,  which  Mr.  Carlyle  shall  sketch  for  us: 

"  It  was  now  the  flower-time  of  the  Romish 
Kaisership  of  Germany,  about  the  middle  or  noon 
of  Barbarossa  himself,  second  of  the  Ilohenstauf- 
fcns,  and  greatest  of  all  the  Kaisers  of  that  or  any 
other  House — Kaiser  fallen  unintelligible  to  most 
modern  readers,  and  wholly  unknown,  which  is  a 
pity.  Ko  King  so  furnished  out  with  apparatus 
and  arena,  with  personal  faculty  to  rule  and  scene 
to  do  it  in,  has  appeared  elsewhere — a  magnificent, 
magnanimous  man,  holding  the  reins  of  the  world, 
not  quite  in  the  imaginary  sense ;  scourging  an- 

archy down,  and  urging  noble  effort  up,  really  on 
a  grand  scale ;  a  terror  to  evil-doers  and  a  praise 
to  well-doers  in  this  world,  probably  beyond  what 
was  ever  seen  since;  whom  also  we  salute  across 
the  centuries  as  a  choice  Beneficence  of  Heaven. 
'  Encamped  on  the  Plain  of  Roncaglia'  (when  he 
entered  Italy,  as  he  too  often  had  occasion  to  do), 
'  his  shield  was  hung  out  on  a  high  mast  over  his 
tent;'  and  it  meant  in  those  old  days,  '  Ho,  every 
one  that  has  suftered  wrong,  here  is  a  Kaiser  come 

to  judge  you,  as  he  shall  answer  it  to  his  ̂ Master.' And  men  gathered  round  him,  and  actually  found 
some  justice,  if  tliey  could  discern  it  when  found, 
Avhicli  they  could  not  always  do;  neither  was  the 
justice  capable  of  being  perfect  always.  A  fear- 

fully diflicult  function,  that  of  Friedrich  Red-Beard, 
but  an  inexorabl}-  indispensable  one  in  this  world, 
though  sometimes  dispensed  with  (to  the  huge  joy 
of  Anarchy,  which  sings  Hallelujah  through  all  its 
NcAvspapers)  for  a  season. 

"  Kaiser  Friedrich  had  immense  difHculties  with 
his  Popes,  with  his  Milanese,  and  the  like — be- 

sieged IMilan  six  times  over,  among  other  anar- 
chies— had  indeed  a  heavy-laden,  hard  time  of  it, 

his  task  being  great  and  the  greatest.  He  made 
Gebhardus,  the  anarchic  Governor  of  Milan,  'lie 
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chained  under  his  table,  like  a  dog,  for  three  days 
for  the  man  was  in  earnest  in  that  earnest  time ; 

and  let  us  say,  they  are  but  paltry  sham-men  who 
are  not  so  in  any  time— paltry,  and  far  worse  than 
paltry,  however  high  their  plumes  may  be,  of 
whom 'the  sick  world  (Anarchy,  both  vocal  and  si- 

lent, having  now  swollen  rather  high)  is  every 
where  getting  Aveary.  Gebhardus,  the  anarchic 

Governor,  lay  three  days  under  the  Kaiser's  table 
 as  it  would  be  well  it'  every  anarchic  Governor, 

of  the  soft  type  and  of  the  hard,  were  made  to  do 
on  occasion — asking  himself,  in  terrible  earnest, 
'  Am  I  a  dog,  then  ;  alas !  am  not  I  a  dog  ?'  Those were  serious  old  times. 
"On  the  other  hana,  Kaiser  Friedrich  had  his 

Tourneys,  his  gleams  of  bright  joyances  noAV  and 
tlien ;  one  great  gathering  of  all  tiie  cliivalries  at 
;Maintz,  Avhich  lasted  for  three  w'eeks  long,  the 
grandest  Tourney  ever  seen  in  this  world.  He  ; 
Avent  on  the  Crusade  in  his  seventieth  year,  think- 

ing to  himself,  '  Let  us  end  with  one  clear  act  of 
piety  :'  he  cut  his  way  through  the  dangerous 
Greek  attorneyisms,  through  the  hungry  mount- 

ain passes,  furious  Turk  fanaticisms,  like  a  gray 
old  hero.  *  Woe  is  me,  my  son  has  perished,  then  ?' 
said  he  once,  tears  wetting  the  beard,  now  Avhite 
enough :  '  My  son  is  slain !  But  Christ  still  lives ; 
let  us  on,  my  men !'  and  gained  great  victories,  and 
even  found  his  son,  but  never  returned  home— died 
some  unknown  sudden  death,  '  in  the  River  Cyd- 
nus,'  say  the  most.  Nay,  German  Tradition  thinks 
he  is  not  yet  dead,  but  only  sleeping  till  the  bad 
world  reach  its  worst,  Avhen  Ire  will  reappear." 

Conrad  did  not  follow  Red-Beard  to  the  cru- 
sade, but  remained  at  home,  minding  his  own 

affairs.  His  successors  did  the  like,  and  Avent 
on  increasing  in  poAvcr  and  importance.  These 
Hohenzollerns  Avere  a  steady,  sturcjy,  stout- 

hearted race  of  men — not  given  to  fighting,  if 
it  could  be  avoided,  but  fighting  stoutly  Avhen 
need  Avas — thrifty  Avithal,  Avith  money  ready  to 
lay  out  to  adA'antage  ;  and  rather  fond  of  laying 
it  out  in  religious  foundations  and  benefices. 
We  Avould  call  them  the  Yankees  of  Germany. 
This  possession  of  ready  money  did  them  good 
scrAicc  more  than  once,  and  especially  in  cer- 

tain transactions  with  Sigismund,  Avho  in  1411 
became  Kaiser,  through  the  special  aid  of  Fred- 

erick YL,  then  Burggraf  of  Kurnberg.  Of  this 
Sigismund  Mr.  Carlyle  has  something  to  say — 
not  altogether  complimentary : 

"  Sigismund  is  Kaiser,  then,  in  spite  of  Wenzel. 
King  of  Hungary,  after  unheard-of  troubles  and 
adA'entures,  ending  some  years  ago  in  a  kind  of 
peace  and  conquest,  he  has  long  been.  King  of 
Bohemia,  too,  he  at  last  became,  having  surviA^ed 
AVenzel,  Avho  Avas  childless.  Kaiser  of  the  Holy 
Roman  Empire,  and  so  much  else  :  is  not  Sigis- 

mund noAv  a  great  man  ?  Truly  the  loom  he  AA'eaA-es 
upon  in  this  Avorld  is  A^ery  large.  But  the  Aveaver 
Avas  of  headlong,  high-pacing,  flimsy  nature,  and 
both  Avarp  and  woof  Avere  gone  dreadfully  en- 

tangled I 
"This  is  the  Kaiser  Sigismund  w'ho  held  the 

Council  of  Constance,  and  '  blushed  visibly'  AA^hen 
Huss,  about  to  die,  alluded  to  the  Letter  of  Safe- 
conduct  granted  him,  Avhich  Avas  issuing  in  such 
fashion.  Sigismund  blushed,  but  could  not  con- 

veniently mend  the  matter,  so  many  matters  press- 
ing on  hiiA  just  now,  as  they  perpetually  did,  and 

had  done  —  an  ahvays-hoping,  never-resting,  un- 
successful, vain,  and  empty  Kaiser ;  specious,  spec- 

ulative ;  given  to  eloquence,  diplomacy,  and  the 
Avindy  instead  of  the  solid  arts :  ahvays  short  of 
money,  for  one  thing.  He  roamed  about,  and 
talked  eloquently,  aiming  high,  and  generally  miss- 

ing ;  hoAV  he  Avent  to  conquer  Hungary,  and  had  to 
float  doAvn  the  Donau  instead,  Avith  an  attendant 
or  tAvo,  in  a  most  private  manner,  and  take  refuge 
Avith  the  Grand  Turk :  this  aa'c  have  seen,  and  this 
is  a  general  emblem  of  him.  Hungary  and  even 
the  Reich  have  at  length  become  his,  but  have 
brought  small  triumph  in  any  kind;  and  instead 
of  ready-money,  debt  on  debt.  His  Majesty  has 
no  money,  and  his  Majesty's  occasions  need  it  more and  more. 

"  He  is  noAV  (a.d.  1414)  holding  this  Council  of 
Constance,  by  Avay  of  healing  the  Church,  AA'hich 
is  sick  of  Three  simultaneous  Popes,  and  of  much 
else.  He  finds  the  problem  diflicult — finds  he  Avill 
have  to  run  into  Spain,  to  persuade  a  refractory 
Pope  there,  if  eloquence  can  (as  it  can  not) ;  all 
which  requires  money,  money.  At  opening  of  the 
Council  he  officiated  as  deacon,  actually  doing  some 
kind  of  litanying  a\  ith  a  surplice  over  him,  though 
Kaiser  and  King  of  the  Romans.  But  this  passage 
of  his  opening  speech  is  Avhat  I  recollect  best  of 
him  there :  '  Bight  reverend  Fathers,  date  operam, 
ut  ilia  nefanda  schisma  eradicetur P  exclaims  Sigis- 

mund, intent  on  having  the  Bohemian  Schism  AA^ell 
dealt  Avith,  Avhich  he  reckons  to  be  of  the  feminine 
gender.  To  Avhich  a  Cardinal  mildly  remarking, 
'  JJomine,  schisraa  est  gmens  neutrius  (^Schisma  is 
neuter,  your  Majesty),'  Sigismund  loftily  replies, 
'  Ego  sum  Rex  Itomaniis,  et  super  grammaticam  P  (I 
am  King  of  the  Komans,  and  above  Grammar!) 
for  Avhich  reason  I  call  him  in  my  Note-books  Sig- 

ismund siqjer  G'ramviaticam,  to  distinguish  him  in 
the  imbroglio  of  Kaisers." The  Electorate  of  Brandenburg  had,  Ave  must 
premise,  some  time  ago  lapsed  to  the  Empire. 
Sigismund,  greatly  in  Avant  of  money,  had 
paAvned  it  to  Burggraf  Frederick  for  150,000 
gulden.  Unable  to  pay  the  loan,  and  still  in 

Avant  of  more  money,  he  proposed  to  I'rederick that  he  should  advance  him  250,000  gulden 
more,  and  take  the  ILlectorate,  lands,  titles,  sov- 

ereign electorship  and  all.  This  settlement 
Avas  adopted,  in  Sigismund's  apartment  at  Con- 

stance, on  the  30th  of  April,  1415  ;  the  money 
Avas  duly  paid  doAvn,  and  the  Burggrafs  of  Niirn- 
berg  became  Electors  of  Brandenburg.  Four 
hundred  thousand  gold  gulden  is  nominally 
equivalent  to  about  a  million  of  dollars ;  mul- 

tiply this  by  four  or  six  to  make  up  for  the  dif- 
ference in  the  A^alue  of  money,  and  Ave  haA-e,  in 

current  coin,  the  actual  cost  of  this  new  acqui- 
sition of  the  House  of  Hohenzollern. 

There  Avere  tAA^eh-e  of  these  Hohenzollern 
Electors  of  Brandenburg,  some  of  them  men 
of  mark ;  most  of  Avhom  Ave  must  pass  Avithout 
mention,  only  noticing  that  the  sixth  of  them, 
Joachim  II.,  surnamed  Hector,  declared  himself 
a  Protestant  in  1539  ;  that  George  William,  the 
tenth,  came  near  being  ruined  in  the  Thirty 
Years'  War ;  that  his  son,  Frederick  William, 
styled  "the  Great  Elector,"  retrieved  the  for- 

tunes of  his  House,  transmitting  his  estates  and 
dominions  to  his  son  Frederick,  Avho,  in  1701, 
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after  loni;  negotiation  and  many  rebnffs,  per-  | 
suiuieJ  the  Kaiser — not  witiiout  a  "  considcra-  | 
tion" — to  bestow  upon  him  the  title  of  King  of  | 
Prussia. 

This  Frederick  I.  was  a  crooked  little  gentle- 
man, whose  back  had  been  injured  in  infancy. 

He  Avas  of  an  asj)iring  turn  ;  and  seeing  that  i 
other  German  princes  were  getting  higiier  ti- 

tles—his rival  the  Elector  of  Saxony,  for  ex- 
ample, bccomini,'  King  thereof — fancied  that 

the  regal  title  would  become  him  as  well.  lie 
had  thirty  thousand  excellent  troops,  and  Kai- 

ser Leopold,  '-a  little  man  in  red  stockings," had  no  end  of  wars.  The  Kaiser,  for  whom 
the  Elector  and  his  soldiers  had  more  than  once 
done  good  service,  was  quite  willing  to  grant  the 
desired  preferment;  but  his  ministers  said  nay, 
and  for  seven  long  years  Frederick  petiti6ned 
in  vain.  At  length  the  Elector  sent  100,000 
thalers,  by  way  of  bribe,  to  the  chief  opposing 
councilor  at  Vienna.  The  money  was  refused. 
"Try  again,"  wrote  the  Elector  to  his  agent, 
indicating  in  cipher  the  name  of  another  coun- 

cilor who,  it  was  hoped,  would  be  more  access- 
ible. The  agent,  by  mistake,  read  the  name  to 

be  that  of  Father  Wolf,  the  Emperor's  Jesuit confessor.  The  confessor  took  the  cash  thus 
accidentally  thrown  into  his  hands,  and  per- 

suaded the  Kaiser  to  grant  the  accompanying 
petition. 

King  Frederick  set  off,  in  mid-winter,  for 
Konigsberg,  four  hundred  and  fifty  miles  away, 
to  be  crowned.  He  was  attended  by  a  caval- 

cade of  eighteen  hundred  carriages,  to  drag 
which  thirty  thousand  extra  post-horses  were 
ordered.  For  the  coronation  he  had  a  new 
coat,  the  diamond  buttons  of  which  cost  seven 
thousand  five  hundred  dollars  apiece  ;  and  oth- 

er expenses  were  in  proportion.  He  reigned  a 
dozen  years  in  an  expensive  way,  and  then  died 
in  a  tragical  manner. 

When  advanced  in  years  he  had  married  a 
third  wife,  in  the  hope  of  making  sure  that  his 
line  should  be  perpetuated ;  for  his  only  son, 
the  Crown  Prince,  after  having  been  married 
for  some  years,  had  only  two  living  children,  a 
daughter,  and  a  feeble  infant  boy  who  it  is 
thought  will  not  live.  The  doctors  hint  that 
the  Crown  Princess  will  have  no  more  offspring. 
They  were  indeed  wrong ;  for  that  infant  grew 
up  to  be  that  little  lean,  alert  old  man  whom 
we  have  seen  sauntering  on  the  terrace  at  Sans 
Souci ;  and  his  brothers  and  sisters  in  time 
amounted  to  half  a  score.  The  new  young 
Queen  led  the  old  King  a  sad  life,  in  many 
ways,  and  finally  went  mad.  One  day,  early 
in  1713,  the  poor  old  monarch  is  sitting  in  his 
cabinet,  when  the  glass  door  is  suddenly  shat- 

tered, and  in  rushes  a  figure  clad  in  white, 
bleeding  and  disheveled.  The  King  foints. 

He  fancies  that  it  is  the  ''White  Lady''  who 
walks  the  castle  to  announce  the  a])proaching 
death  of  some  of  its  royal  inmates.  It  is  the 
poor  mad  Queen,  who  has  escaped  from  her 
apartments.  The  old  King  is  borne  to  his  bed, 
from  which  he  never  rose,  but  dies  in  a  few  days. 

The  accession  of  Frederick  William  changed 
the  whole  aspect  of  the  Prussian  Court.  His 
father  was  hardly  buried  when  the  whole  liouse- 
hold  was  reconstructed  on  the  most  economical 
scale.  Court-marshals,  chamberlains,  flunkeys, 
and  lackeys  were  discharged.  Two  or  three,  in- 

stead of  as  many  dozen,  jiagcs  performed  duty 
in  the  ante-chambers.  King  Frederick  had 
kept,  or  at  least  paid  for  keeping,  a  thousand 
horses  ;  his  son  retained  but  thirty  for  the  saddle 
and  a  few  carriage  teams.  In  two  months  th(? 
household  expenses  were  reduced  four-fifths. 
The  pension  list  was  attacked  in  the  same  ruth- 

less way.  Three-fourths  of  the  names  Avere 
wholly  stricken  off,  and  the  remainder  cut  down 
to  tlie  verv  bone.  Bv  degrees,  savs  Mr.  Car- 

lyle— 
 "He  went  over,  went  into  and  through 

every  department  of  Prussian  business,  in  that 
fashion;  steadily,  warily,  irresistibly  compelling 
every  item  of  it,  large  and  little,  to  take  that  same 
character  of  perfect  economy  and  solidity,  of  iitil- 
ity,  pure  and  simple.  Needful  Avork  is  to  be  rigor- 

ously AvcU  done;  needless  Avork  and  inetTectual  or 
imaginary  Avorkers  to  be  rigorously  pitched  out  of 
doors.  What  a  blessing  on  this  earth ;  Avorth  pur- 

chasing at  almost  any  price   It  Avas  tire  task 
of  Friedrich  Wilheliu's  life  to  briug  about  this  be- 

neficent result  in  all  departments  of  Prussian  l)us- 
iness,  great  and  little,  public,  and  even  private. 
Year  after  year  he  brings  it  to  perfection  ;  pushes 

it  ujps-cariedly  forward  every  da}-  and  hour.  So that  he  has  Prussia  at  last  all  a  Prussia  made  aft- 
er his  OAvn  image ;  the  most  thrifty,  hardy,  rigor- 

ous, and  Spartan  country  any  modern  king  CA-er 
ruled  OA^er.  and  himself  a  king  indeed.  He  that 
models  nations  according  to  his  own  image,  he  is  a 
king,  though  his  sceptre  Avere  a  Avalking-stick,  and 

properly  none  other  is." 
Frederick  William's  sceptre  Avas  literally  a 

Avalking-stick,  of  Avhich  he  made  liberal  use  in 
the  Avay  of  governing ;  any  one  who  displeased 
him  stood  a  fair  chance  of  becoming  practically 
acquainted  Avith  its  Aveight  and  hardness — most 
of  all  his  son,  tOAvard  AAdiom  our  sketch  is  sIoaa'- 
ly  tending.  Idleness  and  loafcring  is  his  spe- 

cial abhorrence.  The  applc-AA-omtn  must  knit 
at  their  stalls,  or  run  the  risk  of  the  cane  being 
shook  in  their  faces  or  CA'en  laid  over  their  backs 
if  his  Majesty  sees  them  idle.  Any  stout  fel- 
loAV  lounging  about  the  corners  of  streets  is  lia- 

ble to  be  packed  off,  Avith  i)eremptory  orders  to 
betake  himself  to  some  AVork,  and  may  think 
himself  lucky  to  escape  a  sound  thAvack  over 
the  shoulders.  Dandy-like  personages  and  idle 
daunting  Avomcn  fared  in  like  manner.  "  Who 
are  you?  Look  me  in  the  face!"  Woe  to  the 
Avretch  AA'ho  shnfiled  or  prevaricated ;  but  a 
prompt,  decided  ansAver  always  met  Avith  faA-or. 
"I  am  a  theological  candidate,  your  ̂ Majesty," 
replied  a  threadbare  youth  one  day  to  the  King's 
sharp  interrogatory.  "Where  from?"  "From 
Berlin."  "  Hm,  na,  the  Berliners  are  a  good- 
for-nothing  set,"  "Yes,  truly,  too  many  of 
them  ;  but  there  are  exceptions  ;  I  know  Iaa-o." 
"Two!  Avhich  then?"  "  Y''our  Majesty  and 

[myself."    IMajesty  burst  into  a  laugh ;  ordered 
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that  the  candidate  should  be  examined  by  prop- 
er ecclesiastical  functionaries  ;  and,  having  been 

found  capable,  had  him  appointed  to  a  chap- 
laincy. 

The  King  was  fond  of  good  living,  though 
somewhat  coarse  in  his  tastes,  bacon  and  greens 
being  his  favorite  dish ;  was  given  to  smoking 
and  drinking  beer;  and  cared  for  no  amuse- 

ments beyond  backgammon,  hunting,  and  drill- 
ing his  regiments.  He  was  indeed  a  mighty 

tiunter.  In  one  season  he  and  his  party  slaugh- 
tered 3G02  wild  swine  in  the  Pomeranian  and 

Brandenburg  forests.  A  great  waste  of  good 
pork,  one  would  suppose  ;  but  no  waste  at  all  as 
he  managed  it.  Not  an  ounce  was  lost.  Ev- 

ery householder  in  certain  districts  was  obliged 
to  take  so  much  pork,  paying  for  it  the  market 
price  in  hard  cash.  Good  wholesome  meat  it 
was,  none  the  worse  or  dearer  for  being  killed 
by  royal  hands. 

The  army  was  his  pride  and  glory.  In  a  few 
years  his  economy  and  good  management  ena* 
bled  him  to  keep  on  foot  a  standing  force  of  a 
hundred  thousand  men,  without  exhausting  his 
resources  or  imposing  fresh  burdens  on  his  peo- 

ple. These  were  disciplined  and  drilled  to  the 
last  point  of  perfection.  Accoutrements  and 
equipments  were  in  admirable  order,  so  that 
the  whole  force  of  the  kingdom  Avas  ready  for 
action  at  a  moment's  notice.  His  tall  Pots- 

dam regiment  was  the  only  whim  upon  which 
he  lavished  money  regardless  of  amount.  A 
man  twelve  inches  above  the  common  height 
was  cheap  at  any  price.  To  send  him  a  recruit 
of  six  feet  three  was  a  sure  road  to  favor.  He 
had  done  some  service  to  Czar  Peter,  who  gave 
him  every  autumn  a  hundred  of  the  tallest  men 
to  be  found  in  all  Russia.  His  recruiting  agents 
were  busy  all  over  Europe  looking  out  for  giants. 
One  James  Kirkman,  an  Irishman,  cost  more 
than  five  thousand  dollars  to  get  safely  enlist- 

ed. His  agents  scrupled  at  no  means  to  secure 
recruits  of  the  requisite  inches.  For  example  : 
In  the  town  of  Jiilich  was  a  young  carpenter 
of  six  feet  six.  One  day  a  well-dressed  gen- 

tleman walked  into  his  shop,  and  ordered  made 
a  stout  chest,  with  a  strong  lock.  It  must  be 
six  and  a  half  feet  long,  perhaps  more :  "long 
enough,"  explains  the  customer,  "to  take  you 
in,  IleiT  Carpenter."  When  the  chest  is  fin- 

ished, the  well-dressed  gentleman,  who  was  Bar- 
on Hompesch,  one  of  Frederick  William's  re- 

cruiting agents,  thinks  it  is  too  short.  "It  is 
six  feet  six,"  says  the  carpenter,  measuring  rule 
in  hand.  "But  it  was  to  be  long  enough  to 
take  you  in."  "So  it  is."  "Impossible."  "I 
will  convince  you,  Mein  Herr,"  says  the  car- 

penter, getting  into  the  chest,  and  stretching 
himself  out  at  full  length.  The  Baron  slams 
down  the  lid,  locks  it  fast,  and  calls  in  three 
stout  fellows,  who  march  oft"  with  the  chest, 
carpenter,  and  all.  Arrived  at  a  safe  place, 
the  chest  is  opened,  and  the  carpenter  is  found 
dead — suffocated  for  want  of  air.  The  Baron 
gets  no  thanks  this  time,  but  is  imprisoned  for 
life.    Herr  Bcntrieder,  the  Austrian  embassa- 

dor, was  long  thought  the  tallest  man  in  Ger- 
many. Traveling  once  in  Prussia  on  diplo- 

matic business,  his  carriage  broke  down,  and 
he  walked  on  toward  the  nearest  town.  Here 

he  is  seized,  marched  off*  to  the  guard-house, 
and  quietly  told  that  he  must  make  up  his  mind 
to  learn  the  Prussian  drill,  with  a  view  to  en- 

listment in  the  Potsdam  grenadiers.  Person- 
ages of  so  many  inches  can  not  be  allowed  to 

march  around  on  foot  in  Prussia.  The  em- 
bassador humors  the  joke,  until,  l)y-and-by,  his 

suite  come  up  and  make  known  his  real  char- 
acter and  position.  Due  apologies  were  offer- 

ed and  accepted ;  but  trouble  finally  grew  out 
of  the  affair.  All  through  Frederick  William's 
reign,  indeed,  he  was  involved  in  continual  dis- 

putes with  neighboring  states  arising  from  the 
proceedings  of  his  crimps  in  the  matter  of  tall 
recruits.  But  what  can  they  do?  The  men 
must  be  had,  if  not  in  Prussia,  then  elsewhere. 
Procured  they  were,  by  fair  means  or  foul ; 
three  battalions,  each  800  strong,  the  shortest 
man  six  feet  and  odd  inches  in  heiglit,  while 
Hohmann,  the  biggest  of  all,  was  so  lofty  that 
a  tall  man  could  not  with  his  hand  reach  the 
top  of  his  head — nearer  eight  feet  than  seven  in 
his  boots,  it  was  said. 

Frederick  William's  government  was  in  form 
the  simplest  conceivable.  He  had  no  Parlia- 

ment, Legislative  Body,  or  Cabinet  to  aid  or 
embarrass  him.  His  Ministers  were  simply 
clerks,  to  put  in  shape  and  carry  out  his  orders. 
The  nearest  approach  to  a  Council  was  the  fa- 

mous "Tobacco  College."  In  each  of  tlie  roy- 
al residences  a  plain  apartment,  with  simple 

wooden  furniture,  is  fitted  up  as  a  smoking- 
room.  Here  of  an  evening  sits  his  Majesty, 
with  a  few  friends  around  a  long  table.  Each 
man  has  a  long  pipe  in  his  mouth ;  at  his  left 
hand  a  pan  of  burning  peat ;  at  his  right  a  jug 
of  bitter  beer.  Tobacco  is  at  hand  for  all,  and 
on  the  sideboard  are  solid  refreshments — cold 
meats,  bread  and  butter,  and  the  like,  with 
wines  and  liquors  for  those  who  wish  them.  At 
the  hunting-seat  of  Wusterhausen,  his  Majes- 

ty's favorite  summer  residence,  this  smoking 
session  is  usually  held  in  the  open  air,  on  the 
stone  steps  of  the  great  fountain.  Besides  the 
regular  attendants  strangers  of  distinction  are 
frequently  invited  to  attend.  Every  thing  is 
conducted  in  the  most  free-and-easy  manner. 
Perfect  equality  is  the  rule  ;  no  rising  or  taking 
notice  when  any  one  comes  or  goes.  If  any  one 
has  any  thing  to  say,  let  him  say  it ;  if  not,  let 
him  smoke  in  silence ;  or  if,  as  now  and  then 
happens,  tobacco  disagrees  with  him,  he  may 

take  an  empty  pipe,  and  puff'  away  at  it  to  his 
heart's  content.  Here,  in  a  wholly  informal 
way,  between  whiffs  of  smoke,  public  affairs  and 
the  occurrences  of  the  day  are  talked  over. 
Talk  failing,  the  newspapers  are  read  aloud; 

and  *so  his  Majesty  gets  an  idea  of  how  the 
world  goes,  and  what  men  think  of  matters  and things. 

For  reader  there  is  some  subordinate  charac- 
ter, with  a  good  voice,  who  kaows  something  of 



CAliLYLK'S  FREDEl KICK  Tin-:  GliHAT. 
91 

liistory,  geogiaphy,  and  the  like.   Tho  last  and 
most  notable  of  those  readers  was  one  Gundlinp^, 
a  broken-down  author,  of  <;rcat  erudition,  no 
sense,  and  much  {-iven  to  li(iuor.  lie  had  been 
j)icked  up  in  a  tap-room,  where  lie  received 
free  quarters  and  his  lill  of  litiuor  for  the  sake 
of  the  company  attracted  by  his  conversation. 
His  Majesty  paid  1dm  a  moderate  salary,  and  got 
his  full  money's  worth  out  of  him  in  many  ways. 
He  grew  to  be  the  butt  of  the  conclave,  and  a 
subject  for  all  manner  of  coarse  ])ractical  jokes. 
Upon  a  time  one  Ilerr  Fassmann,  ?i  man  very 
much  ofGundling's  calibre,  was  introduced  into 
the  College,  and  pitted  against  the  reader. 
Gundling,  worsted  in  talk,  caught  up  the  Dutch 
smoking-pan,  filled  with  burning  peat,  ashes, 
and  hot  sand,  and  dashed  it  in  his  rival's  face. 
A  fight  ensued;  Passman  got  the  better  of 
Gundling,  brought  him  across  his  knee,  sitting 
side  ui)permost,  and,  baring  the  exposed  part, 
belabored  it  with  the  hot  pan,  amidst  the  shouts 
and  laughter  of  the  conclave.  His  Majesty  sug- 

gested that  such  a  quarrel  must  be  settled  in 
the  way  "  customary  among  gentlemen."  Fass- 

mann challenged  Gundling,  who  unwillingly  ac- 
cepted. On  the  field.  King  and  Tobacco  Col- 

lege present,  the  poor  reader's  courage  forsook 
him ;  but  Fassmann  sternly  advanced,  fired  his 
pistol — loaded  with  powder  only — point-blank 
at  Gundling's  head,  setting  fire  to  his  immense 
wig.  Gundling  fell  to  the  ground,  thinking 
himself  mortally  wounded  ;  but  was  brought  to, 
and  his  blazing  wig  extinguished  by  a  bucket 
of  water  dashed  in  his  face.  Gundling  held  his 
place  for  many  years.  His  Majesty  at  length 
gave  him  a  wine  cask,  painted  black,  Avitli  a 
white  cross,  which  was  to  stand  in  his  room  as 
a  memento  mori,  and  be  his  cofiin  in  the  end. 
It  stood  there  for  ten  years,  its  owner  often  sit- 

ting to  write  in  it.  He  was  actually  buried  in 
it,  his  old  enemy,  Fassmann,  pronouncing  his 
funeral  discourse.  "The  Herr  Baron  Gund- 

ling," said  he,  "was  a  man  of  many  dignities ; 
of  much  book-learning ;  a  man  of  great  mem- 

ory—  expectans  judicium^^ — "looking  for  the 
Judgment,"  or,  "lacking  in  judgment,"  as  we 
choose  to  interpret  the  somewhat  ambiguous 
Latin  phrase  :  the  latter  being  probably  the  or- 

ator's rendering. 
Sucli  was  the  famous  Tobacco  College — the 

Parliament,  Congress,  and  Council  Board  of 
Frederick  William.  Originally  intended  as  a 
relaxation  from  severe  duties,  it  came  to  have 
a  serious  function.  Business  matters  often  be- 

came a  subject  of  colloquy  ;  his  Majesty  bring- 
ing them  up  that  he  might  learn  the  different 

opinions  of  his  Generals  and  others  without  their 
observing  it ;  and  might  thus  profit  by  their  col- 

lective wisdom. 
These  whims  and  eccentricities  formed  but  a 

small  part  of  the  true  character  of  Frederick 
William.  Taken  as  a  Avhole,  his  administra- 

tion of  the  government  was  excellent.  Pos- 
sessed of  unlimited  power,  he  rarely  interfered 

with  the  regular  execution  of  the  laws  ;  fond  as 
he  Avas  of  money,  he  was  ever  ready  to  spend  it 

upon  works  of  public  utility;  with  a  territory 
smaller  aiul  less  poimlous  than  that  of  any  of 
the  other  great  powers,  he  maintained  the  most 
eflicient  army  in  Europe;  although  he  irnjiosed 
no  grievous  burdens  upon  his  subjects,  his  rev- 

enues were  always  greater  than  his  expenses, 
and  every  year  saw  large  additions  made  to  the 
barrels  of  solid  dollars  stored  away  in  the  vaults 
of  his  treasury.  While  all  the  neighboring 
States  were  in  turn  overrun  and  wasted  by  con- 

tending armies,  no  foreign  force  ever  set  foot 
within  his  territories,  and  no  disaffection  was 
ever  manifested  at  home.  History  has  hereto- 

fore done  injustice  to  Frederick  William.  Mac- 
aulay  can  see  in  him  only  a  meddling  madman — 
"a  cross  between  INIoloch  and  Puck."  Mr. 
Carlyle  is  the  first  who  has  presented  a  fair  and 
comj)rehensive  view  of  the  higher  traits  which 
characterized  the  real  foimder  of  the  Prussian 
State. 

Frederick,  to  whom  we  have  at  last  come, 
was  a  year  old  when  his  father  acceded  to  the 
throne.  The  one  idea  of  Frederick  William  in 
the  education  of  his  son  Avas  to  make  him,  like 
himself,  a  thorough  administrator  and  laborious 
military  martinet,  and  a  pious  man,  in  hisAA-ay, 
though  an  odd  one  according  to  our  notions. 
His  tutors  Avere  directed,  in  the  first  place,  to 
impress  upon  his  mind  ' '  a  proper  love  and  tear 
of  God,"  Avith  a  i)roper  abhoiTcnce  of  all  false 
religious  sects,  such  as  "Atheists,  Arians,  So- 
cinians,"  and  Papists  especially.  He  must  be 
taught  French  and  German,  .Avhich  AA'Ould  be 
quite  sufficient  in  the  Avay  of  languages ;  Latin 
Avas  especially  prohibited.  Then  —  Ave  quote 
the  final  and  most  important  directions ;  AA'ith 
Carlyle's  characteristic  comments : 

3',  "Let  him  learn  Arithmetic,  Mathematics, 
Artillery,  Economy  to  the  very  bottom,"  and,  in 
short,  useful  knowledge  generally ;  useless  ditto 
not  at  all;  "History  in  particular;  Ancient  His- 

tory only  slightly  (jmv  iiberhin),  but  tho  History 
of  the  last  Hundred  and  fifty  Years  to  the  exact- 
est  pitch.  The  Jus  Naturale  and  Jus  Gentium^'"  by 
Avay  of  hand-lamp  to  History,  "he  must  be  com- 

pletely master  of,  as  also  of  Geography,  Avhatever 
is  remarkable  in  each  Country;  and  in  Histories, 
most  especially  the  History  of  the  House  of  Brand- 

enburg, Avherc  ho  will  lind  domestic  examples, 
which  are  always  of  more  force  than  foreign;  and 
along  Avilh  Prussian  History,  chiefly  that  of  the 
Countries  Avhich  have  been  connected  Avitli  it,  as 
England,  BrunsAvick,  Ilesscn,  and  the  others  ;  and 
in  reading  of  Aviso  History-books  there  must  be  con- 

siderations made  (Sollcn  heym  Lescnhhtger  llistovi- 
arum  Betrachtimgcngcvia-clit  irerderi)  upon  the  Ciiuses 
of  tlie  events,"    Surely,  O  King  ! 

4°,  "With  increasing  years,  you  Avill  more  and 
more,  to  a  most  especial  degree,  go  upon  Fortifica- 
tiou" — mark  you  !  "  the  Formation  of  a  Camp  and 
the  other  War-Sciences — that  the  Prince  may,  from 
youth  upAvard,  be  trained  to  act  as  Oflicer  and 
General,  and  to  seek  all  his  glory  in  the  soldier 
profession,"  This  is  AAdiither  it  must  all  tend. 
You,  Einkenstein  and  Kalkstein,  "  have  both  of 
you,  in  the  highest  measure,  to  make  it  your  care 
to  infuse  into  my  Son"  (einzuprdgen.,  stamp  into 
him)  "  a  true  love  for  the  Soldier  business,  and  to 
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impress  on  him  that,  as  there  is  nothing  in  the 
M  orld  which  can  bring  a  Prince  renown  and  honor 
like  the  sword,  so  he  would  be  a  despised  creature 
before  all  men  if  he  did  not  love  it,  and  seek  his 

sole  glory  {die  einzige  Gloria')  therein ;"  which  is an  extreme  statement  of  the  case,  showing  how 
much  we  have  it  at  heart. 

"When  the  Crown  Prince  was  five,  a  minia- 
ture soldier  company  was  organized  for  his  ex- 
press behoof,  so  that  he  might  learn  his  exercise 

in  fellowship  with  others.  In  a  year  or  two 
tliis  was  learned,  and  he  was  duly  fitted  out  in 
the  Prussian  nnifonn — tight  blue  coat  and  cock- 

ed hat — and  set  to  drilling  the  small  recruits. 
From  an  early  age  he  accompanied  his  Majes- 

ty on  his  annual  reviews.  Prom  ]Memel  away 
toward  the  Kussian  borders,  down  to  Wesel  on 
the  French,  every  garrison,  marching  regiment, 
and  board  of  management  was  rigorously  re- 

viewed and  inspected  by  the  King  every  year. 
In  these  reviews  and  in  hunting  excursions  the 
boy  accompanied  his  father.  At  home  his  early 
training  was  of  the  most  rigid  Spartan  fashion. 
Here  is  an  abstract  of  the  work  of  one  day  in 
the  week.  He  is  called  at  six,  rises,  says  his 
prayers,  washes,  dresses  himself,  and  breakfasts, 
all  in  half  an  hour  ;  another  half  hour  is  given 
to  worship  with  his  preceptor  and  domestics. 
From  seven  till  nine  Duhan  takes  him  on  his- 

tory :  then  the  learned  Isoltenius  teaches  him 
the  Christian  Eeligion"  for  a  couple  of  hours. 
Then  he  puts  on  his  uniform  and  goes  to  the 
King,  with  whom  he  stays  till  two,  at  which 
time  his  Majesty  takes  his  nap,  having  dined  at 
noon.  The  Prince  has  three  hours  more  of 
Geography,  IMorals,  and  Composition  ;  this 
brings  him  to  five  o'clock,  after  which  '-Fritz 
shall  wash  his  hands  and  go  to  the  King,  ride 
out,  divert  himself  in  the  air,  and  do  what  he 
likes  if  it  is  not  against  God." 

A  very  wise  system  of  training,  apparently ; 

but,  greatly  to  his  ̂ lajesty's  grief  and  displeas- 
ure, it  does  not  succeed  as  well  as  was  to  be 

hoped.  As  Fritz  grows  up  he  shows  a  serious 
disinclination  for  the  business  and  sports  of  his 
father.  He  hates  drilling  and  reviews ;  can 
not  endure  tobacco ;  cares  nothing  for  back- 

gammon or  hunting.  He  exhibits  dandyish 
propensities,  affects  fine  dressing-go-«Tis ;  calls 
his  unifoiTn  a  shroud,  frizzes  his  fair  hair,  instead 
of  having  it  soaped  and  tied  in  a  military  pig-tail : 
spends  time  in  fluting,  fifing,  and  reading  French 
books :  attempts  to  learn  Latin  in  a  surrepti- 

tious manner,  in  spite  of  his  father's  express 
prohibition  ;  and,  worse  than  all,  has  doubts  of 
the  Christian  Eeligion,  as  taught  by  Noltenius, 
going  to  the  extent  of  believing  in  "the  horri- 

ble doctrine  of  Predestination."  Some  of  these 
e^il  practices  of  Fritz  were  dealt  with  in  a  sum- 

mary way.  Tha  tutor  who  taught  him  Latin 
was  soundly  drubbed  by  the  royal  hands ;  the 
fine  dressing-gown  was  thrown  into  the  fire ; 
the  flute  was  broken  and  pitched  out  of  the 
window ;  the  French  books  were  sent  to  be 
sold ;  the  court  barber  was  ordered  to  cut  off 
the  frizzled  locks  in  front,  and  soap  the  rest 

into  a  decorous  pig-tail,  his  Majesty  standing 
by  to  see  that  the  work  was  properly  done. 

These  grievances  were  aggravated  by  an  affair 

half  domestic  and  half  political.  The' Queen,  a sister  of  George  II.  of  England,  was  anxious 
that  a  double  marriage  should  unite  the  two  fam- 

ilies. Her  eldest  daughter,  "VMlhelmina,  should marry  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales,  while  her 
Fritz  should  wed  the  Princess  Amelia.  This 
double  marriage  was  informally  agreed  upon  bv 
the  two  sovereigns,  to  be  earned  into  effect  at 
a  proper  time.  It  was  an  object  of  the  Catholic 
Emperor  to  prevent  this  union  between  the  two 
great  Protestant  houses  of  Europe.  Secken- 
dorf,  a  skillful  diplomat,  vras  sent  to  the  Court 
of  Prussia ;  he  insinuated  himself  into  the  confi- 

dence of  the  King,  and  bought  over  Gi-umkow, 
his  principal  adviser.  The  palace  was  full 
of  intrigues  and  counter-intrigues ;  Queen  and 
children  urging  the  marriage,  Seckendorf  and 
Grumkow  opposing  it.  In  the  end,  Frederick 
"William  consented  that  the  marriage  of  the Prince  of  Wales  and  Wilhelmina  should  take 
place  ;  but  refused  to  accede  to  the  other.  The 
English  King  would  have  both  or  none  ;  and 
was  quite  indifferent  about  the  matter.  The 
affiir  came  to  nothing :  but  while  it  lasted  caused 
infinite  bitterness  between  Frederick  William 
and  his  family. 

But  worse  was  behind.  Frederick  was  now 
sixteen.  He  had  touched  the  period  when  the 
great  change  takes  place  in  the  human  mind 
and  body ;  when  the  boy  becomes  a  man.  The 
Prussian  Court  was  moral  and  decorous ;  but 
the  minor  courts  of  Germany  were  defiled  by 
the  most  loathsome  debauchery.  Worst  of  all 
was  that  of  Saxony.  King  Augustus,  suniamed 
"the  Strong,"  was  himself  the  father  of  3oi  il- 

legitimate children.  Frederick  visited  Dresden 
and  was  initiated  inter  its  manners  and  morals. 
For  the  next  four  or  five  years  he  led  a  disso- 

lute life,  consorting  with  vicious  young  cfiicers. 
Bad  health  followed  ;  a  dangerous  lingering  fit 
at  first,  followed  by  frequent  attacks  for  some 
years,  with  ominous  rumors,  consultations  of 
physicians,  and  reports  to  the  paternal  Majesty, 
which  produced  small  comfort  in  that  quarter. 
Frederick  William's  old-standing  disfavor  was 
converted  into  open  aversion,  many  times  into 

fits  of  soiTow,  rage,  and  despair  on  his  son's  be- half. More  unhappy  men  than  were  this  royal 
father  and  son  for  four  or  five  years  it  would  be 
hard  to  find ;  and  all  who  had  to  do  with  them 
came  in  for  their  share  of  misery. 

About  a  year  after  this  fatal  Dresden  visit 
the  King  was  attacked  by  the  gout.  The  agony 
drove  him  mad.  He  had  acquired  some  skill 
in  painting,  and  pictures  of  his  are  still  extant, 
done  at  this  time,  bearing  the  inscription  "Paint- 

ed by  Frederick  William  in  torment."  His  fits 
of  rage  were  terrible,  he  spared  not  one  who  ap- 

proached him.  The  Princess  Wilhelmina  says  : 
"It  was  a  Hell  upon  earth  to  us ;  the  pains  of 

Purgatory  could  not  equal  what  we  suffered." 
The  young  Princess  Louisa  was  about  to  be  mar- 

ried.   One  day  at  dinner  the  King  asked  her 
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liow  she  vvouKl  le^nihitc  her  housekeeping.  She 
gave  him  to  uiKlerstiuul  that  she  would  fare 
better  than  at  home.  The  King  burst  iuto  a 
passion  ;  but,  says  Wilhclniina  : 

"All  his  linger  fell  upon  my  Ijrot'ier  and  me.  | 
He  first  threw  a  plate  at  my  brother's  head,  who  j ducked  out  of  the  way  ;  he  then  let  riy  another  at 
u\e,  which  I  avoided  in  like  manner.   A  hailstorm 
of  abuse  followed  these  lirst  hostilities.     He  rose 
into  a  passion  against  the  (jueen,  reproaching  her 
for  the  bad  training  she  gave  her  children.     '  You 
have  reason  to  curse  your  mother,'  he  said  to  the 
Prince,  '  for  it  is  she  that  causes  you  to  be  an  ill-  | 
governed  follow!'    Getting  no  answer,  he  set  to  | 
abusing  us  till  he  could  speak  no  longer.    We  rose  j 
from  the  table.    As  we  had  to  pass  near  him  in 
going  out,  he  aimed  a  great  blow  at  me  with  his  , 
crutch,  which,  if  [  had  not  jerked  away  from  it,  | 
would  have  ended  me.    He  chased  me  for  a  while 
in  his  wheel-chair ;  but  the  people  drawing  it  gave 

me  time  to  escape  into  the  queen's  chamber." And  so  on  for  montlis.  The  Crown  Prince, 
who  went  on  in  his  evil  ways,  coming  in  for 
more  canings  and  kickings  than  often  fall  to  the 
share  of  a  youth  of  eighteen.  His  father  would 
not  speak  to  him ;  seated  him  at  the  foot  of  the 
table ;  would  not  help  him  to  food  ;  so  that  the 
queen  was  obliged  to  send  his  food  to  his  own 
room.  For  a  year  and  more  this  continued, 
matters  growing  worse  and  worse. 

"  '  I  am  in  the  uttermost  despair,'  writes  Freder- 
ick to  his  mother.  '  What  I  had  always  apprehend- 
ed has  at  last  come  upon  me.  The  King  has  entire- 
ly forgotten  that  I  am  his  son.  This  morning, 

when  I  came  into  his  room,  he  spi'ang  forward, 
seized  me  by  the  collar,  and  struck  me  a  shower 
of  cruel  blovv's  with  his  rattan.  I  tried  in  vain  to 
shield  myself,  he  was  in  so  terrible  a  rage,  almost 
out  of  himself;  it  was  only  Aveariness  that  made 
him  give  np.  I  am  driven  to  extremity.  I  have 
too  much  honor  to  endure  such  treatment ;  and 
am  resolved  to  put  an  end  to  it  in  que  way  or  an- 
other." 

This  was  something  different  from  the  cuffs, 
kicks,  and  blows  to  which  Frederick  was  accus- 

tomed. It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  been 
beaten  like  a  dog  or  a  slave.  It  was  not  the 
last.  AtKadevvitz,  for  instance,  where  they  had 
gone  as  guests  of  the  King  of  Saxony,  the  Prince 
was  beaten  before  a  whole  crowd  of  strangers, 
and  reproached  for  his  pusillanimity  in  submit- 

ting to  the  disgrace.  "  If  I  had  been  treated  so 
by  my  father,"  said  the  enraged  King,  "  I  would 
have  blown  my  brains  out :  but  this  fellow  has 
no  honor,  he  takes  all  that  comes." 

Frederick  had  for  some  time  meditated  flight. 
Two  of  his  associates.  Lieutenants  Keith  and 
Katte,  were  in  the  secret.  By  borrowing,  sell- 

ing jewels,  and  the  like,  he  had  got  together  a 
thousand  ducats,  which  were  placed  in  Katte's 
hands  for  safe-keeping.  Months  passed  before 
an  opportunity  occurred.  At  length,  in  July, 
1730,  the  King  set  off  on  a  journey  to  the  Rhine 
conntry,  taking  the  Prince  with  him.  Now  was 
the  time.  He  would  slip  across  the  river ;  Keith 
and  Katte  should  join  him,  with  money  and 
horses ;  he  would  go  to  France,  thence  to  En- 
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gland  ;  to  the  Italian  wars ;  any  where,  in  fact, 

to  escape  from  that  *'  hell  upon  earth." 
The  plot  was  discovered.  Frederick  was 

l)r(»ught  bef(»re  his  father,  who  njjbraided  him 
as  a  rebel  and  deserter,  beat  him  in  the  face  till 
it  bled,  attemi)tod  to  run  him  through  with  ]ii> 
sword — being  only  prevented  by  an  officer;  and 
sent  him  home  under  guard,  with  orders  to  bring 
him  (lead  or  alive. 

The  King  reached  Berlin  in  a  white  passion. 
"  Your  scoundrel  of  a  son  has  ended  at  last,  " 
were  his  first  words  to  the  Queen.  His  chil- 

dren ap])roachcd  ;  but  the  moment  he  saw  "\Vil- 
helmina,  whom  he  suspected  of  beingthe  Prince's confidant,  he  foamed  with  rage,  struck  her  in  the 

face,  knocked  her  down,  and  tried  to  kick  he)- 
as  she  lay.  The  Queen  shrieked  and  wrung 
her  hands  ;  the  children  wejjt  and  prayed.  All 
this  took  place  almost  in  public.  A  crowd  be- 

gan to  gather,  which  was  dispersed  by  the 
guards.  The  Princess  was  shut  up  in  her  room 
for  months,  with  sentinels  posted  before  the 
door.  Here  she  was  half-starved.  "Nothing 
to  cat,"  she  says,  perhaps  with  a  little  exagger- 

ation, "  but  a  soup  of  salt  and  water,  and  a  ra- 
gout of  old  bones  full  of  hairs  and  slopperies." Frederick  was  confined  in  a  bare  room  in  the 

fortress  of  Ciistrin.  He  Avas  clad  in  the  coars- 
est prison  garb  ;  only  ten-pence  a  day  Avas  al- 

lowed for  his  diet;  his  food,  bought  at  this  rate 
from  a  cook-shop,  w^as  to  be  cut  up  for  him,  no 
knife  being  allowed.  He  was  to  be  kept  in  sol- 

itary confinement,  with  no  books  except  a  Bible 
and  Prayer-book.  Meanwhile  a  court-martial 
was  assembled  to  try  him  and  his  accomplices. 
Keith  had  escaped — actually  deserted,  that  is. 
He  was  sentenced  to  be  hung,  cut  in  four  quar- 

ters, and  nailed  to  the  gallows — all  in  effigy. 
Good,"  says  the  King.  Katte  had  intended 

to  desert.  Ilis  sentence  was  two  years'  impris- 
onment. "  Not  good,"  says  the  King.  He  had 

been  guilty  of  treason,  and  must  die.  "Better 
that  he  die  than  that  justice  depart  out  of  tin- 
world."  As  to  the  Prince,  the  court  say  that 
he,  a  lieutenant-colonel  in  the  Prussian  army, 
has  been  guilty  of  desertion  ;  the  punishment 
for  which,  by  the  military  law,  is  death.  Ther^" 
may  be  considerations  why  this  punishment 
should  not  be  inflicted ;  but  with  these  tlu> 
court  has  nothing  to  do.  It  can  only  i)ronounce 
sentence. 

Katte  was  executed,  Frederick  being  brought 
down  from  his  room  to  see  him  led  by.  For  a 
time  it  seemed  to  be  the  King's  determination 
tliat  the  law  should  take  its  course  upon  the 
Prince.  All  the  courts  of  Europe  were  aghast 
at  the  im])ending  traged3\  Sweden,  Holland, 
England,  and  Austria  formally  remonstrated. 

Frederick  William  during  these  months  Avas 
in  a  state  of  madness  ;  wandered  about  by  night 
from  room  to  room ;  ordered  his  carriage  out  at 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  rushed  into  the 
Queen's  room  at  the  dead  of  night,  staring  Avild- 
ly,  and  saying  that  something  haunted  him. 
For  Avceks  together  he  never  Avent  to  bed  sober. 
At  last  he  decided  that  the  "considerations" 
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hiatcd  at  by  the  court-martial  should  prevail; 
tho  Prince  should  not  die  ;  if  he  would  repent, 
talve  an  oath  of  submission,  promise  future  obe- 

dience, and  abjure  the  "fatal  doctrine  of  Pre- 
destination," he  should  be  released  from  pris- 

on and  have  a  chance  to  show  himself  worthy 
of  the  fovor  of  his  indulgent  father.  As  for 
Willielmina,  she  must  be  married  olF-hand  to 
somebody. 

Chai)lain  Midler,  who  had  been  appointed  to 
deal  with  Frederick,  reported  that  he  saw  the 
error  of  his  ways ;  was  quite  convinced  of  the 
falsity  of  the  doctrine  of  Predestination ;  and 
ready  to  take  the  oath  of  obedience.  "  God, 
the  Most  High,  give  his  blessing  on  it,"  replied 
the  King:  "and  as  He  often,  by  wondrous 
guidance,  strange  paths,  and  thorny  steps,  will 
bring  men  into  the  kingdom  of  Christ,  so  may 
our  Divine  Redeemer  help  that  this  prodigal 
son  be  brought  into  his  communion  ;  that  his 
godless  heart  be  beaten  till  it  is  softened  and 
changed  ;  and  so  he  be  snatched  from  the  claws 

of  Satan." After  three  months  of  close  confinement  Fred- 
erick was  released ;  his  brown  prison  garb  was 

replaced  by  a  gray  suit — for  he  must  undergo 
further  probation  before  he  could  be  permitted 
to  resume  his  uniform.  For  the  present  he  was 
to  live  in  the  town  of  Ciistrin,  iu  a  very  modest 
way,  and  busy  himself  in  learning  to  manage  a 
bit  of  the  domain  lands  of  the  crown.  His 
father  would  not  see  him  yet ;  he  was  not  wor- 

thy of  that  supreme  grace.  It  was  nine  months 
more — a  full  year  since  their  last  meeting  when 
the  Prince  came  so  near  being  run  through  the 
body — before  father  and  son  again  looked  upon 
each  other. 

Frederick,  having  every  motive  so  to  do,  con- 
ducted himself  well  during  this  long  probation  ; 

wrote  the  most  dutiful  letters  to  his  father,  and 
gradually  made  way  into  a  kind  of  favor  with 
him  which  he  had  never  known  before.  A 
husband  was  at  length  found  for  Wilhelmina. 
In  the  height  of  the  wedding  festivities  some 
one  pointed  out  to  her  a  young  man  who  had 
just  entered  the  room.  It  was  her  brotlier,  but 
she  did  not  at  first  recognize  him.  She  had 
not  seen  liim  since  he  set  off,  eighteen  months 
before,  on  that  journey  which  had  produced  so 
much  misery  to  all.  He  was  quite  pardoned 
now,  and  next  day  made  his  appearance  in  uni- 

form. He  had  served  a  hard  apprenticeship, 
and  had  learned  much  ;  above  all,  that  it  was 

wise  for  him  not  to  oppose  his  father's  will. 
So,  when  the  King  selected  a  wife  for  him, 

though  he  grumbled  and  complained  to  others,  he 
made  no  opposition  to  the  paternal  Majesty,  The 
marriage  took  place  in  1 733,  Frederick  being  then 
about  two-and-twenty.  The  King  made  ade- 

quate provision  for  his  household;  by-and-by 
purchased  for  him  a  fine  estate  at  Reinsberg, 
and  gave  him  money  to  build  him  a  palace  ac- 

cording to  his  mind.  In  three  years  this  was 
completed,  and  here  the  Prince  passed  four 
tranquil  and  peaceful  years.  He  had  much 
military  and  civil  work  to  do  ;  all  of  whicli  was 

performed  in  an  orderly,  methodical  manner, 
much  to  the  delight  of  tlie  King,  who  was  more- 

over, as  occasion  offered,  propitiated  by  the  pres- 
ent of  a  few  tall  recruits.  In  these  days  he  had 

his  first  glimpse  of  war,  having  made  a  cam- 
paign under  Prince  Eugene  of  Savoy,  the  Gen- 

eralissimo of  the  Emperor,  in  the  French  and 
Austrian  war.  This  over,  he  passed  his  time 
at  his  beautiful  Reinsberg  palace  after  his  own 
fashion.  He  planted  gardens,  built  grottoes  and 
conservatories;  fifed  and  fluted;  read  much, 
and  wrote  prose  and  verse  to  a  fearful  amount; 
gathered  about  him  a  circle  of  literary  men ; 
and,  above  all,  corresponded  copiously  with  Vol- 

taire. "The  kindness  and  assistance  you  af- 
ford to  all  who  devote  themselves  to  the  Arts 

and  Sciences,"  writes  Frederick,  "makes  me 
hope  you  will  not  exclude  me  from  the  number 
of  those  whom  you  find  worthy  of  your  instruc- 

tions I  feel  how  small  are  the  advantages 
of  birth,  those  vapors  of  grandeur  with  which 
vanity  would  solace  us.  Nature,  wdien  she 
pleases,  forms  a  great  soul,  endowed  with  facul- 

ties that  can  advance  the  Arts  and  Sciences ; 
and  it  is  the  part  of  princes  to  recompense  his 
noble  toils.  Ah  !  would  Glory  but  make  nse 
of  me  to  crown  your  successes!"  So  he  sends 
sundry  manuscripts  to  the  French  apostle,  and 
solicits  a  return  in  kind.  Voltaire  responds. 
He  is  delighted  to  find  "  that  there  is  now  in  the 
world  a  prince  who  thinks  as  a  man  :  a  phi/os- 
opher-princc,  who  will  make  men  happy.  No 
])rince,  persisting  in  such  thoughts,  but  might 
bring  back  the  golden  age  into  his  countries ; 
and  unless  one  day  the  tumult  of  business  and 
the  wickedness  of  men  alter  so  divine  a  charac- 

ter, you  will  be  worshiped  by  your  peo])le  and 
loved  by  the  world."  A  wise  reservation  this, 
as  the  event  proved  before  long.  So  follow 
reams  of  letters,  with  prose  and  verse,  very  good 
from  Voltaire,  and  very  bad  from  Frederick. 
Among  these  is  a  treatise,  the  Anii-3Iachia- 
veV  by  Frederick,  in  which  the  Prince  under- 

takes to  refute  the  wicked  teachings  of  the  sub- 
tle Florentine,  and  to  show  clearly  what  a  true 

Prince  should  be  and  do.  This  Voltaire  thinks 
should  be  published  for  the  good  of  the  w^orld, 
and  gladly  undertakes  to  see  it  through  the 

press. The  composition  of  the  "  Anti-Machiaver" was  the  chosen  work  of  the  year  1739 — Fred- 
erick's last  year  as  Crown  Prince.  It  was  not 

published  till  1740,  when  its  author  was  King 
of  Prussia.  Frederick  William  had  been  fail- 

ing for  months.  Late  in  May  the  Prince  was 
summoned  in  all  haste  to  Potsdam,  if  he  would 
see  his  fcither  alive.  He  found  the  King  out  of 
doors  in  his  wheel-chair— not  so  ill,  apparently, 
as  had  been  reported.  But  next  day  he  was 
worse.  He  then  gave  minute  directions  for  his 
funeral.  He  had  ordered  his  cofiin  made  long 

before.  "I  shall  sleep  well  in  that,"  he  used 
to  say.  He  would  be  buried  in  his  uniform,  hi^ 
tall  Potsdam  Grenadiers  following  him,  an. I 
firing  three  full  volleys  over  the  grave-,  on  the 
way  the  band  was  to  play  the  dirge,  "Oh,  head 
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iill  full  of  blood  and  wounds  !"  and  soon;  every 
thing  being  aceurately  fore-orderod.  For  the 
next  three  days  the  King  had  long  private  con- 

versations with  his  son;  all  the  old  anger  and 
discontent  was  gone.  "Am  1  not  happy,"  he 
said  more  than  once,  "  to  have  such  a  son  to 
leave  behind  me?"  lie  was  heard  to  ])ray, 
"Lord,  enter  not  into  judgment  with  thy  serv- 

ant, for  in  thy  sight  shall  no  living  man  be 
justified."  A  hymn  was  often  sung  to  him, 
one  line  of  which  reads,  "Naked  came  I  into 
the  world,  naked  shall  I  go." — "No,"  he  would 
always  say  at  that  i)assage,  "not  quite  naked; 
I  shall  have  my  uniform  on." 

As  the  supreme  hour  approached,  he  was 
wheeled  from  room  to  room — last  to  the  win- 

dow, from  which  he  could  see  his  tall  Guards 
going  through  their  evolutions.  Laid  upon  his 
bed  he  called  for  a  mirror:  "Not  so  worn  as  I 
thought,"  said  he,  as  he  saw  the  reflection  of 
his  face.  His  agony  Avas  terrible.  "Feel  my 
pulse,"  said  he  to  the  surgeon,  "and  tell  mc 
how  long  this  will  last." — "Alas!  not  long." — 
"  Say  not,  Alas ;  but  how  do  you  know  ?" — "The 
pulse  is  gone." — "Impossible,"  said  the  King, 
lifting  his  arm  ;  "how  could  I  move  my  fingers 

'  so  if  the  pulse  Avas  gone  ?"  The  surgeon  re- 
affirmed his  statement  by  a  mournful  look. 

"Lord  Jesus,  to  thee  I  live;  Lord  Jesus,  to 
thee  I  die  ;  in  life  and  death  thou  art  my  por- 

tion," replied  the  dying  man.  These  were  his last  words. 

"Friedricli  Wilhelni,"  says  Mr.  Carlyle,  "at 
rest  from  all  his  labors,  slept  with  the  primeval 
sons  of  Thor.  No  Baresark  of  them  all,  nor  Odin's 
self,  I  think,  was  a  bit  of  truer  human  stuff.  I 
confess  his  value  to  me  in  these  sad  times  is  rare 
and  great.  Considering  the  usual  Histrionic,  Pa- 
pin's-Digester,  Truculent-Charlatan,  and  other  spe- 

cies of  '  Kings,'  alone  attainable  for  the  sad  flunke}' 
populations  of  an  era  given  up  to  mammon  and  the 
worship  of  its  own  belly,  what  would  not  such  a 
population  give  for  a  Friedrich  Wilhelni  to  guide 
it  on  the  road  hack  from  Orcus  a  little  ?  '  Would 
give,'  I  have  written  ;  but,  alas  !  it  ought  to  have 
been  written,  ̂ Should  give.'  What  they  would  give 
is  too  mournfully  plain  to  me  in  spite  of  ballot- 
boxes  :  a  steady  and  tremendous  truth  from  the 
days  of  Barabbas  downward  and  upward  ! — Tues- 

day, 31st  May,  1710,  between  one  and  two  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  Friedrich  Wilhelm  died,  age  fif- 

ty-two, coming  15th  of  August  next.  Same  day 
Friedrich,  his  son,  was  proclaimed  at  Berlin  ;  quilt- 

ed heralds,  with  sound  of  trumpet,  doing  what  is 
customary  on  such  occasions." 

That  portion  of  Mr.  Carlyle's  History  now 
offered  to  the  public  closes  Avith  the  accession 
of  Frederick.  Thus  for  Frederick  William  has 
been  its  hero.  In  the  new  monarch  no  man 
as  yet  saw  any  thing  but  a  promising  young 
Prince  of  fair  abilities,  with  luxurious  tastes 
and  a  fondness  for  Arts  and  Literature.  Such 
a  King,  thought  some,  Avith  his  vaults  filled  with 
good  hard  dollars,  Avill  inaugurate  a  new  Au- 

gustan Age.  Others,  avIio  had  heard  his  talk 
of  moderation  and  liberty  and  philanthropy,  Avho 
had  seen  the  early  sheeis  of  the  famous  "  Anti- 
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MachiaA'cl,"  Avhicli  Avas  slowly  passing  through 
the  jjress,  awaited  in  him  the  J*liilosophcr- 
prince,  Avho  Avould  make  all  men  hapi)y — ac- 

cording to  theCiospel  of  Kousscau  and  Voltaire. 
Though  nothing  Avas  further  from  his  own  pur- 

pose than  all  this,  Frederick  Avas  quite  content 
that  it  should  be  believed.  Only  once  before  ha 
mounted  the  throne  did  lie  lift  the  vail  which 
concealed  his  own  j)urposc3.  This  Avas  six  years 
before — not  long  after  he  had  got  through  hi* 
great  troubles,  Frederick  William  Avas  ill ;  it 
Avas  said  that  he  could  not  Hax  a  month.  Fred- 

erick Avas  talking  Avith  his  sister  Wilhelmina  t 
"People  Avill  be  much  surj)rised,"  he  said,  "to 
see  me  act  quite  differently  fromAvhat  they  had 
anticii)ated.  They  imagine  I  am  going  to  lav- 

ish all  my  treasures,  and  that  money  Avill  be  as 
plenty  as  pebbles  at  Berlin  ;  but  they  will  find 
that  I  know  better.  I  mean  to  increase  my 
army,  and  to  IcaA-e  all  other  things  on  the  old 
footing."  Frederick  William  did  not  die  then. 
The  Prince  Avent  on  Avith  his  fluting  and  gar- 

dening, his  poetry  and  philantliro])y,  his  Vol- 
taire correspondence,  and  "  Anti-^Iachiavel," 

until  the  time  came  Avhen  he  could  drop  the mask. 

THE   V  I  K  G  I  N  I  A  N  S. 
BY  W.  M.  TIL\CKERAY. 

CHAPTER  XLIX. 
FRIENDS  IN  NEED. 

UICK,  hackney-coach  steeds,  and  bea*; 
George  Warrington  through  Strand  and 

Fleet  Street  to  his  imprisoned  brother's  rescue! 
Any  one  Avho  remembers  Hogarth's  picture  of 
a  London  hackney-coach  and  a  London  street- 
road  at  that  period,  may  fancy  how  Aveary  the 
quick  time  Avas,  and  hoAv  long  seemed  the  jour- 

ney :  scarce  any  lights  save  those  carried  by 
link-boys;  badly-hung  coaches;  bad  pavements: 
great  holes  in  the  road,  and  vast  quagmires  of 
Avinter  mud.  That  drive  from  Piccadilly  to 
Fleet  Street  seemed  almost  as  long  to  our  young 
man  as  the  journey  from  Marlborough  to  Lon- 

don, which  he  had  performed  in  the  morning. 
He  had  Avritten  to  Harry,  announcing  his  ar- 

rival at  Bristol.  He  had  previously  written  to 
liis  brother,  giA-ing  the  great  ncAvs  of  his  exist- 

ence and  his  return  from  captivity.  There  Avas 
Avar  betAA^een  England  and  France  at  that  time  ; 
the  French  ])riA^ateers  Avere  forcA-er  on  the  look- 

out for  British  merchant-ships,  and  seized  them 
often  Avithin  sight  of  port.  The  letter  bearing 
the  intelligence  of  George's  restoration  must have  been  on  board  one  of  the  many  American 
ships  of  Avhicli  the  F rcnch  took  possession.  The 
letter  telling  of  George's  arrival  in  England  was 
never  opened  by  poor  Harry ;  it  Avas  lying  n  r 
the  latter's  apartments,  Avhich  it  reached  on  the 
third  morning  after  Harry's  captiA'ity,  Avhen  the 
angry  Mr.  Kuft'  had  refused  to  give  up  any  sin- 

gle item  more  of  his  lodger's  property. 
To  these  apartments  George  first  AA'ent  on  his 

arrlA-al  in  LcHidon,  and  asked  for  his  brother. 
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a  word  or  two  respecting  hi.- 

.-V.7— _       -  young  masters  whereabouts, 
'  /      /     and  present  pitiable  condition: 

and  hence  Mr.  George's  srem- 
ness  of  demeanor  when  he  pre- 

sented himself  to  the  old  lady. 
It  seemed  to  him  a  matter  of 
course  that  his  brother  in  dif- 

ficulty should  be  rescued  by 
his  relations.  Oh.  George, 
how  little  you  know  aboui 
London  and  London  ways  I 
"Whenever  you  take  your 
vs-alks  abroad  how  many  poor 
you  meet :  if  a  philanthropist 
v.  ere  for  rescuing  all  of  them, 
not  all  the  wealth  of  all  the 
yrovinces  of  America  woidJ 
suffice  him! 

But  the  feeling  and  agitation 

   ^  displayedby  the  old  lady  touch- 
■»  .  ^    „r^^    —  -    '   ~ -"^  ed  her  nephew's  heart,  when. 

"^11;=^^^  ^'    .  -  jolting  through  the  dark  streets 
-   -  toward  the  house  of  his  broth- 

er's captivity.  George  came  to 
J^cared  at  the  likeness  between  them,  the  maid-  think  of  his  aunt's  behavior.  "She  does  feel  my 
servant  who  opened  the  door  screamed,  and  ran  poor  Harry's  misfortune,"  he  thought  to  him- 
back  to  her  mistress.  The  mistress  not  liking  self.  '"I  have  been  too  hasty  in  judging  her.'' 
to  tell  the  truth,  or  to  own  that  poor  Harry  was  Again  and  again,  in  the  course  of  his  life,  ;Mr. 
actually  a  prisoner  at  her  husband's  suit,  said  George  had  to  rebuke  himself  with  the  same 
Mr.  "Warrington  had  left  his  lodgings ;  she  did  crime  of  being  too  hasty.  How  many  of  us 
not  know  where  Warrington  was.  George  have  not?  And,  alas  I  the  mischief  done,  there's 
knew  that  Clarges  Street  was  close  to  Bond  no  repentance  ^v ill  mend  it.  Quick ,  coachman  I 
Street.  Often  and  often  had  he  looked  over  We  are  almost  as  slow  as  you  are  in  getting 
the  London  map.  Aunt  Bernstein  would  tell  from  Clarges  Street  to  the  Temple.  Poor  Gum- 
him  where  Harry  was.  He  might  be  with  her  bo  knows  the  way  to  the  bailiffs  house  well 
at  that  very  moment.  George  had  read  in  enough.  Again  the  bell  is  set  ringing.  The 
Harry's  letters  to  Virginia  about  Aunt  Bern-  first  door  i?  opened  to  (Jeorge  and  his  negro; 
stein's  kindness  to  Harry.  Even  Madam  Es-  then  that  first  door  is  locked  warily  upon  them, 
mond  was  softened  by  it  (and  especially  touched  and  they  find  themselves  in  a  little  passage  with 
by  a  lener  which  the  Baroness  wrote — the  let-  a  little  Jewish  janitor ;  then  a  second  door  is 
ter  which  caused  George  to  pack  off  post-haste  '  unlocked,  and  they  enter  into  the  house.  The 
tor  Europe,  indeed).  She  heartily  hoped  and  Jewish  janitor  stares,  as,  by  his  flaring  tallcw 
trusted  that  Madam  Beatrix  had  found  occasion  torch,  he  sees  a  second  Mr.  Warrington  before 
to  repent  of  her  former  bad  ways.  It  was  time,  him.  Come  to  see  that  gentleman  ?  Yes. 

indeed,  at  her  age :  and  Heaven  knows  that  But  wait  a  moment.  This  is  Mr.  Warrington's 
ihe  had  plenty  to  repent  of  I  I  have  known  a  brother  from  America,  Gumbo  must  go  anti 
harmless,  good  old  soul  of  eighty  still  bepom-  prepare  his  master  first.  Step  into  this  room, 
meled  and  stoned  by  irreproachable  ladies  of  ;  There's  a  gentleman  already  there  about  Mr. 
the  straitest  sect  of  the  Pharisees,  for  a  little  j  W.'s  business  (the  porter  says),  and  another  u]i 
shp  which  occurred  long  before  the  present  cen-  ;  stairs  with  him  now.  There's  no  end  of  people tury  was  bom.  or  she  herself  was  twenty  years  ,  have  been  about  him. 
old.  Rachel  Esmond  never  mentioned  her  eld-  !  The  rc^om  into  which  George  was  intrcduced 
est  daughter :  ̂ Madam  Esmond  Warrington  nev-  was  a  small  apartment  which  went  by  the  name 
or  mentioned  her  sister.  No.  In  spite  of  the  of  Mr.  Amos's  office,  and  where,  by  a  guttering 
order  for  remission  of  the  sentence — in  spite  of  candle,  and  talking  to  the  bailiff,  sat  a  stout 
the  handwriting  on  the  floor  of  the  Temple —  gentleman  in  a  cloak  and  a  laced  hat.  The 
there  is  a  crime  which  some  folks  never  will  young  porter  carried  his  candle,  too,  preceding 
pardon,  and  regarding  which  female  virtue,  es-  Mr.  George,  so  there  was  a  sufficiency  of  light 
pecially,  is  inexonible,  \  in  the  apartment. 

I  suppose  the  Virginians'  agent  at  Bristol  had  '  **  We  are  not  angry  any  more,  Harry  I~  says 
told  George  fearful  stories  of  his  brother's  do-  ;  the  stout  gentleman,  in  a  cheery  voice,  getting 
ings.  Gumbo,  whom  he  met  at  his  aunt's  door,  \  up  and  advancing  with  an  outstretched  h.and 
as  soon  as  the  lad  recovered  from  his  terror  at  i  to  the  new-comer,  **  Thank  God,  my  boy  I  Mr. 
the  sudden  reappearance  of  the  master  whom  !  Amos  here  says  there  will  be  no  difficulty  aboai 
he  supposed  dea«i,  had  leisure  to  stammer  out  (  James  and  me  being  your  bail,  and  we  ̂ vill  do 
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your  business  by  breakfast  time  in  the  morn- 

ing." "Why  ,  .  .  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  ! 
who  are  you  ?"  And  he  started  back  as  the other  had  hold  of  his  hand. 

But  the  stranger  grasi)cd  it  only  the  more 
strongly.  "God  bless  you,  Sir!"  he  said,  "I 
know  who  j/ou  are.  You  must  be  Colonel  Lani- 
l)ert,  of  whose  kindness  to  him  my  poor  Harry 
wrote.  And  I  am  the  brother  whom  you  have 
Iieard  of,  Sir ;  and  wno  Avas  left  for  dead  in  Mr. 
Braddock's  action  ;  and  came  to  life  again  after 
eighteen  months  among  the  French ;  and  live 
to  thank  God  and  tliank  you  for  your  kindness 
to  my  Harry,"  continued  the  lad,  with  a  falter- 

ing voice. 
"James!  James!  Here  is  news !"  cries  Mr. 

Lambert  to  a  gentleman  in  red,  who  now  en- 
tered the  room.  "Here  are  the  dead  come 

alive !  Here  is  Harry  Scapegrace's  brother 
come  back,  and  with  his  scalp  on  his  head,  too !" 
(George  had  taken  his  hat  off,  and  was  stand- 

ing by  the  light.)  "This  is  my  brother  bail, 
Mr.  Warrington  !  This  is  Lieutenant-Colonel 
James  Woife,  at  your  service.  You  must  know 
there  has  been  a  little  difference  between  Harry 
and  me,  Mr.  George.  He  is  pacified,  is  he, 

James?" 
"He  is  full  of  gratitude,"  says  Mr.  Wolfe, 

after  making  his  bow  to  Mr.  Warrington. 
"Harry  wrote  hom3  about  Mr.  Wolfe,  too, 

.Sir,"  said  the  young  man,  "and  I  hope  my 
brother's  friends  will  be  so  kind  as  to  be  mine." 

"  I  wish  he  had  none  other  but  us,  Mr.  War- 
rington. Poor  Harry's  fine  folks  have  been  too 

line  for  him,  and  have  ended  by  landing  him 
here." 

"Nay,  your  honors,  I  have  done  my  best  to 
make  the  young  gentleman  comfortable ;  and, 
knowing  your  honor  before,  when  you  came  to 
bail  Captain  Watkins,  and  that  your  security  is 
perfectly — good,  if  your  honor  wishes,  the  young 
gentleman  can  go  out  this  very  niglit,  and  I  will 
make  it  all  right  with  the  lawyer  in  the  morn- 

ing," says  Harry's  landlord,  who  knew  the  rank 
and  respectability  of  the  two  gentlemen  Avho  had 
come  to  offer  bail  for  his  young  prisoner. 

"The  debt  is  five  hundred  and  odd  pounds, 
I  think  ?"  said  Mr.  AVarrington.  "  With  a  hun- 

dred thanks  to  these  gentlemen,  I  can  pay  the 
amount  at  this  moment  into  the  officer's  hands, 
taking  the  usual  acknowledgment  and  caution. 
But  I  can  never  forget,  gentlemen,  tliat  you 
helped  my  brother  at  his  need,  and,  for  doing 
so,  I  say  thank  you,  and  God  bless  you,  in  my  • 
mother's  name  and  mine." 

Gumbo  had,  meanwhile,  gone  up  stairs  to 
his  master's  apartment,  where  Harry  would 
probably  have  scolded  the  negro  for  returning 
that  night,  but  that  the  young  gentleman  was 
very  much  soothed  and  touched  by  the  conver- 

sation he  had  had  with  the  friend  who  had  just 
left  him.  He  was  sitting  over  his  pipe  of  Vir- 

ginia in  a  sad  mood  (for,  somehow,  even  Maria's 
goodness  and  affection,  as  she  had  just  exhibited 
them,  h^d  not  altogether  consoled  him  ;  and  he 

had  thought,  with  a  little  dismay,  of  certain 
conseqiu  lu.L'S  to  which  that  very  kindness  and 
fidelity  bound  him)  when  Mr.  Wolfe's  homely 
features  and  eager  outstretched  hand  came  to 
cheer  the  prisoner,  and  he  heard  how  Mr.  Lam- 

bert was  below,  and  the  errand  upon  which  the 
two  officers  had  come.  In  spite  of  himself. 
Lambert  would  be  kind  to  him.  In  sj)ite  of 
Harry's  ill-temper,  and  needless  suspicion  and 
anger,  the  good  gentleman  was  determined  to 
help  him  if  he  might— to  help  him  even  against 
Mr.  V/olfe's  own  advice,  as  the  latter  frankly 
told  Harry,  "For  you  were  wrong,  Mr.  War- 

rington," said  the  Colonel,  "and  you  wouldn't 
be  set  right ;  and  you,  a  young  man,  used  hard 
words  and  unkind  behavior  to  your  senior,  and, 
what  is  more,  one  of  the  best  gentlemen  who 
walks  God's  earth.  You  see,  Sir,  what  his  an- 

swer hath  been  to  your  wayward  temper.  You 
wall  bear  with  a  friend  who  speaks  frankly  with 
you?  Martin  Lambert  hath  acted  in  this  as 
he  always  doth,  as  the  best  Christian,  the  best 
friend,  the  most  kind  and  generous  of  men. 
Nay,  if  you  want  another  proof  of  his  goodness, 
here  it  is :  He  has  converted  me,  who,  as 
I  don't  care  to  disguise,  was  angry  with  you 
for  your  treatment  of  him,  and  has  absolutely 
brought  me  down  here  to  be  your  bail.  Let  us 
both  cry  Peccavimus  !  Harry,  and  shake  our 
friend  by  the  hand !  He  is  sitting  in  the  room 
below.  He  would  not  come  here  till  he  knew 

hoAV  you  would  receive  him." 
"I  think  he  is  a  good  man!"  groaned  out 

Harry.  "I  was  very  angry  and  wild  at  the 
time  when  he  and  I  met  last.  Colonel  Wolfe. 
Nay,  perhaps  he  was  right  in  sending  back  those 
trinkets,  hurt  as  I  was  at  his  doing  so.  Go 
down  to  him,  will  you  be  so  kind,  Sir?  and 
tell  him  I  am  sorry,  and  ask  his  pardon,  and — 
and  God  bless  him  for  his  generous  behavior." 
And  here  the  young  gentleman  turned  his  head 
away  and  rubbed  his  hand  across  his  eyes. 

"  Tell  him  all  this  thyself,  Harry  !"  cries  the 
Colonel,  taking  the  young  fellow's  hand.  "  No 
deputy  will  ever  say  it  half  so  well.  Come  with 

me  now." "You  go  first,  and  I'll— I'll  follow — on  my 
word  I  will.  See  !  I  am  in  my  morning-gown. 
I  will  but  put  on  a  coat  and  come  to  him. 
Give  him  my  message  first.  Just — just  prepare 
him  for  me!"  says  poor  Harry,  who  knew  he 
must  do  it,  but  yet  did  not  much  like  that  pro- 

cess of  eating  of  humble-pie. 
Wolfe  went  out  smiling — understanding  the 

lad's  scruples  well  enough,  perhaps.  As  he 
opened  the  door  Mr.  Gumbo  entered  it;  al- 

most forgetting  to  bow  to  the  gentleman,  pro- 
fusely courteous  as  he  was  on  ordinary  occa- 

sions— his  eyes  glaring  round,  his  great  mouth 
grinning — himself  in  a  state  of  such  high  ex- 

citement and  delight  that  his  master  remarked 
his  condition. 

"  What,  Gum  ?  What  has  happened  to 
thee  ?    Hast  thou  got  a  new  sweet-heart?" 

No,  Gum  had  not  got  no  new  sweet-heart. 
Master.  ■ 



Give  me  my  coat  ?  What  has  brought  thee 

back?" Gum  grinned  prodigiously.  "  I  have  seen  a 
ghost,  Mas'rl"  he  said. 

•'A  ghost!  and  whose,  and  where?" 
"Whar?  Saw  him  at  Madame  Bernstein's 

house.  Come  with  him  here  in  the  coach  ! 
He  down  stairs  now  with  Colonel  Lambert  !" 
While  Gumbo  is  .^peaking,  as  he  is  putting  on 

his  master's  coat,  his  eyes  are  rolling,  his  head 
is  wagging,  his  hands  are  trembling,  his  lips  are 
grinning. 

"Ghost — what  ghost?"  says  Harrj',  in  a 
strange  agitation.  "  Is  any  body — is — my  mt- 
ther  come  ?" 

"No,  Sir;  no.  Master  Harry!"  Gumbo's 
head  rolls  nearly  off  in  its  violent  convolu- 

tions, and  his  master,  looking  oddly  at  him, 
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flinj^s  tlic  door  open,  iuitl  goes  rapidly  down  the 
stair. 

He  is  at  the  foot  of  it  just  as  a  voice  witliin 
the  little  ofhce,  of  which  the  door  is  open,  is 

saying,  And /or  do'uKj  so,  I  say  thank  i/ou,  and 
God  bless  tjoit,  in  nii/  mother^ s  name  and  mine'' 

"  Whose  voice  is  that  ?"  calls  out  Harry  War- 
rington, with  a  stran;^e  cry  in  his  own  voice. 

"  It's  tlic  f/!iosfs,  Mas'r  !"  says  Gumbo,  from 
behind  ;  and  Harry  runs  forward  to  the  room — 
where,  if  you  please,  we  w^ili  pause  a  little  min- 

ute before  we  enter.  The  two  gentlemen  who 
were  there  turned  their  heads  away.  The  lost 
was  found  again.  The  dead  was  alive.  The 

prodigal  was  on  his  brother's  heart — his  own 
full  of  love,  gratitude,  repentance. 

"  Come  away,  James  !  I  think  we  are  not 
wanted  any  more  here,"  says  the  Colonel. 
"  Good-night,  boys.  Some  ladies  in  Hill  Street 
won't  be  able  to  sleep  for  this  strange  news. 
Or  will  you  go  home  and  sup  with  'em,  and  tell 
them  the  story?" 

No,  with  many  thanks,  the  boys  would  not  go 
and  sup  to-night.  They  had  stories  of  their 
own  to  tell.  "Quick,  Gumbo,  with  the  trunks  ! 
Good-by,  Mr.  Amos!"  Harry  felt  almost  un- 

happy when  he  went  away. 

CHATTER  L. 

CONTAINS  A  GREAT  DEAL  OF  THE  FINEST 
MORALITY. 

When  first  we  had  the  honor  to  oe  presented 
to  Sir  Miles  Warrington  at  the  King's  drawing- 
room,  in  St.  James's  Palace,  I  confess  tliat  I, 
for  one — looking  at'  his  jolly  round  face,  his 
broad  round  waistcoat,  his  hearty  country  man- 

ner— expected  that  I  had  lighted  upon  a  most 
eligible  and  agreeable  acquaintance  at  last,  and 
was  about  to  become  intimate  with  that  noblest 
specimen  of  the  human  race,  the  bepraised  of 
songs  and  men,  the  good  old  English  country 
gentleman.  In  fact,  to  be  a  good  old  country 
gentleman  is  to  hold  a  position  nearest  the 
gods,  and  at  the  summit  of  earthly  felicity. 
To  have  a  large  unencumbered  rent-roll,  and 
the  rents  regularly  paid  by  adoring  farmers, 
who  bless  their  stars  at  having  such  a  landlord 
as  his  honor ;  to  have  no  tenant  holding  back 
with  his  money,  excepting  just  one,  perhaps, 
who  does  so  in  order  to  give  occasion  to  Good 
Old  Country  Gentleman  to  show  his  sublime 
charity  and  universal  benevolence  of  soul ;  to 
hunt  three  days  a  week,  love  the  sport  of  all- 
things,  and  have  perfect  good  health  and  good 
appetite  in  consequence  ;  to  have  not  only  good 
appetite,  but  a  good  dinner ;  to  sit  down  at 
church  in  the  midst  of  a  chorus  of  blessings  from 
the  villagers,  the  first  man  in  the  Parish,  the 
benefactor  of  the  Parish,  with  a  consciousness 
of  consummate  desert,  saying,  "Have  mercy 
upon  us,  miserable  sinners!"  to  be  sure,  but 
only  for  form's  sake,  because  the  words  are 
written  in  the  book,  and  to  give  other  folks  an 
example:— a  G.  O.  C.  G.  a  miserable  sinner! 

So  healthy,  so  wealthy,  so  jolly,  so  much  rc- 
spcictod  l)y  the  vicar,  so  much  honored  by  the 
tenauts,  so  much  heloved  and  admired  by  his 
family,  among  whom  his  story  of  grouse  in  the 
gun-room  causes  laughter  from  generation  to 
generation  ; — this  perfect  being  a  miserable  sin- 

ner !  Allons  done  !  Give  any  man  good  healtli 
and  temper,  five  thousanil  a  year,  the  adoration 
of  his  parish,  and  the  love  and  worship  of  hi^ 
fanaly,  and  I'll  defy  you  to  make  him  scj  hearti- 

ly dissatisfied  with  hi.s  sjiiritual  condition  as  to 
set  himself  down  a  miserabh;  any  thing.  If 
you  were  a  royal  highness,  and  went  to  church 
in  the  most  perfect  health  and  ccmifort,  the  par- 

son waiting  to  begin  the  service  tmtil  Your 
H.  II.  came  in,  would  you  believe  yourself  to 
be  a  miserable,  etc.  ?  You  might  when  racked 
with  gout,  in  solitude,  the  fear  of  death  before 
your  eyes,  the  doctor  having  cut  off  your  bottle 
of  claret,  and  ordered  arrow-root  and  a  little 
slierry — you  might  then  be  humiliated,  and  ac- 

knowledge your  own  shortcomings,  and  the 
vanity  of  things  in  general ;  but,  in  high  health, 
sunshine,  spirits,  that  word  miserable  is  only  a 
form.  Y''ou  can't  think  in  your  heart  that  you 
are  to  be  pitied  much  for  the  present.  If  you 
are  to  be  miserable,  what  is  Colin  Plowman, 
with  the  ague,  seven  children,  two  j)ounds  a 
year  rent  to  pay  for  his  cottage,  and  eight 
shillings  a  week?  No:  a  healthy,  rich,  jolly, 
country  gentleman,  if  miserable,  has  a  very 
su])portablc  misery  :  if  a  sinner,  has  very  fe\v 
jjcople  to  tell  him  so. 

It  may  be  he  becomes  somewhat  selfish  ;  but 
at  least  he  is  satisfied  with  himself.  Except 
my  lord  at  the  castle,  there  is  nobody  for  miles 
and  miles  round  so  good  or  so  great.  His  ad- 

mirable wife  ministers  to  him,  and  to  the  whole 
])arish,  indeed :  his  children  bow  before  him  : 
the  vicar  of  the  parish  reverences  him  :  be  is 
respected  at  quarter  sessions :  he  causes  poach- 

ers to  tremble:  off  go  all  hats  before  him  at 
market :  and  round  about  his  great  coach,  in 
which  his  spotless  daughters  and  sublime  lady 
sit,  all  the  country-town  tradesmen  cringe, 
bareheaded,  and  the  farmers'  women  drop  in- numerable courtesies.  From  their  cushions  in 
the  great  coach  the  ladies  look  down  beneficent- 

ly and  smile  on  the  poorer  folk.  They  buy  a 

yard  of  ribbon  with  aft'ability  ;  they  condescend 
to  i)urchase  an  ounce  of  salts,  or  a  ])acket  of 
fiower-seeds  :  they  deign  to  cheapen  a  goose : 
their  drive  is  like  a  royal  j)rogress;  a  happy 
peo])le  is  supposed  to  press  round  them  and 
bless  them.  Tradesmen  bow,  farmers'  wives 
bob,  town-boys,  waving  their  ragged  hats,  cheer 
the  red-faced  coachman  as  he  drives  the  fat 

bays,  and  cry,  "  Sir  Miles  forever!  Tlirow  us 
a  halfpenny,  my  lady!" 

Put  suppose  the  market-woman  should  hide 
her  fat  goose  when  Sir  Miles's  coach  comes,  out 
of  terror  lest  my  lady,  sjjying  the  bird,  should 
insist  on  purchasing  it  a  bargain  ?  Suppose  no 
coi)j)ers  ever  were  known  to  come  out  of  the 
royal  coach-window?  Suppose  Sir  jNlilcs  re- 

galed his  tenants  with  notoriously  small  beer, 
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and  his  poor  with  especially  thin  broth  ?  This 
may  be  our  fine  old  English  gentleman's  way. 
There  have  been  not  a  few  fine  English  gentle- 

men and  ladies  of  this  sort ;  who  patronized 
the  poor  without  ever  relieving  them,  who  called 
out  "Amen!"  at  church  as  loud  as  the  clerk; 
who  went  througli  all  the  forms  of  piety,  and 
<lischargcd  all  the  etiquette  of  old  English  gen- 
tlcmanhood;  who  bought  virtue  a  bargain,  as 
it  were,  and  had  no  doubt  they  were  honoring 
her  by  the  ])urchase.  Poor  Ilarry  in  his  dis- 

tress asked  help  from  his  relations :  his  aunt 
sent  him  a  tract  and  her  blessing;  his  uncle 
had  business  out  of  town,  and  could  not,  of 
course,  answer  the  poor  boy's  petition.  How 
much  of  this  behavior  goes  on  daily  in  respect- 

able life,  think  you  ?  You  can  fancy  Lord  and 
Lady  Macbeth  concocting  a  murder,  and  com- 

ing together  with  some  little  awkwardness,  per- 
ha])s,  when  the  transaction  was  done  and  over; 
))ut  my  Lord  and  Lady  Skinflint,  when  they 
consult  in  their  bedroom  about  giving  their 
luckless  nephew  a  hel])ing  hand,  and  determine 
(o  refuse,  and  go  down  to  family  prayers,  and 
meet  their  children  and  domestics,  and  dis- 

course virtuously  before  them,  and  then  remain 
together,  and  talk  nose  to  nose — what  can  they 
think  of  one  another?  and  of  the  poor  kinsman 
fallen  among  the  thieves,  and  groaning  for  help 
unheeded  ?  How  can  they  go  on  with  those 
virtuous  airs?  How  can  they  dare  look  each 
other  in  the  face  ? 

Dare  ?  Do  you  suppose 
they  think  they  have  done 
wrong?  Do  you  suppose 
Skinflint  is  tortured  with 
remorse  at  the  idea  of  the 
distress  which  called  to  him 
in  vain,  and  of  the  hunger 
which  he  sent  empty  away? 
Not  he.  He  is  indignant 
with  Prodigal  for  being  a 
fool :  he  is  not  ashamed 
of  himself  for  being  a  cur- 

mudgeon. What?  a  young 
man  with  such  opportuni 
ties  throw  them  away.  A 
fortune  spent  among  gam- 

blers and  spendthrifts  ? 
Horrible,  horrible !  Take 
Avarning,  my  child,  by  this 

iinfortunate  young  man's 
behavior,  and  see  the  con- 

sequences of  extravagance. 
According  to  the  great  and 
always  Established  Church 
of  the  Pharisees,  here  is  an 
admirable  opportunity  for 
a  moral  discourse,  and  an 
assertion  of  virtue.  "An(7 
to  think  of  his  deceiving 
us  so!"  cries  out  Lady 
Warrington. 

"  Very  sad,  very  sad,  m}- 
dear ! ' '  says  Sir  J ohn,  wag- 

ging  his  head. "To  think  of  so  much  extravagance  in  one 
so  young!"  cries  Lady  Warrington.  "Cards, 
bets,  feasts  at  taverns  of  the  most  wicked  pro-- 
fusion,  carriage  and  riding  horses,  the  company 
of  the  wealthy  and  profligate  of  his  own  sex, 
and,  I  fear,  of  the  most  iniquitous  persons  of 

ours." 

"  Hush,  my  Lady  Warrington !"  cries  hei' 
husband,  glancing  toward  the  spotless  Dora  and 
Elora,  who  held  down  their  blushing  heads  at 
the  mention  of  the  last  naughty  persons. 

"No  wonder  my  poor  children  hide  their 
faces !"  mamma  continues.  "My  dears,  I  wish 
even  the  existence  of  such  creatures  could  be 

kept  from  you !" "They  can't  go  to  an  opera,  or  the  Park, 
without  seeing  'era,  to  be  sure,"  says  Sir  Miles. 

"To  think  Ave  should  have  introduced  sucli 
a  young  ser])ent  into  the  bosom  of  our  family! 
and  have  left  him  in  the  company  of  that  guile- 

less darling!"  and  she  points  to  Master  Miles. 
"Who's  a  serpent,  mamma?"  inquires  that 

youth.  "Eirst  you  said  cousin  Harry  was 
bad  :  then  he  was  good ;  now  he  is  bad  again. 

Which  is  he,  Sir  Miles?" 
"He  has  faults,  like  all  of  us,  Miley,  my 

dear.  Your  cousin  has  been  wild,  and  you 

must  take  warning  by  him." 
"Was  not  my  elder  brother,  who  died — my 

naughty  brother — was  not  he  wild  too?  He 
was  not  kind  to  me  Avhen  I  was  quite  a  little 
boy.    He  ̂ eve^  gave  me  money,  nor  toys,  nor 
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rode  with  iiic,  nor — why  do  you  cry,  mamma  ? 
Sure  I  remember  liow  llugh  and  }ou  were  al- 

ways fight — 
"  Silence,  Sir !"  cry  out  pn])a  and  the  f,'irls  in 

a  breath.  "Don't  you  know  you  are  never  to 
mention  that  name?" 

"I  know  I  love  Harry,  and  I  didn't  love 
Hugh,"  says  the  sturdy  little  rebel.  "And  if 
cousin  Harry  is  in  prison,  I'll  give  hini  my 
lialf-guinca  that  my  godpapa  gave  me,  and  any 
thing  1  have — yes,  any  thing,  excei)t — exeejjt 
my  little  horse — and  my  silver  waistcoat — and 
— and  Snowball  and  Sweetlips  at  home — and — 
and,  yes,  my  custard  after  dinner."  This  was 
in  reply  to  hint  of  sister  Dora.  "But  I'd  give 
him  some  of  it,",  continues  Miles,  after  a  pause. 

"  Slnit  thy  mouth  with  it,  child,  and  then  go 
about  thy  business,"  says 'papa,  amused.  Sir Miles  Warrington  had  a  considera])le  fund  of 
easy  humor. 

"Who  would  have  thonglit  he  should  ever 
be  so  wild?"  mamma  goes  on. 

"Nay.  Youth  is  the  season  for  wild  oats, 
ray  dear." "That  we  should  be  so  misled  in  him!" 
sighed  the  girls. 

"That  he  should  kiss  us  both  !"  cries  papa. 
"  Sir  Miles  Warrington,  I  have  no  patience 

with  that  sort  of  vulgarity!"  says  the  majestic matron. 

"Which  of  you  was  the  favorite  yesterday, 
girls?"  continues  the  father. 

"Favorite,  indeed!  I  told  him  over  and 
over  again  of  my  engagement  to  dear  Tom — I 
did,  Dora — why  do  you  sneer,  if  you  please  ?" 
says  the  handsome  sister. 

Nay,  to  do  her  justice,  so  did  Dora  too,"  said 
papa. 

"Because  Flora  seemed  to  wish  to  forget  her 
engagement  with  dear  Tom  sometimes,"  re- marks her  sister. 

"I  never  never  never  wished  to  break  with 
Tom !  It's  wricked  of  you  to  say  so,  Dora !  It 
is  you  who  were  forever  sneering  at  him  :  it  is 
you  who  are  always  envious  because  I  happen 
— at  least,  because  gentlemen  imagine  that  I 
am  not  ill-looking,  and  prefer  me  to  some  folks, 
in  spite  of  all  their  learning  and  wit !"  cries 
Flora,  tossing  her  head  over  her  shoulder,  and 
looking  at  the  glass. 

"  Why  are  you  always  looking  there,  sister?'' 
says  the  artless  Miles,  Junior.  "Sure,  you 
must  know  your  face  well  enough !" 

"  Some  people  look  at  it  just  as  often,  child, 
who  haven't  near  such  good  reason,"  says  papa,- 
gallantly. 

"If  you  mean  7;?e,  Sir  Miles,  I  thank  you," 
cries  Dora.  "My  face  is  as  Heaven- made  it, 
and  my  father  and  mother  gave  it  me.  'Tis 
not  my  fault  if  I  resemble  my  papa's  family. 
If  my  head  is  homely,  at  least  I  have  got  some 
brains  in  it.  I  envious  of  Flora,  indeed,  be- 

cause she  has  found  favor  in  the  sight  of  poor 
Tom  Claypool !  I  should  as  soon  be  jiroud  of 
captivating  a  plowboy !" 

' '  Pray,  Miss,  was  your  Mr.  Harry,  of  Vir- 
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ginia,  much  wiser  tiian  Tom  C]ayj)ool?  You 
would  have  had  him  for  the  asking!"  exclaims Flora. 

"  And  so  would  »/o?/,  Miss,  and  have  droj)pcd 
Tom  CMaypooI  into  the  sea  I"  cries  Dora. 

"  I  wouldn't." "  You  would." 
"I  wouldn't;" — and  da  capo  goes  the  con- 

versation— the  sliuttlecock  of  wratli  being  brisk- 
ly battled  from  one  sister  to  another. 
"  Ob,  my  children  !  Is  this  the  way  you  dwell 

together  in  unity  ?"  exclaims  their  excellent 
female  parent,  laying  down  her  embroidery. 
"AV'hat  an  example  you  set  to  this  Innocent!" 

"Like  to  see  'em  fight,  my  lady!"  cries  the 
Innocent,  rubbing  his  hands. 

"At  her.  Flora  !  Worry  her,  Dora  !  To  it 
again,  you  little  rogues!"  says  facetious  papa. 
"'Tis  good  sport,  ain't  it,  Miley?" 

"Oh,  Sir  ]Milcs  I  Oh,  my  children  !  These 
disputes  are  unseemly.  They  tear  a  fond  mo- 

ther's heart,"  says  mamma,  with  majestic  ac- 
tion, though  bearing  the  laceration  of  her  bo- 

som with  much  seeming  equanimity.  "What 
cause  for  thankfulness  ought  we  to  haA-e  that 
watchful  parents  have  prevented  any  idle  en- 

gagements between  you  and  your  misguided 
cousin.  If  we  have  been  mistaken  in  him.  is 
it  not  a  mercy  that  we  have  found  out  our  error 
in  time?  If  either  of  you  had  any  preference 
for  him,  your  excellent  good  sense,  my  loves, 
will  teach  you  to  overcome,  to  eradicate,  the 
vain  feeling.  That  we  cherished  and  were  kind 
to  him  can  never  be  a  source  of  regret.  'Tis  a 
proof  of  our  good-nature.  What  we  have  to  re- 

gret, I  fear,  is,  that  your  cousin  should  have 
proved  unworthy  of  our  kindness,  and,  coming 
away  from  the  society  of  gamblers,  play-actors, 
and  the  like,  should  have  brought  contamina- 

tion— pollution,  i  had  almost  said — into  this 

piire  family !" "  Oh,  bother  mamma's  sermons !"  says  Flora, 
as  my  lady  pursues  a  harangue  of  which  we  only 
give  the  commencement  here,  but  during  which 
papa,  whistling,  gently  quits  the  room  on  tiptoe, 
while  the  artless  Miles,  Junior,  winds  his  top 
and  pegs  it  under  the  robes  of  his  sisters.  It 
has  done  hunmiing,  and  staggered  and  tumbled 
over,  and  expired  in  its  usual  tipsy  manner,  long 
ere  Lady  Warrington  has  finislied  her  sermon. 

"Were  you  listening  to  me,  my  child?"  she 
asks,  laying  her  hand  on  her  darling's  head. 

"Yes,  mother,"  says  he,  with  the  whip-cord 
in  his  mouth,  and  proceeding  to  wind  up  hi? 
sportive  engine.  "You  was  a  saying  that  Har- 

ry was  very  poor  now,  and  that  we  oughtn't  to 
hell)  him.  That's  what  you  was  saying ;  wasn't 

it,  madam?" "My  poor  child,  thou  wilt  understand  me 
better  wlien  thou  art  older!"  says  mamma, 
turning  toward  that  ceiling  to  which  her  eyes 
always  have  recourse. 

"Get  out,  you  little  wretch!"  cries  one  of 
the  sisters.  The  artless  one  has  pegged  his  top 

at  Dora's  toes,  and  laughs  with  the  glee  of  mer- 
ry boyhood  at  his  sister's  discomhture. 
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But  what  is  this  ?  Who  comes  here  ?  Why  I 
does  Sir  INIiles  return  to  the  drawing-room,  I 
and  why  does  Tom  Claypool,  who  strides  after  ' 
the  Baronet,  wear  a  countenance  so  disturbed? 

"Here's  a  pretty  business,  my  Lady  War- 
rington!" cries  Sir  Miles.  "Here's  a  wonder- 

ful wonder  of  wonders,  girls  !" 
"For  goodness'  sake,  gentlemen,  what  is  your 

intelligence?"  asks  the  virtuous  matron.  • 
"The  whole  town's  talking  about  it,  my  lady !" 

says  Tom  Claypool,  puffing  for  breath. 
"Tom  has  seen  him,"  continued  Sir  Miles. 
"Seen  both  of  them,  my  Lady  Warrington. 

They  were  at  Ranelagh  last  night,  with  a  reg- 
ular mob  after  'em.  And  so  like,  that  but  for 

tlieir  difterent  ribbons  you  would  hardly  have 
told  one  from  the  other.  One  was  in  blue,  the 
other  in  brown;  but  I'm  certain  he  has  worn 
both  tlie  suits  here." 

"What  suits?" 
"What  one — what  other?"  call  the  girls. 
"Why,  your  Fortunate  Youth,  to  be  sure." 
"Our  precious  Virginian,  and  heir  to  the 

principality  !"  says  Sir  Miles. 
"Is  my  nephew,  then,  released  from  his  in- 

carceration?" asks  her  ladyship.  "And  is  he 
again  plunged  in  the  vortex  of  dissip  .... 

"Confound  him!"  roars  out  the  Baronet, 
with  an  expression  which  I  fear  was  even  stron- 

ger. "What  should  you  think,  my  Lady  War- 
rington, if  this  precious  nephew  of  mine  should 

turn  out  to  be  an  impostor  ;  by  George  I  no  bet- 
ter than  an  adventurer  ?" 
An  inward  monitor  whispered  me  as  much !" 

cried  the  lady ;  "  but  I  dashed  from  me  the  un- 
worthy suspicion.  Speak,  Sir  Miles,  we  burn 

with  impatience  to  listen  to  your  intelligence  !" 
"I'll  speak,  my  love,  when  you've  done," 

says  Sir  Miles.  "Well,  what  do  you  think  of 
my  gentleman,  who  comes  into  my  house,  dines 
at  my  table,  is  treated  as  one  of  this  family, 

kisses  my — " 
"What?"  asks  Tom  Claypool,  firing  as  red as  his  waistcoat. 

" — Hem!  Kisses  my  wife's  hand,  and  is 
treated  in  the  fondest  manner,  by  George ! 
What  do  you  think  of  this  fellow,  who  talks  of 
his  property  and  his  principality,  by  Jupiter ! — 
turning  out  to  be  a  beggarly  second  son  !  A 

beggar,  my  Lady  AVarrington,  by — " 
"  Sir  Miles  Warrington,  no  violence  of  lan- 

guage before  these  dear  ones !  I  sink  to  the 
earth,  confounded  by  this  unutterable  hypocrisy. 
And  did  I  intrust  thee  to  a  pretender,  my  blessed 
l)oy?  Did  I  leave  thee  with  an  impostor,  my 
innocent  one?"  the  matron  cries,  fondling  her son. 

"Who's  an  impostor,  my  lady?"  asks  the child. 

"That  confounded  young  scamp  of  a  Harry 
Warrington!"  bawls  out  papa;  on  which  the 
little  Miles,  after  wearing  a  puzzled  look  for  a 
moment,  and  yielding  to  I  know  not  what  hid- 

den emotion,  bursts  out  crying. 
His  admirable  mother  proposes  to  clutch  him 

to  her  heart,  but  he  rejects  the  pure  caress. 

I  bawling  only  the  louder,  and  kicking  frantically 
j  about  the  maternal  gremium,  as  the  butler  an- 
j  nounces  "Mr.  George  Warrington,  Mr.  Henry 
Warrington !"  Miles  is  drojjped  from  his  mo- 

ther's lap.  Sir  Miles's  face  emulates  Mr.  Clay- 
pool's  waistcoat.  The  three  ladies  rise  up,  and 
make  three  most  frigid  courtesies,  as  our  two 
young  men  enter  the  room. 

Little  Miles  runs  toward  them.  He  holds 

out  a  little  hand.  "Oh,  Harry!  No  !  which 
is  Harry?  You're  my  Harry,"  and  he  chooses 
rightly  this  time.  "  Oh,  you  dear  Harry !  I'm 
so  glad  you  are  come !  and  they've  been  abus- 

ing you  so !" "I  am  come  to  pay  my  duty  to  my  uncle," 
says  the  dark-haired  Mr.  Warrington;  "and 
to  thank  him  for  his  hospitalities  to  my  brother 

Henry." ' '  What,  nephew  George  ?  My  brother's  face 
and  eyes !  Bo}  s  both,  I  am  delighted  to  see 
you!"  cries  their  uncle,  grasping  affectionately 
a  hand  of  each,  as  his  honest  face  radiates  with 

pleasure. 
"This  indeed  hath  been  a  most  mysterious 

and  a  most  providential  resuscitation,"  says 
Lady  Warrington.  "Only  I  wonder  that  my 
nephew  Henry  concealed  the  circumstance  un- 

til now,"  she  adds,  with  a  sidelong  glance  at 
both  young  gentlemen. 

"  He  knew  it  no  more  than  your  ladyship,'" 
says  Mr.  Warrington.  The  young  ladies  looked 
at  each  other  with  downcast  eyes. 

' '  Indeed,  Sir !  a  most  singular  circumstance," 
says  mamma,  with  another  courtesy.  "We 
had  heard  of  it,  Sir;  and  Mr.  Claypool,  our 
county  neighbor,  had  just  brought  us  the  intel- 

ligence, and  it  even  now  formed  the  subject  of 

my  conversation  with  my  daughters." 
"Yes,"  cries  out  a  little  voice,  "and  do  you 

know,  Harry,  father  and  mother  said  you  was  a 

— a  imp — " "  Silence,  my  child!  Screwby,  convey  Mas- 
ter Warrington  to  his  own  apartment !  These, 

Mr.  Warrington — or,  I  suppose  I  should  say 
nephew  George  —  are  your  cousins."  Two courtesies — two  cheeses  are  made — two  hands 
are  held  out.  Mr.  Esmond  Warrington  makes 
a  jjrofound  low  bow,  which  embraces  (and  it  is 
the  only  embrace  which  the  gentleman  offers) 
all  three  ladies.  He  lays  his  hat  to  his  heart. 
He  says,  "It  is  my  duty,  madam,  to  pay  my 
respects  to  my  uncle  and  cousins,  and  to  thank 
your  ladyship  for  such  hospitality  as  you  have 
been  enabled  to  show  to  my  brother." 

"It  was  not  much,  nephew,  but  it  was  our 
best.  Ods  bobs!"  cries  the  hearty  Sir  Miles, 
"it  was  our  best!" 

"And  I  appreciate  it,  Sir,"  says  Mr.  War- 
rington, looking  gravely  round  at  the  family. 

"  Give  us  thy  hand.  Not  a  word  more,"  says 
Sir  Miles.  "\Vhat?  do  you  think  I'm  a  can- 

nibal, and  won't  extend  the  hand  of  hospitality 
to  my  dear  brother's  son  ?  What  say  you,  lads  ? 
Will  you  eat  our  mutton  at  three  ?  This  is  ray 
neighbor,  Tom  Claypool,  son  to  Sir  Thomas 
Claypool,  Baronet,  and  my  very  good  friend. 
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Hey,  Tom  !  Thou  wilt  be  of  the  party,  Tom  ? 
i'liou  knowcst  our  brew,  hey,  my  boy  V" 

"■Yes,  I  know  it.  Sir  Miles,"  roj)!ics  Tom, 
with  no  peeuliar  exjtression  of  rapture  ou  his 
face. 

"And  thou  shalt  taste  it,  my  boy,  thou  shalt 
taste  it!  What  is  there  for  dinner,  my  J^ady 
Warrington  ?  Our  food  is  })lain,  but  plenty, 
lads — plain,  but  ]denty!" 

"We  can  not  partake  of  it  to-day,  Sir.  We 
dine  with  a  friend  who  occupies  my  Lord  Wroth- 
am"s  house,  your  neighbor.  Colonel  Lambert 
—  Miijor-General  Lambert  he  has  just  been 
made." 

"With  two  daughters,  I  think— countrified- 
looking  girls — arc  they  not?"  asks  Flora. 

"I  think  I  have  remarked  two  little  rather 
dowdy  things,"  says  Dora. 

"They  are  as  good  girls  as  any  in  England  !" 
breaks  out  Harry,  to  whom  no  oaic  had  thought 
of  saying  a  single  word.  His  reign  was  over, 
you  see.  He  was  nobody.  What  wonder,  then, 
that  he  should  not  be  visible  ? 

"Oh,  indeed,  cousin!''  says  Dora,  with  a 
glance  at  the  young  man,  who  sate  wil'li  burn- 

ing cheeks,  chafing  at  the  humiliation  put  upon 
him,  but  not  knowing  how  or  whether  he  should 
notice  it.  "Oh,  indeed,  cousin !  You  are  very 
charitable — or  very  lucky,  I'm  sure  !  Y^'ou  see 
angels  where  we  only  see  ordinary  little  per- 

sons. I'm  sure  I  could  not  imagine  who  were 
those  odd-looking  people  in  Lord  Wroth am's 
coach,  with  his  handsome  liveries.  But  if  they 

were  three  angels^  I  have  nothing  to  say." 
"  My  brother  is  an  enthusiast,"  interposes 

George.  "He  is  often  mistaken  about  wo- 
iircn." 

"Oh,  really!*'  says  Dora,  looking  a  little uneasy. 
"I  fear  my  nephew  Henry  has  indeed  met 

witli  some  unfavorable  specimens  of  our  sex," 
the  matron  remarks,  with  a  groan. 

"We  ar6  so  easily  taken  in,  madam — v/e  are 
Imth  very  young  yet — we  fehall  grow  older  and 
learn  better." 

"  Most  sincerely,  nephew  George,  I  trust  you 
Tuay.  Y^ou  have  my  best  wishes,  my  prayers, 
for  your  brother's  welfare  and  your  own.  No 
efforts  of  ours  have  been  wanting.  At  a  painful 
moment,  to  which  I  will  not  further  allude — " 

"And  when  my  uncle  Sir  Miles  was  out  of 
town,"  says  George,  looking  toward  the  bar- 

onet, who  smiles  at  him  with  affectionate  ap- 
proval. 

"  — I  sent  your  brother  a  work  which  I  thought 
might  comfort  him,  and  I  know  might  improve 
him.  Nay,  do  not  thank  me  ;  I  claim  no  cred- 

it. ;  I  did  but  my  duty — a  humble  woman's  duty 
— for  what  are  this  world's  goods,  nephew,  com- 

pared to  the  welfare  of  a  soul  ?  If  1  did  good, 
I  am  tliankful ;  if  I  was  useful,  I  rejoice.  If, 
through  my  means,  you  have  been  brought,  Har- 

ry, to  consider — " 
"Oh!  the  sermon,  is  it?"  brenks  in  down- I 

right  Harry.    "I  hadn't  time  to  read  a  single  | 

syllable  of  it,  aunt — ihunk  you.  You  bee  I 
don't  care  much  about  that  kind  of  thing — but 
thank  you  all  the  same." 

"The  intention  is  every  tiling,"  says  Mr. 
Warrington,  "and  we  arc  both  grateful.  Our 
dear  friend,  General  Lambert,  intended  to  give 
bail  for  Harry  ;  but,  happily,  I  had  funds  of  Har- 

ry's with  me  to  meet  any  demands  uj)on  us. 
But  the  kindness  is  the  same,  and  I  am  grate- 

ful to  the  frieiKl  who  hastened  to  my  brother  s 
rescue  when  he  had  most  need  of  aid,  and  when 
his  own  relations  happened — so  unfortunate^ 
— to  be  out  of  town." 

"Any  thing  I  could  do,  my  dear  boy,  I'm 
sure — my  brother's  son— my  own  ncj>hcw — ods 
bobs  !  you  know — that  is,  any  thing  — any  thiny, 
you  know!"  cries  Sir  Miles,  bringing  his  own 
hand  into  George's  with  a  generous  smack. 
"You  caiit  stay  and  dine  with  us?  Put  olf 
the  Colonel — the  General — do,  now  !  Or  name 
a  day.  My  Lady  Warrington,  make  my  nephew 
name  a  day  when  he  will  sit  under  his  grand- 

father's ]>icture  and  drink  some  of  his  wine  1" 
"His  intellectual  faculties  seem  more  devel- 

oped than  those  of  his  unlucky  younger  brother,'' 
renuirked  my  lady,  when  the  youn^jj  gentlemen 
had  taken  their  leave.  "The  younger  must  be 
reckless  and  extravagant  about  money  indeed, 
for  did  you  remark.  Sir  Miles,  the  loss  of  his 
reversion  in  Virginia — the  amount  of  which  has, 
no  doubt,  b'5en  grossly  exaggerated,  but,  never- 

theless, must  be  something  considerable — did 
you,  I  say,  remark  that  the  ruin  of  Harry's  pros- 

pects scarcely  seemed  to  affect  him  ?" 
"I  shouldn't  be  at  all  surprised  that  the  ci- 

der turns  out  to  be  as  poor  as  the  young  one," 
says  Dora,  tossing  her  head. 

"He!  he!  Did  you  see  that  cousin  George 
had  one  of  cousin  Harry's  suits  of  clothes  ou 
— the  brown  and  gold — that  one  he  wore  wheii 
he  w^ent  with  yott  to  the  oratorio,  Flora  ?" 

"Did  he  take  Flora  to  an  oratorio?"  asks 
Mr.  Claypool,  fiercely. 

"I  was  ill  and  couldn't  go,  and  my  cousin 
went  with  her,"  says  Dora. 

"Far  be  it  from  rne  to  object  to  any  innocent 

amusement,  much  less  to  the  music  of  'Mr- 
Handel,  dear  Mr.  Claypool,"  says  mamma. 
"Music  refines  the  soul,  elevates  the  under- 

standing, is  heard  in  our  churches,  and  'tis 
well  known  was  practiced  by  King  David.  Y''our operas  I  shun  as  deleterious;  your  ballets  I 
would  forbid  to  my  children  as  most  immoral ; 
but  music,  my  dears  !  May  we  enjoy  it,  like 

every  thing  else  in  reason — may  Ave — " 
"There's  the  music  of  the  dinnox-bell," 

says  papa,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  Come,  girls. 
Screwby,  go  and  fetch  Master  Miley.  Tom, 
take  down  my  lady." 

"  Nay,  dear  Thomas,  I  walk  but  slowly.  Go 
you  with  dearest  Flora  down  stairs,"  says  Vir- tue. 

But  Dora  took  care  to  make  the  -evening 
I  pleasant  by  talking  of  Handel  and  oratorios 
1  constantly  during  dinner. 
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Cn^U^TER  LI. 

CONTICUERE  03INES. 

Across  the  way,  if  the  gracious  reader  will 
please  to  step  over  with  us,  ho  will  find  our 

young  gentlemen  at  Lord  Wroth am's  house, 
wliich  his  lordship  has  lent  to  his  friend  the 
General,  and  that  little  family  i)arty  assemhled, 
with  which  we  made  acquaintance  at  Oakhurst 
and  Tunbridgo  Wells.  James  AVolfe  has  prom- 

ised to  come  to  dinner ;  but  James  is  dancing 
attendance  upon  Miss  Lowther,  and  would  rath- 

er have  a  glance  from  her  eyes  than  the  finest 
kickshaws  dressed  by  Lord  Wrotham's  cook,  or 
the  dessert  which  is  promised  for  the  entertain- 

ment at  which  you  are  just  going  to  sit  down. 
You  will  make  the  sixth.  You  may  take  Mr. 

Wolfe's  place.  You  may  be  sure  he  won't  come. 
As  for  me,  I  will  stand  at  the  sideboard  and  re- 

port the  conversation. 
Note  first,  how  happy  the  women  look !  AVhen 

Harry  Warrington  Avas  taken  by  those  bailiffs 
I  had  intended  to  tell  you  how  the  good  Mrs, 
Lambert,  hearing  of  the  boy's  mishap,  had 
flown  to  her  hasband,  and  had  begged,  im- 

plored, insisted,  that  her  Martin  should  help 
iiim.  "Never  mind  his  rebeldom  of  the  other 
day  ;  never  mind  about  his  being  angry  that  his 
presents  were  returned  —  of  course  any  body 
would  be  angry,  much  more  such  a  high-s]nr- 
itcd  lad  as  Harry!  Never  mind  about  our  be- 

ing so  poor,  and  wanting  all  our  spare  money 
for  the  boys  at  college  ;  there  viust  be  some  way 
of  getting  him.  out  of  the  scrape.  Did  you  not 
get  Charles  Watkins  out  of  the  scrape  two  years 
ago ;  and  did  he  not  pay  you  back  every  half- 

penny? Yes;  and  you  made  a  Avhole  family 
happy,  blessed  be  God  !  and  Mrs.  Watkins  prays 
for  you  and  blesses  you  to  this  very  day,  and  I 
think  every  thing  has  prospered  with  us  since. 
And  I  have  no  doubt  it  has  made  you  a  major- 
gcn^al — no  carthlij  doubt,"  says  the  fond  wife. 

Now,  as  Martin  Lambert  requires  very  little 
persuasion  to  do  a  kind  action,  he  in  this  in- 

stance lets  himself  be  persuaded  easily  enough, 
and  having  made  up  his  mind  to  seek  for  friend 
James  Wolfe,  and  give  bail  for  Harry,  he  takes 
his  leave  and  his  hat,  and  squeezes  Theo's  hand, 
who  seems  to  divine  his  errand  (or  perhaps  that 
silly  mamma  has  blabbed  it),  and  kisses  little 
Hetty's  flushed  cheek,  and  away  he  goes  out  of 
the  apartment  where  the  girls  and  their  mother 
are  sitting,  tliough  he  is  followed  out  of  the 
room  by  the  latter. 

When  she  is  alone  with  him,  that  enthusias- 
tic matron  can  not  control  her  feelings  any 

longer.  She  flings  her  arms  round  her  hus- 
band's neck,  kisses  iiim  a  hundred  and  twenty- 

five  times  in  an  instant — calls  God  to  bless  him 
— cries  plentifully  on  his  shoulder;  and  in  this 
sentimental  attitude  is  discovered  by  old  Mrs. 

Quiggett,  my  lord's  housekeeper,  who  is  bust- ling about  the  house,  and,  I  suppose,  is  quite 
astounded  at  the  conjugal  phenomenon. 

"We  have  had  a  tifl",  and  we  are  making  it 
up  !  Don't  tell  tales  out  of  school,  Mrs.  Quig- 

gett!" says  the  gentleman,  walking  oft". 
"Well,  I  never!"  says  Mrs.  Quiggett,  with  a 

shrill,  strident  laugh,  like  a  venerable  old  cocka- 
too— which  white,  hooked-nosed,  long-lived  bird 

Mrs.  Quiggett  strongly  resembles.  "Well,  I 
never  !"  says  Mrs.  Quiggett,  laughing  and  shak- 

ing her  old  sides  till  all  her  keys,  and,  as  one 
may  fancy,  her  old  ribs  clatter  and  jint^lc. 

"Oh,  Quiggett!"  sobs  out  Mrs.  Lambert, 
"what  a  man  that  is  !" 

"  You've  been  a  quarreling,  have  you,  mum. 
and  making  it  up  ?    That's  right." 

"  Quarrel  with  hhn  ?  He  never  told  a  great- 
er story.  My  General  is  an  angel,  Quiggett. 

I  should  like  to  worship  him.  I  should  like  to 
fall  down  at  his  boots  and  kiss  'em,  I  should  I 
There  never  was  a  man  so  good  as  my  General. 
What  have  I  done  to  have  such  a  man  ?  How 

dare  I  have  such  a  good  husband  ?" 
^  "My  dear,  I  think  there's  a  pair  of  you," 

s^ys  the  old  cockatoo  ;  ' '  and  Avhat  would  you 
like  for  your  supper?" 

When  Lambert  comes  back  very  late  to  that 
meal,  and  tells  what  has  happened,  how  Harry 
is  free,  and  how  his  brother  has  come  to  life 
and  rescued  him,  you  may  fancy  what  a  com- 

motion the  whole  of  those  people  are  in !  If 
Mrs.  Lambert's  General  was  an  angel  before, 
what  is  he  now !  If  she  wanted  to  embrace 
his  boots  in  the  morning,  pray  what  further  of- 

fice of  wallowing  degradation  would  she  prefer 
in  the  evening  ?  Little  Hetty  comes  and  nes- 

tles up  to  her  father  quite  silent,  and  drinks  a 

little  drop  out  of  his  glass.  Theo's  and  mam- 
ma's fiices  beam  with  happiness,  like  two  moons 

of  brightness  After  supper,  those  four  at 
I  a  certain  signal  fall  down  on  their  knees — glad 

I  homage  paying  in  awful  mirth — rejoicing,  and 
j  with  sttch  pure  joy  as  angels  do,  we  read,  for 
'  the  sinner  that  repents.  There  comes  a  great 
:  knocking  at  the  door  while  they  are  so  gathered 
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together.  Who  can  be  there  ?  My  Lord  is  in 
the  country  miles  off.  It  is  ])ast  niidn%ht  now  ; 
so  late  have  they  been,  so  long  have  they  been 
talking  !  1  think  ]\Irs.  Lambert  guesses  who  is 
there. 

"This  is  George,"  says  a  young  gentleman, 
leading  in  another.  "We  have  been  to  aunt 
Bernstein.  We  couldn't  go  to  bed,  aunt  Lam- 

bert, without  coming  to  thank  you  too.  You 
dear,  dear,  good—"  There  is  no  more  speech 
audible.  Aunt  Lambert  is  kissing  Harry,  Theo 
has  snatclied  up  Jlctty,  who  is  as  pale  as  death, 
and  is  hugging  her  into  life  again.  George 
Warrington  stands  with  his  hat  off,  and  then 
(when  Harry's  transaction  is  concluded)  goes 
up  and  kisses  Mrs.  Lambert's  hand;  the  Gen- 

eral passes  his  across  his  eyes.  I  protest  they 
are  all  in  a  very  tender  and  happy  state.  Gen- 

erous hearts  sometimes  feel  it,  when  Wrong  is 
forgiven,  when  Peace  is  restored,  when  Love  re- 

turns that  had  been  thought  lost. 
' '  We  came  from  aunt  Bernstein's  ;  we  saw 

lights  here,  you  see,  we  couldn't  go  to  sleep 
without  saying  good-night  to  you  all,"  says  Har- 

ry.    "  Could  we,  George  ?" 
"'Tis  certainly  a  famous  nightcap  you  have 

brouglit  us,  boys,"  says  the  General.  "When 
are  you.  to  come  and  dine  with  us  ?  To-mor- 

row?" No,  they  must  go  to  Madame  Bern- 
stein's to-morrow.  The  next  day,  then?  Yes, 

they  would  come  the  next  day — and  that  is  the 
very  day  we  are  vv'riting  about :  and  this  is  the 
very  dinner  at  which,  in  the  room  of  Lieuten- 

ant-Colonel James  Wolfe,  absent  on  private  af- 
fairs, my  gracious  reader  has  just  been  invited 

to  sit  down. 
To  sit  down,  and  why,  if  you  pl^iase  ?  Not  to 

fi  mere  Barmecide  dinner — no,  no — but  to  hear 
Mr.  George  Esmond  Warrington's  State- 

ment, which,  of  course,  he  is  going  to  make. 
Here  they  all  sit — not  in  my  Lord's  grand  din- 

ing-room, you  know,  but  in  the  snug  study  or 
parlor  in  front.  The  cloth  has  been  withdrawn, 
the  General  has  given  the  King's  health,  the 
servants  have  left  the  room,  the  guests  sit  con- 
ticent^,  and  so,  after  a  little  hemming  and  blush- 

ing, Mr.  George  proceeds  : 
"I  remember,  at  the  table  of  our  General, 

how  the  little  Philadelphia  agent,  whose  wit  and 
shrewdness  we  had  remarked  at  home,  made 
the  very  objections  to  the  conduct  of  the  cam- 

paign of  which  its  disastrous  issue  showed  the 
justice.  '  Of  course,'  says  he,  'your  Excellen- 

cy's troops  once  before  Fort  Duquesne,  such  a 
weak  little  place  will  never  be  able  to  resist, 
such  a  general,  such  an  army,  such  artillery,  as 
will  there  be  found  attacking  it.  But  do  you 
calculate,  Sir,  on  the  difficulty  of  reaching  the 
place  ?  Your  Excellency's  march  will  be  through 
woods  almost  untrodden,  over  roads  which  you 
will  have  to  make  yourself,  and  your  line  will 
be  some  four  miles  long.  This  slender  line, 
having  to  make  its  way  through  the  forest,  will 
be  subject  to  endless  attacks  in  front,  in  rear, 
in  flank,  by  enemies  whom  you  will  never  see, 
and  whose  constant  practice  in  war  is  the  dex- 

terous laying  of  ambuscades.' — '  Pshaw,  Sir  I' 
says  the  General,  '  the  savages  may  frighten 
your  raw  American  militia'  (Thank  your  Excel- 

lency for  the  compliment,  Mr.  Washington  seems 
to  say,  who  is  sitting  at  the  tal)le),  'but  the  In- 

dians will  never  make  any  imprci'sion  on  his 
Majesty's  regular  troops.' — '  I  heartily  hojie  not. 
Sir,' says  Mr.  Franklin,  with  a  sigh;  and  of 
course  the  gentlemen  of  the  General's  family 
sneered  at  the  postmaster,  as  at  a  pert  civilian 
who  had  no  call  to  be  giving  his  opinion  on  mat- 

ters entirely  beyond  his  comprehension. 
"We  despised  the  Indians  on  our  own  side, 

and  our  commander  made  light  of  them  and 
their  service.  Our  officers  disgusted  the  chiefs 
who  were  with  us  by  outrageous  behavior  to 
their  w^omen.  There  were  not  above  seven  or 
eight  who  remained  with  our  force.  Had  we 
had  a  couple  of  hundred  in  our  front  on  that  fa- 

tal 9th  of  July,  the  event  of  the  day  must  have 
been  very  different.  They  would  have  flung 
off  the  attack  of  the  French  Indians ;  they 
would  have  ]nevented  the  surprise  and  panic 
which  ensued.  'Tis  known  now  that  the  French 
had  even  got  ready  to  give  up  their  fort,  never 
dreaming  of  the  })0ssibility  of  a  defense,  and 
that  the  French  Indians  themselves  remonstrat- 

ed against  the  audacity  of  attacking  such  an 
overwhelming  force  as  ours. 

"  I  was  with  our  General  with  the  main  body 
of  the  troops  when  the  firing  began  in  front  of 
us,  and  one  aid-dc-camp  after  another  was 
sent  forward.  At  first  the  enemy's  attack  was 
answered  briskly  by  our  own  advanced  people, 
and  our  men  huzzaed  and  cheered  wuth  good 
heart.  But  very  soon  our  fire  grew  slacker, 
while  from  behind  every  tree  and  bush  round 
about  us  came  single  shots,  which  laid  man 
after  man  low.  We  were  marching  in  orderly 
line,  the  skirmishers  in  front,  the  colors  and  two 
of  our  small  guns  in  the  centre,  the  baggage  well 
guarded  bringing  up  the  rear,  and  were  moving 
over  a  ground  which  was  open  and  clear  for  a 
mile  or  two,  and  for  some  half  mile  in  breadth 
a  thick  tangled  covert  of  brushwood  and  trees 
on  either  side  of  us.  After  the  firing  had  con- 

tinued for  some  brief  time  in  front,  it  opened 
from  both  sides  of  the  environing  wood  on  our 
advancing  column.  The  men  dropped  rajjidly, 
the  officers  in  greater  number  than  the  men. 
At  first,  as  I  said,  these  cheered  and  answered 
the  enemy's  fire,  our  guns  even  opening  on  the 
wood,  and  seeming  to  silence  the  French  in 
ambuscade  there.  But  the  hidden  rifle-firing 
began  again.  Our  men  halted,  huddled  up  to- 

gether, in  spite  of  the  shouts  and  ordeis  of  the 
General  and  officers  to  advance,  and  fired  wild- 

ly into  the  brushwood — of  course  making  no 
impression.  Those  in  advance  came  running 
back  on  the  main  body  frightened  and  many  of 
them  wounded.  They  reported  there  were  five 
thousand  Frenchmen  and  a  legion  of  yelling 
Indian  devils  in  front,  who  were  scalping  our 
people  as  they  fell.  We  could  hear  their  cries 
from  the  wood  around  as  our  men  dropped  un- 

der their  rifles.    There  was  no  inducing  the 
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people  to  go  forward  now.  One  aid-de-camp 
after  another  was  sent  forward,  and  never  re- 

turned. At  last  it  came  to  be  my  turn,  and  I 
was  sent  with  a  message  to  Captain  Eraser  of 
Halkett's  in  front,  which  he  was  never  to  receive 
nor  I  to  deliver. 

"I  had  not  gone  thirty  yards  in  advance 
when  a  rilic-ball  struck  my  leg,  and  I  fell 
straightway  to  the  ground.  I  recollect  a  rush 
f  )r\vard  of  Indians  and  Erenchmen  after  that, 
the  former  crying  their  fiendish  war-cries,  the 
latter  as  fierce  as  their  savage  allies.  I  was 
amazed  and  mortified  to  see  how  few  of  the 
white-coats  there  were.  Not  above  a  score 
passed  me ;  indeed,  there  were  not  fifty  in  the 
accursed  action  in  which  two  of  the  bravest 
regiments  of  the  British  army  were  put  to  rout. 

"  One  of  them,  who  was  half-Indian,  half- 
Frenchman,  with  moccasins  and  a  white  uni- 

form coat  and  cockade,  seeing  me  prostrate  on 
the  ground,  turned  back  and  ran  toward  me,  his 
musket  clubbed  over  his  head  to  dash  my  brains 
out  and  plunder  me  as  I  lay.  I  had  my  little 
fusil  which  my  Harry  gave  me  when  I  went  on 
the  campaign  ;  it  had  fallen  by  me  and  within 
my  reach,  luckily ;  I  seized  it,  and  down  fell 
the  Frenchman  dead  at  six  yards  before  me.  I 
was  saved  for  that  time,  but  bleeding  from  my 
wound  and  very  faint.  I  swooned  almost  in 
trying  to  load  my  piece,  and  it  dropped  from 
my  hand,  and  the  hand  itself  sank  lifeless  to 
the  ground. 

"  I  was  scarcely  in  my  senses,  the  yells  and 
shots  ringing  dimly  in  my  ears,  when  I  saw  an 
Indian  before  me  busied  over  the  b  jdy  of  the 
Frenchman  I  had  just  shot,  but  glancing  to- 

ward me  as  I  lay  on  the  ground  bleeding.  He 
first  rifled  the  Frenchman,  tearing  open  his  coat 
and  feeling  in  his  pockets :  he  then  scalped  him, 
and,  with  his  bleeding  knife  in- his  mouth,  ad- 

vanced toward  me.  I  saw  him  coming  as 
through  a  film,  as  in  a  dream — I  was  powerless 
to  move  or  to  resist  him. 

He  put  his  knee  upon  my  chest :  with  one 
bloody  hand  he  seized  my  long  hair  and  lifted 
my  head  from  the  ground,  and  as  he  lifted  it 
he  enabled  mo  to  see  a  French  officer  rapidly 
advancing  behind  him. 

"  Good  God  !  It  was  young  Florae,  who 
was  my  second  in  the  duel  at  Quebec.  '  A  moi. 
Florae  V  I  cried  out.    '  Oest  Georges  !  aide  moi .'' 

"  He  started ;  ran  up  to  me  at  the  cry,  laid 
his  hand  on  the  Indian's  shoulder,  and  called 
liim  to  hold.  But  the  savage  did  not  understand 
French,  or  choose  to  understand  it.  He  clutched 
my  hair  firmer,  an  1  waving  his  dripping  knife 
round  it,  motioned  to  the  French  lad  to  leave 
him  to  his  prey.  I  could  only  cry  out  again 

-  and  piteously,  moi!' 
*'  '  Ah,  canaille,  tu  venx  da  sang  ?  Prends  V 

said  Florae,  with  a  curse ;  and  the  next  mo- 
ment, and  with  an  ugh  I  the  Indian  fell  over 

my  chest  dead,  with  Florae's  sword  through  his body. 

"  My  friend  looked  round  him.  '■Eh  says 
he,  *  la  belle  affaire  !    Where  art  thou  wound- 

ed, in  the  leg?'  He  bound  my  leg  tight  round 
with  his#sash.  '  The  others  will  kill  thee  if 
they  find  thee  here.  Ah,  tiens  /  Put  me  on 
this  coat,  and  this  hat  with  the  white  cockade. 
Call  out  in  French  if  any  of  our  pecf{)le  pass. 
They  will  take  thee  for  one  of  us.  Thou  art 
Brunet  of  the  Quebec  Volunteers.  God  guard 
thee,  Brunet !  I  must  go  forward.  'Tis  a  gen- 

eral debacle,  and  the  whole  of  your  red  coats 
are  on  the  run,  my  poor  boy.'  Ah,  what  a 
rout  it  was !  What  a  day  of  disgrace  for  En- 

gland ! "Florae's  rough  application  stopped  the 
bleeding  of  my  leg,  and  the  kind  creature  help- 

ed me  to  rest  against  a  tree,  and  to  load  my 
fusil,  which  he  placed  within  reach  of  me,  to 
protect  me  in  case  any  other  marauder  should 
have  a  mind  to  attack  me.  And  he  gave  me 
the  gourd  of  that  unlucky  French  soldier  who 
had  lost  his  own  life  in  the  deadly  game  which 
he  had  just  played  against  me,  and  the  drink 
the  gourd  contained  served  greatly  to  refresh 
and  invigorate  me.  Taking  a  mark  of  the  tree 
against  which  I  lay,  and  noting  the  various 
bearings  of  the  country,  so  as  to  be  able  again 
to  find  me,  the  young  lad  hastened  on  to  the 
front.  '  Thou  seest  how  much  I  love  thee, 
George,'  he  said,  *  that  I  stay  behind  in  a  mo- 

ment like  this.'  I  forget  whether  I  told  thee, 
Harry,  that  Florae  was  under  some  obligation 
to  me.  I  had  won  money  of  him  at  cards,  at 
Q  iebec — only  playing  at  his  repeated  entreaty 
— and  there  was  a  diffii'ulty  about  paying,  and 
I  remitted  his  del)t  to  me,  and  lighted  my  pipe 
with  his  note  of  hand.  You  see.  Sir,  that  you 

are  not  the  only  gambler  in  t'le  family. 
"At  evening,  when  the  dismal  pursuit  was 

over,  the  faithful  fellow  came  back  to  me,  Avith 
a  couple  of  Indians,  who  had  each  reeking 
scalps  at  their  belts,  and  whom  he  informed 
that  I  was  a  Frenchman,  his  brother,  who  had 
been  Avounded  early  in  the  day,  and  must  be 
carried  back  to  the  fort.  They  laid  me  in  one 
of  their  blankets,  and  carried  me,  groaning, 
with  the  trusty  Florae  by  my  side.  Had  he  left 
me  they  would  assuredly  have  laid  me  down, 
plundered  me,  and  added  my  hair  to  that  of  the 
Avretches  whose  bleeding  spoils  hung  at  their  gir- 

dles. He  promised  them  brandy  at  the  fort  if 
they  brought  me  safely  there.  I  have  but  a 
dim  recollection  of  the  journey  :  the  anguish 
of  my  wound  was  extreme  :  I  fainted  more  than 
once.  We  came  to  the  end  of  our  march  at 
last.  I  was  taken  into  the  fort,  and  carried  to 

the  officer's  log-house,  and  laid  upon  Florae's own  bed. 

"  Happy  for  me  was  my  insensibility.  I  had 
been  brought  into  the  fort  as  a  Avounded  French 
soldier  of  the  garrison.  I  heard  afterward  that 
during  my  delirium  the  few  i)risoners  Avho  had 
been  made  on  the  day  of  our  disaster  had  been 
brought  under  the  Avails  of  Duquesne  by  their 
savage  captors,  and  there  horribly  burned,  tor- 
"turec^,  and  butchered  by  the  Indians,  under  the 
eyes  of  the  garrison." As  George  speaks  one  may  fancy  a  thrill  of 
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horror  running  through  his  symjjathi/.ing  luidi- 
once.  Thco  takes  Hetty's  hiiiul  and  looks  at 
(ieorgo  in  a  very  iihirnicd  manner.  Harry 
strikes  his  fist  upon  tiie  tabic,  and  cries,  "The 
bloody,  murderous,  rcd-skinncd  villains  !  There 
will  ucvor  be  i)cace  lor  us  until  they  are  all  hunt- 

ed down  !"' 
"  They  were  offering  a  hundred  and  thirty 

dollars  apiece  for  Indian  scalps  in  rcnnsylvania, 
when  1  left  home,"  says  George,  demurely; 
"  and  fifty  for  women." 

"  Fifty  for  women,  my  love!  Do  you  hear 
that,  iNIrs.  Lambert?"  cries  the  Colonel,  lifting 
up  his  wife's  hair. 

"The  murderous  villains !"  says  Harry,  aijain. 
"Hunt  'em  down,  Sir!    Hunt  'em  down  !" 

"I  know  not  how  long  I  lay  in  my  fever," 
George  resumed.  "When  I  awoke  to  my 
senses  my  dear  Florae  was  gone.  He  and  his 
company  had  been  dispatched  on  an  enteri)rise 
against  an  Fnglish  fort  on  the  Pennsylvanian 
territory,  which  the  French  claimed,  too.  In 
Duquesnc,  when  I  came  to  be  able  to  ask  and 
imderstand  what  was  said  to  me,  there  were  not 
above  thirty  Europeans  left.  The  place  might 
have  been  taken  over  and  over  again,  had  any 

i  of  our  peo{)le  had  the  courage  to  return  after 
their  disaster. 

''My  old  enemy  the  ague-fever  set  in  again 
upon  me  as  I  lay  here  by  the  river-side.  'Tis a  wonder  how  I  ever  survived.  But  for  the 
goodness  of  a  half-breed  woman  in  the  fort, 
who  took  pity  on  me,  and  tended  me,  I  never 
should  haVe  recovered,  and  my  poor  Harry 
would  be  what  he  fancied  himself  yesterday, 
our  grandfiither's  heir,  our  mother's  only  son. 

"  I  remembered  how,  when  Florae  laid  me 
in  his  bed,  he  put  under  my  pillow  my  money, 
my  watch,  and  a  trinket  or  two  which  I  had. 
When  I  woke  to  myself  these  were  all  gone ; 
and  a  surly  old  sergeant,  the  only  officer  left  in 
the  quarter,  told  me,  with  a  curse,  that  I  was 
lucky  enough  to  he  left  with  my.life  at  all;  that 
it  was  only  my  white  cockade  and  coat  had 
saved  me  from  the  fate  which  the  other  canaille 
of  Roshifs  had  deservedly  met  with. 

"  At  the  time  of  my  recovery  the  fort  was  al- 
most emptied  of  the  garrison.  The  Indians 

Iiad  retired  enriched  with  British  plunder,  and 
the  chief  part  of  the  French  regulars  were  gone 
upon  expeditions  northward.  My  good  Florae 
had  left  me  upon  his  service,  consigning  me  to 
the  care  of  an  invalided  sergeant.  Monsieur 
de  Contrecoour  had  accom})anied  one  of  these 
expeditions,  leaving  an  old  Lieutenant,  Museau 
by  name,  in  command  at  Duquesnc. 

"This  man  had  long  been  out  of  France, 
and  serving  in  the  colonies.  His  character, 
doubtless,  had  been  indifferent  at  home ;  and 
he  knew  that  according  to  the  system  pursued 
in  France,  where  almost  all  promotion  is  given 
to  the  noblesse,  he  never  would  advance  in  rank. 
And  he  had  made  free  with  my  guineas,  I  sup- 
]i0se,  as  he  had  with  my  watch,  for  I  saw  it 
one  day  on  his  chest  when  I  was  sitting  wdth 
him  in  his  quarter. 

"Monsieur  Muscau  and  I  managed  to  be 
pretty  gi,'od  friends.  If  I  could  1)C  exchanged, 
or  sent  home,  I  told  him  that  my  mother  would 
jiay  liberally  for  my  ransom  ;  and  I  sujjposo 
this  idea  excited  the  cupidity  of  the  Comman- 

dant, for  a  trajiper  coming  in  the  winter,  while  I 
still  lay  very  ill  with  fever,  Museau  consented 
that  I  should  write  home  to  my  mother,  but 
that  the  letter  should  be  in  Frcneh,  that  he 
should  see  it,  and  that  I  should  say  I  was  in  the 
hands  of  the  Indians,  and  should  not  be  ran- 

somed under  ten  thousand  livrcs. 

"In  vain  I  said  I  was  a  jirisoncr  to  the  troop'^ 
of  His  Most  Christian  IMajcsty,  that  I  expected 
the  treatment  of  a  gentleman  and  an  officer. 
Museau  swore  that  letter  should  go,  and  n^) 
other :  that  if  I  hesitated,  he  would  fling  me  out 
of  the  fort,  or  hand  mc  over  to  the  tender  mer- 

cies of  his  ruffian  Indian  allies.  He  would  not 
let  the  trap)per  communicate  with  me  except  in 
his  presence.  I>ife  and  liberty  are  sweet.  I 
resisted  for  a  while,  hut  I  was  pulled  down  with 
weakness,  and  shuddering  with  fever ;  I  Avrote 
such  a  letter  as  the  rascal  consented  to  let  pass, 
and  the  trajiper  went  away  with  my  missive, 
which  he  promised,  in  three  weeks,  to  deliver 
to  my  mother  in  Virginia. 

"Three  weeks,  six,  twelve,  passed.  The 
messenger  never  returned.  The  winter  canu-, 
and  went,  and  all  our  little  jdantations  round 
the  fort,  where  the  French  soldiers  had  cleared 
corn-ground  and  ])]anted  gardens  and  peach 
and  apple  trees  down  to  the  jNIonongahela,  were 
in  full  blossom.  Heaven  knows  how  I  crept 

through  the  weary  time !  "When  I  was  pretty 
well,  I  made  drawings  of  the  soldiers  of  th<' 
garrison,  and  of  the  half-breed  and  her  child 
(Museau's  child),  and  of  Museau  himself,  Avhom, 
I  am  ashamed  to  say,  I  flattered  outrageously ; 
and  there  was  an  old  guitar  left  in  the  fort,  and 
I  sang  to  it,  and  played  on  it  some  French  airs 
which  I  knew,  and  ingratiated  myself  as  best  I 
could  with  my  jailers ;  and  so  the  weary  month  < 
passed,  but  the  messenger  never  returned. 

"  At  last  news  arrived  that  he  had  been  shot 
by  some  British  Indians  in  Maryland ;  so  there 
was  an  end  of  my  ho])e  of  ransom  for  some 
months  more.  This  made  jVIuseau  very  savage 
and  surly  toward  me  ;  the  more  so  as  his  ser- 

geant inflamed  his  rage  by  telling  him  that  the 
Indian  woman  was  partial  to  me — as  I  believe, 
poor  thing,  she  was.  I  was  always  gentle  with 
her,  and  grateful  to  her.  My  small  accom- 

plishments seemed  wonders  in  her  eyes  ;  I  was 
ill  and  unhappy,  too, ,  and  these  are  always 
claims  to  a  woman's  affection.  ^ 

"A  captive  ])ulled  down  by  malady,  a  fei"''  - cious  jailer,  and  a  young  woman  touched  by 
the  prisoner's  misfortunes  —  sure  you  expect 
that,  with  these  three  prime  characters  in  a 
piece,  some  pathetic  tragedy  is  going  to  be  en- 

acted? Yon,  Miss  Hetty,  are  about  to  guess 
that  the  Avonian  saved  mc?" 

"Why,  of  course  she  did  I"  cries  mamma. 
"What  else  is  she  good  for?"  says  ITcttv. 
"You,  Miss  Theo,  have  painted  her  already 
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as  a  dark  beauty — is  it  not  so  ?  A  sv,-ift  hunt- 

ress—  ?"  " 
"Diana  with  a  baby,"  says  the  Colonel. 
" — Who  scours  the  plain  with  her  nymphs, 

who  brings  down  the  game  wMth  her  unemng 
bow,  wlio  is  Queen  of  the  forest — and  I  see  by 
your  looks  that  you  think  I  am  madly  in  love 
with  her?" 

"Well,  I  suppose  she  is  an  interesting 

creature,  Mr.  George?"  says  Theo,  with  a blush. 

"  What  think  you  of  a  dark  beauty,  tlie  col- 
or of  new  mahogany?  with  long  straight  black 

hair,  which  was  usually  dressed  with  a  hair-oil 
or  pomade  by  no  means  pleasant  to  approach, 
with  little  eyes,  with  high  cheek-bones,  with  a 
flat  nose,  sometimes  ornamented  with  a  ring, 
with  rows  of  glass  beads  round  her  tawny  throat, 
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her  cliccks  and  forehead  griicefully  tattooed,  a 
great  hn-e  of  linery,  and  inordinate  passion  for 
— Oh  !  must  I  own  it  ?" 

"  For  coquetry.  I  know  yon  are  goin;;  to 
say  that!"  says  Miss  Hetty. 

"For  whisky,  my  dear  Miss  Hester  —  in 
whicli  appetite  my  jailer  partook  ;  so  that  I  have 
often  sate  In',  on  the  nights  when  I  was  in  favor 
with  INIonsicur  ^luseau,  and  seen  him  and  his 
poor  companion  hob-and-nohhing  together  until 
they  could  scarce  hold  the  noggin  out  of  which 
they  drank.  In  these  evening  entertainments 
they  would  sing,  they  would  dance,  they  would 
fondle,  they  would  quarrel,  and  knock  the  cans 
and  furniture  about;  and,  w'hen  I  was  in  favor, 
I  was  admitted  to  share  their  society,  for  Mu- 
S3au,  jealous  of  his  dignity,  or  not  willing  that 
his  men  should  witness  his  behavior,  would  al- 

low none  of  them  to  be  familiar  with  him. 

"While  the  result  of  the  trapper's  mission 
to  my  home  was  yet  uncertain,  and  IMuseau 
and  I  myself  expected  the  payment  of  my  ran- 

som, I  was  treated  kindly  enough,  allowed  to 
crawl  about  the  fort,  and  even  to  go  into  the 
adjoining  fields  and  gardens,  always  keeping 
my  parole,  and  duly  returning  before  gun-tire. 
And  I  exercised  a  piece  of  hypocrisy,  for  which, 
I  hope,  you  will  hold  mc  excused.  When  my 
leg  was  sound  (the  ball  came  out  in  the  win- 

ter, afcer  some  pain  and  inflammation,  and  the 
wound  healed  up  presently),  I  yet  chose  to  walk 
as  if  I  was  disabled  and  a  cripple  ;  1  hobbled 
on  two  sticks,  and  cried  Ah !  and  Oh  !  at  every 
minute,  hoping  that  a  day  might  come  when  I 
might  treat  my  limbs  to  a  run. 

"  Museau  was  very  savage  when  he  began  to 
give  up  all  hopes  of  the  first  messenger.  He 
fancied  that  the  man  might  have  got  the  ran- 

som-money and  fled  with  it  himself.  Of  course 
he  was  prepared  to  disown  any  part  in  the  trans- 

action, should  my  letter  be  discovered.  His 
treatment  of  me  varied  according  to  his  hopes 
or  fears,  or  even  his  mood  for  the  time  being. 
He  would  have  me  consigned  to  my  quarters 
for  several  days  at  a  time ;  then  invite  me  to 
his  tipsy  supper-table,  quarrel  with  me  there  and 
abuse  my  nation  ;  or  again  break  out  into  maud- 

lin sentimentalities  about  his  native  country  of 
Normandy,  where  he  longed  to  spend  his  old 
age,  to  buy  a  field  or  two,  and  to  die  happy. 

"  'Eh,  Monsieur  Museau !'  says  I,  '  ten  thou- 
sand livres  of  your  money  would  buy  a  pretty 

field  or  two  in  your  native  country  ?  You  can 
have  it  for  the  ransom  of  me,  if  you  will  but  let 
me  go.  In  a  few  months  you  must  be  super- 

seded in  your  command  here,  and  then  adieu 
the  crowns  and  the  fields  in  Normandy !  You 
had  better  trust  a  gentleman  and  a  man  of  hon- 

or. Let  me  go  home,  and  I  give  you  my  word 
the  ten  thousand  livres  shall  be  paid  to  any 
agent  you  may  appoint  in  France  or  in  Que- 

bec' 
"'Ah,  young  traitor!'  roars  he,  'do  you 

wish  to  tamper  with  my  honor  ?    Do  you  be- 
lieve an  officer  of  Franco  will  take  a  bribe  ?  I 
Vol.  XVIII.— No.  103.— H 

have  a  mind  to  consign  tlicc  to  my  black-hole, 
and  U)  luivo  thee  shut  in  the  morning.' 

"  '  My  ])oor  body  will  never  fetch  ten  thou- 
sand livres,'  says  I  ;  '  and  a  pretty  field  in  Nor- 

mandy with  a  cottage  .  .  .  .' 
"'And  an  orchard.  Ah,  sarrchlru !'  says 

Museau,  whimpering,  '  and  a  dish  of  tripe  a  la 
mode  (III  jxu/s .'...' 

"  This  talk  hajjpencd  between  us  again  and 
again,  and  Museau  would  order  mc  to  my  quar- 

ters, and  then  ask  me  to  sujjpcr  the  next  night, 
and  return  to  the  subject  of  Normandy,  and  ci- 

der, and  tri/)j>es  a  la  viude  de  Caen.  ̂ ly  friend 

is  dead  now — " 
"He  was  hung,  I  trust?"  breaks  in  Colonel Lambert. 

" — And  I  need  keep  no  secret  about  him. 
Ladies,  I  wish  I  had  to  ofi*er  you  the  account of  a  dreadful  and  tragical  escape  ;  hov/  I  slew 
all  the  sentinels  of  the  fort ;  filed  through  the 
prison  windows,  destroyed  a  score  or  so  of 
watchful  dragons,  overcame  a  million  of  dan- 

gers, and  finally  efiected  my  freedom.  But,  in 
regard  of  that  matter,  I  have  no  heroic  deeds 
to  tell  of,  and  own  that,  by  bribery,  and  no  oth- 

er means,  I  am  where  I  am." 
"But  you  K-ould\\Q.\Q  fought,  Georgy,  if  need 

were,"  says  Harry,  "and  you  couldn't  conquer 
a  whole  garrison,  you  know !"  And  herewith 
Mr.  Harry  blushed  very  much. 

* '  See  the  women,  how  disappointed  they  are !" 
says  Lambert.  "  JNIrs.  Lambert,  you  blood- 

thirsty woman,  own  that  you  are  balked  of  a 
battle  ;  and  look  at  Hetty,  quite  angry  because 

Mr.  George  did  not  shoot  the  Commandant." 
"You  wished  he  was  hung  yourself,  papa!'* 

cries  Miss  Hetty,  "and  I  am  sure  I  wish  any 

thing  my  papa  wishes." 
"Nay,  ladies,"  says  George,  turning  a  little 

red,  "to  wink  at  a  prisoner's  escape  was  not 
a  very  monstrous  crime ;  and  to  take  money  ? 
Sure  other  folks  besides  Frenchmen  have  con- 

descended to  a  bribe  before  now.  Although 
Monsieur  Museau  set  me  free,  I  am  inclined, 
for  my  part,  to  forgive  him.  Will  it  please  you 
to  hear  how  that  business  was  done  ?  You  see. 
Miss  Hetty,  I  can  not  help  being  alive  to  tell 

it." 

"Oh,  George! — that  is,  I  mean  i\Ir.  War- 
rington ! — that  is,  I  mean  I  beg  your  i)ardon  !" cries  Hester. 

"No  pardon,  my  dear!  I  never  was  angry 
yet  or  surprised  that  any  one  should  like  my 
Harry  better  than  me.  He  deserves  all  the  lik- 

ing that  any  man  or  woman  can  give  him.  See 
it  is  his  turn  to  blush  now,"  says  George. 

"  Go  on,  Georgy,  and  tell  them  about  the  es- 
cape out  of  Duquesne!"  cries  Harry,  and  he said  to  Mrs.  Lambert  afterward  in  confidence, 

'"You  know  he  is  always  going  on  saying  that 
he  ought  never  to  have  come  to  life  again,  and 
declaring  that  I  am  better  than  he  is.  The  idea 
of  my  being  better  than  George,  Mrs.  Lambert! 

a  poor,  extravagant  fellow  like  me !  It's  ab- 

surd !" 
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INTEXTIQUE  ORA  TENEBANT. 

"We  continued  for  months  our  weary  life  at 
the  fort,  and  the  Commandant  and  I  had  our 
quarrels  and  reconciliations,  our  greasy  games 
at  cards,  our  dismal  ducts  with  his  asthmatic 
flute  and  my  cracked  guitar.  The  poor  Fawn 
took  her  beatings  and  her  cans  of  liquor  as  her 
lord  and  master  chose  to  administer  them  ;  and 
she  nursed  her  papoose,  or  her  master  in  the 
gout,  or  her  prisoner  in  the  ague ;  and  so  mat- 

ters went  on  until  the  beginning  of  the  fall  of 
last  year,  when  Ave  were  visited  by  a  hunter  who 
liad  important  news  to  deliver  to  the  Comman- 

dant, and  such  as  set  the  little  garrison  in  no  lit- 
tle excitement.  The  Marquis  de  Montcalm  had 

sent  a  considerable  detachment  to  garrison  the 
forts  already  in  the  French  hands,  and  to  take 
up  farther  positions  in  the  enemy's — that  is,  in 
the  British — possessions.  The  troops  had  left 
Quebec  and  Montreal,  and  were  coming  up  the 
»St.  Lawrence  and  the  lakes  in  batteaux,  with 
artillery  and  large  provisions  of  warlike  and 
other  stores.  Museau  would  be  sui)erseded  in 
his  command  by  an  officer  of  superior  rank,  who 
might  exchange  me,  or  who  might  give  me  up 
to  the  Indians  in  reprisal  for  cruelties  practiced 
by  our  own  people  on  many  and  many  an  officer 
and  soldier  of  the  enemy.  The  men  of  the  fort 
Avere  eager  for  the  reinforcements ;  they  Avould 
advance  into  Pennsylvania  and  New  York ; 
they  would  seize  upon  Albany  and  Philadel- 
])hia  ;  they  would  drive  the  Rosbifs  into  the  sea, 
and  all  America  should  be  theirs  from  the  Mis- 

sissippi to  Newfoundland. 
"This  was  all  A'ery  triumphant:  but  yet, 

somehow,  the  prospect  of  the  French  conquest 
did  not  add  to  Mr.  Museau's  satisfaction. 

"  'Eh,  Commandant r  says  I,  * 'tis /ort  bien,  , 
but  meauAvhile  your  farm  iu  Normandy,  the  pot  ■ 
.of  cider,  and  the  trippes  a  hi  mode  de  Caen, 
where  are  they  ?' 

"  'Yes;  'tis  all  very  AveU,  my gargon,''  says 

he.  *But  Avhere  will  you  be  when  poor  old 
Museau  is  superseded  ?  Other  officers  are  not 
good  companions  like  me.  Very  fcAv  men  in 
the  Avorld  have  my  humanity.  When  there  is 
a  great  garrison  here,  will  my  successors  giA^e 
thee  the  indulgences  which  honest  Museau  has 
granted  thee  ?  Thou  wilt  be  kept  in  a  sty  like 
a  pig  ready  for  killing.  As  sure  as  one  of  our 
officers  falls  into  the  hands  of  your  brigands  of 
frontier-men,  and  evil  comes  to  him,  so  surely 
Avilt  thou  have  to  pay  with  thy  skin  for  his. 
Thou  Avilt  be  given  up  to  our  red  allies — to  the 
brethren  of  La  Biche  yonder.  Didst  thou  see, 
last  year,  Avhat  they  did  to  thy  countrymen 
Avhom  v,e  took  in  the  action  Avith  Braddock? 
Roasting  Avas  the  very  smallest  punishment,  ma 

foi — Avas  it  not.  La  Biche  ?' 
"And  he  entered  into  a  variety  of  jocular 

descriptions  of  tortures  inflicted,  eyes  burned  out 
of  their  sockets,  teeth  and  nails  wrenched  out, 
limbs  and  bodies  gashed —  You  turn  pale,  dear 
Miss  Theo !  Well,  I  Avill  have  pity,  and  Avill 
spare  you  the  tortures  Avhich  honest  Museau  re- 

counted in  his  pleasant  AA-ay  as  likely  to  befall me. 

"La  Biche  Avas  by  no  means  so  aflected  as 
you  seem  to  be,  ladies,  by  the  recital  of  these 
horrors.  She  had  Avitnessed  them  in  her  time. 
She  came  from  the  Senecas,  Avhose  A'illages  lie 
near  the  great  cataract  betAveen  Ontario  and 
Erie ;  her  people  made  Avar  for  the  English, 
and  against  them ;  they  had  fought  Avith  other 
tribes  ;  and,  in  the  battles  betAvecn  us  and 
them,  it  is  difficult  to  say  Avhether  Avhite  skin 
or  red  skin  is  most  savage. 

"  'They  may  chop  me  into  cutlets  and  broil 
me,  'tis  true.  Commandant,'  says  I,  coolly. 
'But  again,  I  say,  you  Avill  never  have  the  farm 

in  Normandy.' "  'Go  get  the  Avhisky -bottle.  La  Biche,'  says Museau. 

"  '  And  it  is  not  too  late,  CA^en  noAA'.  I  will 
giA'e  the  guide  Avho  takes  m.e  home  a  large  re- 
AA'ard.  And  again  I  say  I  promise,  as  a  man 
of  honor,  ten  thousand  liA-res  to — Avhom  shall  I 
say?  to  any  one  Avho  shall  bring  me  any  token 
— Avho  shall  bring  me,  say,  m}''  Avatch  and  seal 
with  my  grandfather's  arms — which  I  have  seen 
in  a  chest  somewhere  in  this  fort.' 

"'J/?,  sc'clcrat  V  roars  out  the  Comman- 
dant, Avith  a  hoarse  yell  of  laughter.  '  Thou  hast 

eyes,  thou  !    All  is  good  prize  in  Avar.' 
"  '  Think  of  a  house  in  your  village,  of  a  fine 

field  hard  by  Avith  half  a  dozen  of  coavs — of  a  fine 
orchard  all  covered  with  fruit.' 

"  'And  elavotte  at  the  door  AA-ith  her  Avheel, 
and  a  rascal  of  a  child  or  tAVo,  Avith  cheeks  as 
red  as  the  apples !  Oh,  my  country !  Oh, 
my  mother!'  Avhimpers  out  the  Commandant. 
'Quick,  La  Biche,  theAvhiskyl' 

"All  that  night  the  Commandant  was  deep 
in  thought,  and  La  Biche  too  silent  and  melan- 

choly. She  sate  away  from  us,  nursing  her 
child,  and  Avhenever  my  eyes  turned  toward  her 
I  saw  hers  Avere  fixed  on  me.  The  poor  little 
infant  began  to  ciy,  and  was  ordered  aAvay  by 
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^[llseau,  \vith  his  usual  foul  language,  to  tlic 
Iniilding  which  the  luckless  liicho  occupied  with 
her  child.  When  she  was  gone  wc  both  of  us 
spoke  our  minds  freely  ;  anil  I  put  such  reasons 
before  Monsieur  as  his  cupidity  could  not  resist. 

'"IIow  do  you  know,'  he  asked,  'that  this 
hunter  will  serve  you?' 

"  'That  is  my  secret,'  says  I.  But  hero,  if 
you  like,  as  we  are  not  on  honor,  I  may  tell  it. 
When  they  come  into  the  settlements  for  their 
bargains,  the  hunters  often  stop  a  day  or  two 
for  rest  and  drink  and  company,  and  our  new 
friend  loved  all  these.  He  played  at  cards  with 
the  men :  he  set  his  furs  against  their  liquor : 
he  enjoyed  himself  at  the  fort,  singing,  dancing, 
and  gambling  with  them.  I  think  I  said  they 
liked  to  listen  to  my  songs,  and  for  want  of  bet- 

ter things  to  do,  I  was  often  singing  and  guitar 
scraping :  and  Ave  would  have  many  a  concert, 
the  men  joining  in  chorus,  or  dancing  to  my 
homely  music,  until  it  was  interrupted  by  the 
drums  and  the  retraitc. 

"  Our  guest  the  hunter  was  present  at  one  or 
two  of  these  concerts,  and  I  thought  I  would 
try  if  possibly  he  understood  English.  After 
we  had  had  our  little  stock  of  French  songs,  I 

said,  '  My  lads,  I  will  give  you  an  English  song  ;' 
and  to  the  tune  of  '  Over  the  hills  and  far  away,' 
which  my  good  old  grandfather  used  to  hum  as 
a  fcivorite  air  in  Marlborough's  camp,  I  made 
some  doggerel  words  :  '  This  long,  long  year,  a 
prisoner  drear;  Ah,  me!  I'm  tired  of  lingering 
here :  I'll  give  a  hundred  guineas  gay,  To  be 
over  the  hills  and  fur  away.' 

"  '  Wiiat  is  it  ?'  says  the  hunter,  '  I  don't  un- 
derstand.' 

"  '  'Tis  a  girl  to  her  lover,'  I  answered ;  but 
I  saw  by  the  twinkle  in  the  man's  eye  that  he understood  me. 

"The  next  day,  when  there  were  no  men 
within  hearing,  the  trapper  showed  that  I  was 
right  in  my  conjecture,  for  as  he  passed  me  he 
hummed  in  a  low  tone,  but  in  perfectly  good 
English,  '  Over  the  hills  and  far  away,'  the  bur- 

den of  my  yesterday's  doggerel. 
"  'If  you  are  ready,'  says  he,  'I  am  ready. 

I  know  who  your  people  are,  and  the  way  to 
them.  Talk  to  the  Fawn,  and  she  will  tell  you 
what  to  do.  What !  You  will  not  jday  with 
me?'  Here  he  pulled  out  some  cards,  and 
spoke  in  French,  as  two  soldiers  came  up. 
'  Milor  est  trop  grand  seigneur?  Bonjour,  my 
lord !' 
"And  the  man  made  me  a  mock  bow,  and 

walked  away  shrugging  up  his  shoulders,  to  of- 
fer to  play  and  drink  elsewhere. 
"I  knew  now  that  the  Biche  was  to  be  the 

agent  in  the  affair,  and  that  my  offer  to  Museau 
was  accepted.  The  poor  Fawn  performed  her 
part  very  faithfully  and  dexterously.  I  had 
not  need  of  a  word  more  with  Museau ;  the 
matter  was  understood  between  us.  The  Fawn 
had  long  been  allowed  free  communication  with 
me.  She  had  tended  me  during  my  wound  and 
in  my  illnesses,  helped  to  do  the  work  of  my 
little  chamber,  my  cooking,  and  so  forth.  She 

j  was  free  to  go  out  of  the  fort,  as  I  have  said, 
I  and  to  the  river  and  the  lic-lds  where  the  corn 
I  and  gardcn-stulV  of  the  little  garrison  were 

I  brought  in. I      "  Having  gambled  away  most  of  tiie  money 
!  which  he  received  for  bis  peltries,  the  trapper 
now  got  together  his  store  of  Hints,  powder,  and 
blankets,  and  took  his  leave.  And,  three  days 
after  his  de])arturc,  the  Fawn  gave  me  the  sig- 

I  nal  that  the  time  was  come  for  me  to  make  my 

I  little  trial  for  freedom. 
I  "  Wiien  first  wounded,  I  had  Ijccn  taken  by 
my  kind  Florae  and  i>laced  on  his  bed  in  the 
officers'  room.  When  the  fort  was  emptied  of 
all  officers  except  the  old  lieutenant  left  in  coiri- 
mand,  I  had  been  allowed  to  remain  in  my 
quarters,  sometimes  being  left  j)retty  free,  some- 

times being  locked  up  and  fed  on  prisoners'  ra- 
tions, sometimes  invited  to  share  his  mess  by 

my  tipsy  jailer.  This  officers'  house,  or  room, 
was  of  logs,  like  the  half  do/en  others  within 
the  fort,  which  mounted  only  four  guns  of  small 
calibre,  of  which  one  was  on  the  bastion  behind 
my  cabin.  Looking  westward  over  this  gun, 
you  could  see  a  small  island  at  the  confluence 
of  the  two  rivers  Ohio  and  Monongahela,  where- 

on Ducpiesne  is  situated.  On  the  shore  oj^po- 
site  this  island  were  some  trees. 

"  '  You  see  those  trees?'  my  poor  Biche  said 
to  me  the  day  before,  in  her  French  jargon, 
'  He  wait  for  you  beliind  those  trees.' 

"In  the  daytime  the  door  of  my  quarters 
was  open,  and  the  Biche  free  to  come  and  go. 
On  the  day  before  she  came  in  from  the  fields 
with  a  pick  in  her  hand  and  a  basketful  of  veg- 

etables and  pot-herbs  for  soup.  She  sate  down 
on  a  bench  at  my  door,  the  pick  resting  against 
it,  and  the  basket  at  her  side.  I  stood  talking 
to  her  for  a  while  :  but  I  believe  I  Avns  so  idi- 

otic that  I  never  should  have  thought  of  putting 
the  pick  to  any  use  had  she  not  actually  pushed 
it  into  my  open  door,  so  that  it  fell  into  my 
room.  'Hide  it,'  she  said;  'want  it  soon.' 
And  that  afternoon  it  was  she  pointed  out  the 
trees  to  me. 

"On  the  next  day  she  comes,  i)rctcndi;ig  to 
be  very  angry,  and  calls  out,  'jNIy  lord!  my 
lord!  why  you  not  come  to  Commandant's  din- 

ner? He  very  bad!  Entcndcz-vous ?'  And 
she  peeps  into  the  room  as  she  speaks,  and  llings 
a  coil  of  rope  at  me. 

"  'I  am  coming,  La  Biche,'  says  I,  and  hob- 
bled after  her  on  my  crutch.  As  I  went  into 

the  Commandant's  quarters  she  says,  Tour  cc 
soir.'    And  then  I  knew  the  time  was  come. 

"As  for  Museau,  he  knew  nothing  about  the 
matter.  Not  he !  He  growled  at  me,  and  said 
the  soup  was  cold.  He  looked  me  steadily  in 
the  face,  and  talked  of  this  and  that ;  not  only 
while  his  servant  was  present,  but  afterward, 
when  we  smoked  our  pipes  and  played  our  game 
at  picquet ;  Avhile,  according  to  her  wont,  the 
poor  Biche  sate  cowering  in  a  corner. 

"My  friend's  whisky-bottle  was  empty;  and 
he  said,  with  rather  a  knowing  look,  he  must 
have  another  glass — we  must  both  have  a  glass 
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that  night.  And,  rising  from  the  table,  he 
stumped  to  the  inner-room,  where  he  kept  his 
fire-water  under  lock  and  key,  and  away  from 
the  poor  Biche,  who  could  not  resist  that  tempt- 
ation. 

"As  he  turned  his  back  the  Biche  raised 
herself ;  and  he  was  no  sooner  gone  but  she 
was  at  my  feet,  kissing  my  hand,  pressing  it  to 
her  heart,  and  bursting  into  tears  over  my 
knees.  I  confess  I  was  so  troubled  by  this  tes- 

timony of  the  poor  creature's  silent  attachment and  fondness,  the  extent  of  which  I  scarce  had 
suspected  before,  that  when  Museau  returned  I 
had  not  recovered  my  equanimity,  though  the 
poor  Fawn  was  back  in  her  corner  again  and 
shrouded  in  her  blanket. 

"He  did  not  appear  to  remark  any  thing 
strange  in  the  behavior  of  either.  We  sate 
down  to  our  game,  though  my  thoughts  were 
so  preoccui)ied  that  I  scarcely  knew  what  cards 
were  before  me. 

"  '  I  gain  every  thing  from  you  to-night,  mi- 
lor,'  says  he,  grimly.     '  We  play  upon  parole.' 

"'And  you  may  count  upon  mine,'  I  re- 
plied. 

"  'Eh  I  'tis  all  that  you  have  !'  says  he. 
"  'Monsieur,'  says  I,  'my  word  is  good  for ten  thousand  livres and  we  continued  our 

game. 
"At  last  he  said  he  had  a  headache,  and 

would  go  to  bed;  and  I  understood  the  orders 
too,  that  I  was  to  retire.  '  I  wish  you  a  good 
night,  mon  petit  milor,'  says  he;  'stay,  you 
will  fall  without  your  crutch' — and  his  eyes 
twinkled  at  me,  and  his  face  wore  a  sarcastic 
grin.  In  the  agitation  of  the  moment  I  had 
quite  forgotten  that  I  was  lame,  and  was  walk- 

ing away  at  a  pace  as  good  as  a  grenadier's. 
"'What  a  vilain  night!'  says  he,  looking 

out.  In  fact,  there  was  a  tempest  abroad,  and 
a  great  roaring,  and  wind.  'Bring  a  lantern. 
La  Tulipe,  and  lock  my  lord  comfortably  into 
his  quarters!'  He  stood  a  moment  looking  at 
me  from  his  own  door,  and  I  saw  a  glimpse  of 
the  poor  Biche  behind  him. 

"The  night  was  so  rainy  that  the  sentries 
preferred  their  boxes  and  did  not  disturb  me 
in  my  work.  The  log-house  was  built  with  up- 

right posts,  deeply  fixed  in  the  ground,  and  hor- 
izontal logs  laid  upon  it.  I  had  to  dig  under 

these,  and  Avork  a  hole  sufficient  to  admit  my 
body  to  pass.  I  began  in  the  dark,  soon  after 
tattoo.  It  was  some  while  after  midnight  be- 

fore my  work  was  done,  when  I  lifted  my  hand 
up  under  the  log  and  felt  the  rain  from  without 
falling  upon  it.  I  had  to  work  very  cautiously 
for  two  hours  after  that,  and  then  crept  through 
to  the  parapet  and  silently  flung  my  rope  over 
the  gun  ;  not  without  a  little  tremor  of  heart, 
lest  the  sentry  should  see  me  and  send  a  charge 
of  lead  into  my  body. 

"  The  wall  was  but  twelve  feet,  and  my  fall 
into  the  ditch  easy  enough.  I  waited  a  while 
there,  looking  steadily  under  the  gun,  and  try- 

ing to  see  the  river  and  the  island.  I  heard 
the  sentry  pacing  up  above  and  humming  a 

tune.  The  darkness  became  more  clear  to  me 
ere  long,  and  the  moon  rose,  and  I  saw  the  riv- 

er shining  before  me,  and  the  dark  rocks  and 
trees  of  the  island  rising  in  the  waters. 

"  I  made  for  this  mark  as  swiftly  as  I  could, 
and  for  the  clump  of  trees  to  which  I  had  been 
directed.  Oh,  what  a  relief  I  had  when  I  heard 
a  low  voice  humming  there  '  Over  the  hills  and 

far  away !'  " When  Mr.  George  came  to  this  part  of  his 
narrative.  Miss  Theo,  who  was  seated  by  a 
harpsichord,  turned  round  and  dashed  off  the 
tune  on  the  instrument,  while  all  the  little  com- 

pany broke  out  into  the  merry  chorus. 
"Our  way,"  the  speaker  went  on,  "lay  through 

a  level  tract  of  forest  with  which  my  guide  was 
familiar,  upon  the  right  bank  of  the  Mononga- 
hela.  By  daylight  we  came  to  a  clearer  coun- 

try, and  my  trapper  asked  me — Silverheels  was 
the  name  by  which  he  went — had  I  ever  seen 
the  spot  before  ?  It  was  the  fatal  field  where 
Braddock  had  fallen,  and  whence  I  had  been 
wonderfully  rescued  in  the  summer  of  the  pre- 

vious year.  Now,  the  leaves  were  beginning 
to  be  tinted  with  the  magnificent  hues  of  our 

autumn." "Ah,  brother!"  cries  Harry,  seizing  his 
brother's  hand,  "I  was  gambling  and  making 
a  fool  of  myself  at  the  Wells  and  in  London 
Avhen  my  George  was  flying  for  his  life  in  the 
AYilderness !  Oh,  what  a  miserable  spendthrift 

I  have  been !" "But  I  think  thou  art  not  unworthy  to  be 
called  thy  mother's  son,"  said  Mrs.  Lambert, 
very  softly,  and  with  moistened  eyes.  Indeed, 
if  Harry  had  erred,  to  mark  his  repentance,  his 
love,  his  unselfish  joy  and  generosity,  was  to 
feel  that  there  was  hope  for  the  humbled  and 
kind  young  sinner, 
"We  presently  crossed  the  river,"  George 

resumed,  "taking  our  course  along  the  base 
of  the  western  slopes  of  the  Alleghanies ;  and 
through  a  grand  forest  region  of  oaks  and  ma- 

ple, and  enormous  poplars  that  grow  a  hundred 
feet  high  without  a  branch.  It  was  the  Indians 
whom  we  had  to  avoid,  besides  the  outlying 
parties  of  French.  Always  of  doubtful  loyalty, 
the  savages  have  been  specially  against  us  since 
our  ill-treatment  of  them  and  the  French  tri- 

umph over  us  two  years  ago. 
"I  was  but  weak  still,  and  our  journey 

through  the  wilderness  lasted  a  fortnight  or 
more.  As  we  advanced  the  woods  became 
redder  and  redder.  The  frost  nipped  sharply 
of  nights.  We  lighted  fires  at  our  feet,  and 
slept  in  our  blankets  as  best  we  might.  At  this 
time  of  year  the  hunters  who  live  in  the  mount- 

ains get  their  sugar  from  the  maples.  We  came 
upon  more  than  one  such  family  camping  neai 
their  trees  by  the  mountain  streams,  and  they 
welcomed  us  at  their  fires  and  gave  us  of  their 
venison.  So  we  passed  over  the  two  ranges  of 
the  Laurel  Hills  and  the  Alleghanies.  The 
last  day's  march  of  my  trusty  guide  and  myself 
took  us  down  that  wild,  magnificent  pass  of 
Will's  Creek,  a  vaUey  lying  between  cliffs  near 
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a  thousand  feet  high — bakl,  white,  and  broken  1  whence  wc  liad  inarched  in  the  year  before,  and 
into  towers  like  hu-^e  fortifications,  with  eagles  where  there  was  now  a  considerable  f^rrison  of 
wlieeling  round  the  sunnnits  of  the  rocks  and  our  people.  Oh!  you  may  think  it  was  a  wel- 
watching  their  nests  among  the  crags.  come  day  when  I  saw  lOnglish  colors  again  on 

"And  hence  we  descended  to  Cumberland,    the  banks  of  our  native  Potomac  I" 

Biluiitjjii}  lUrnrii  nf  Current-  (Euriita. 
UNITED  STATES. 

THE  November  elections  have  generally  resulted 
unfavorably  to  the  Administration.  In  New 

I'ork^  where  an  unsuccessful  attempt  had  been  made to  unite  tlie  entire  Opposition  vote  upon  a  common 
State  ticket,  the  following  nominations  were  made 
for  Governor:  E.  D.  Morgan,  Republican;  A.  J. 
Parker,  Democrat  ;  L.  D.  Burrows,  American  ; 
Gerrit  Smith,  Abolition  and  Temperance.  The 
vote  was  as  follows:  Kepublican,  247,000  ;  Demo- 

cratic, 230,000  ;  American,  G0,000 ;  Abolition, 
5000 :  Mr.  Morgan's  plurality  being  about  17,000. 
The  whole  Opposition  vote  was  concentrated  upon 
Congressional  candidates,  electing  27  out  of  33 
members.  The  entire  Opposition  majority  for 
members  of  Congress  is  about  70,000.  In  the  State 
Legislature  the  Opposition  have  a  decided  majori- 

ty in  both  Houses. — In  New  Jersey  the  Opposition 
candidates  for  Congress  succeeded  in  every  dis- 

trict.— In  Massachusetts  N.  P.  Banks,  Republican, 
was  elected  Governor  by  a  majority  of  about  29,000  ; 
all  the  members  of  Congress  being  of  the  same 
party. — In  Ohio  the  Republican  State  ticket  suc- 

ceeded by  a  majorit}'  of  about  21,000  :  for  Congress 
15  Republicans  and  6  Democrats  were  chosen. — 
In  Michigcm  Moses  Wisner,  Republican,  was  elect- 

ed Governor,  by  about  7000  majority ;  the  Demo- 
crats gaining  one  member  of  Congress. — In  Illinois^ 

where  Mr.  Douglas  took  ground  against  the  Kan- 
sas policy  of  the  Administration  on  the  one  hand, 

and  the  Republican  part}'  on  the  other,  the  main 
interest  of  the  canvass  was  concentrated  upon  the 
candidates  for  the  State  Legislature,  as  this  in- 

volved the  question  of  the  re-election  of  Mr.  Doug- 
las to  the  United  States  Senate.  The  result  is 

still  uncertain ;  tlie  probability  being  that  a  ma- 
jority of  Democrats  favorable  to  Mr.  Douglas 

have  been  chosen. — In  Delaware  the  Democrats 
succeeded  by  a  small  majority. — Elections  for 
members  of  the  next  Congress  have  now  been  held 
in  eighteen  States,  having  152  members.  It  is 
impossible  to  classify  the  members  with  perfect 
accuracy,  some  being  elected  as  "Republicans," 
some  as  "  Americans,"  some  as  "  Democrats,"  and 
others  as  "  Anti-Lecompton  Democrats."  Class- 

ing Republicans,  Xorthern  Americans,  and  Anti- 
Lecompton  Democrats  as  "  Opposition,"  and  Dem- 

ocrats and  Southern  Americans  as  "  xVdministra- 
tion,"  the  result  in  these  States,  as  compared  with 
the  present  Congress,  is  approximately  as  follows  :' 
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Next  Congress  
Elections  are  yet  to  be  held  in  fourteen  States, 
having  8-1  Representatives.  Of  the  members  from 
these  States  in  the  present  Congress  6-1  are  Admin- 

istration and  20  Opposition. 
A  project  for  another  filibustering  expedition  to 

Nicaragua  has  been  set  on  foot  hy  "Walker  and others,  and  the  President  has  issued  a  proclama- 
tion in  which  he  states  that  "One  of  the  leaders 

of  a  former  illegal  exijcditiou,  who  has  been  al- 
ready twice  expelled  from  Nicaragua,  has  invited, 

through  the  public  newspapers,  American  citizens 
to  emigrate  to  that  republic,  and  has  designated 
Mobile  as  the  place  of  rendezvous  and  departure, 
and  San  Juan  del  Xorte  as  the  port  to  which  they 
are  bound.  This  person,  who  has  renounced  his 
allegiance  to  the  United  States,  and  claims  to  be 
President  of  Nicaragua,  has  given  notice  to  the 
collector  of  the  port  of  Mobile  that  two  or  three 
hundred  of  these  emigrants  will  be  prepared  to 
embark  from  that  port  about  the  middle  of  No- 

vember. For  these  and  other  good  reasons,  and 
for  the  purpose  of  saving  American  citizens  who 
may  have  been  honestly  deluded  into  the  belief 
that  they  are  about  to  proceed  to  Nicaragua  as 
peaceful  emigrants,  if  any  such  there  be,  I,  James 
Jiuchanan,  President  of  the  United  States,  have 
thouglit  lit  to  issue  this  my  proclamation,  enjoin- 

ing upon  all  officers  of  the  Government,  civil  and 
military,  in  their  respective  spheres,  to  be  vigilant, 
active,  and  faithful  in  suppressing  these  illegal  en- 

terprises." Prom  Utah  the  latest  accounts  represent  every 
thing  as  quiet.  Trains  of  goods  were  continually 
ai'riving  from  California  and  the  East.  The  troops 
under  command  of  General  Johnston  were  consol- 

idated in  one  encampment.  His  command,  in- 
cluding employes,  numbered  7000  or  8000  ;  there 

were  also  4000  at  Fort  Bridger.  The  Indians  on 
the  frontiers  are  troublesome.  In  an  action,  near 
Wachita  Village,  between  a  detachment  of  the  2d 
Cavalry  and  a  party  of  Comanches,  five  of  the  for- 

mer and  forty  of  tlie  latter  were  killed.  The  Nava- 
jos  in  New  Mexico  are  hostile,  and  two  engage- 

ments have  been  fought  with  them.  The  agent 
has  formally  suspended  all  relations  with  them. 
He  says  that  their  wealth  consists  of  250,000  sheep 
and  00,000  horses,  the  loss  of  which  would  drive 
them  to  desperation,  and  give  rise  to  a  long  war, 
like  that  in  Florida.  It  has  been  found  necessary 
to  raise  a  body  of  troops  in  Texas  to  protect  the 
frontiers  from  the  incursions  of  the  savages.  In 
Oregon  the  Indians  are  suing  for  peace,  which 
Colonel  Wright,  who  commands  our  troops,  has 
refused  to  grant,  unless  they  will  surrender  im- 
conditionally,  and  bring  in  all  their  women  and 
property.  The  soldiers  are  destroying  the  grain- 
fields  and  provisions  of  .the  savages,  who  are  re- 

duced to  great  distress.  The  inhabitants  of  Da- 
cotah  have  completed  a  temporary  government,  to 
continue  till  Congress  shall  organize  a  regular 
Territorial  Government.  The  Frazer  River  gold 
excitement  has  entirely  subsided,  and  the  miners 
are  rapidly  returning  to  California.  The  river 
had  fallen  so  as  to  permit  mining,  and  considerable 
gold  had  been  taken  out ;  but  as  early  as  the  1st 
of  October  the  weather  had  become  too  cold  to  per- 

mit of  work.  The  reports  of  the  discovery  of 
gold  near  Pike's  Peak  in  Kansas  are  confirmed. 
The  Kansas  Weekly  Pi^ess  of  October  23,  states  that 
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a  miner  had  just  reached  El  wood  with  $6000  or 
$7000  in  gold  dust,  n  hich  had  been  gathered  by 
three  men  in  two  months.  The  latest  intelligence 
describes  tlio  country  as  very  inviting  to  emigrants, 
lar"-o  numbers  of  whom  are  preparing  to  make  the 
journey  in  the  spring. 

SOUTHERN  AMERICA. 
General  Vidaurri,  who  was  marching  toward 

the  capital  with  every  prospect  of  success,  was 
surprised  near  *:>an  Luis  by  the  Government  troops 
under  Miramon,  and  totally  defeated,  with  a  loss 
of  400  killed  and  1500  i)risoners.  lie  then  issued 
a  proclamation  calling  upon  several  merchants 
along  tlic  northern  frontier  to  pay  $150,000,  with- 

out asking  any  questions,  or  leave  the  country. 
Many  foreign  merchants  began  preparations  to 
leave,  when  Yidaurri  revoked  the  proclamation, 
resigned  the  command  of  his  remaining  army  to 
Colonel  Zaragoza,  and  departed  for  parts  unknov/n. 
The  new  commander  Avas  at  the  latest  dates  en- 

deavoring to  reorganize  his  forces,  with  consider- 
able success.  Tlic  defeat  of  the  "  Liberals"  is 

partly  balanced  by  a  victory  obtained  near  Gua- 
<lalajara,  by  General  Degollado,  over  the  Govern- 
nuMit  forces  Tinder  Casanova.  The  condition  of 
the  country  is  deplorable  ;  both  parties  seem  to 
plunder  and  murder  indiscriminately ;  and  gangs 
of  robbers  infest  every  section,  A  letter  from  the 
capital  says  :  "  Day  after  day  we  hear  of  nothing 
but  robbery  after  robbery,  sack  after  sack.  The 
ordinary  circumstances  of  the  robbery  of  a  dili- 

gence, the  plundering  of  a  small  town,  and  such 
like  small  affairs,  excite  little  attention.  It  is 
cstinuited  that  six  or  eight  thousand  persons  have 
taken  refuge  in  the  capital.  The  number  already 
driven  from  house  and  home  is  estimated  at  more 
than  a  quarter  of  a  million ;  and  still  the  work 
goes  on." — The  Tehuantepec  route  is  announced  to 
be  open,  the  first  company  of  passengers  commenc- 

ing the  passage  on  the  30th  of  October,  with  the 
])rospcct  of  proceeding  without  delay  or  troulde  to 
the  Pacilic  side.  Bolivia  is  in  an  imsettled  state. 
An  attemi)t  has  been  made  to  assassinate  the  Presi- 

dent, Senor  Linares.  Two  persons  who  stood  by 
his  side  were  shot  down ;  the  barracks  were  attack- 

ed at  the  same  time,  but  without  success ;  the 
leader  of  the  insurgents  was  shot  dead,  and  his  fol- 

lowers fled.  In  Pem  neAV  disturbances  have 
broken  out — insurrectionary  movements  at  home, 
and  hostilities  with  Bolivia  on  the  frontiers. 

EUROPE. 
There  is  little  European  intelligence  which  de- 

mands record.  The  British  Parliament  was  pro- 
rogued on  the  19th  of  October.  On  the  20th 

some  intelligil)le  signals  were  received  at  Yalentia 
from  Trinity  Hay,  through  the  Telegraphic  cable. 
The  words  were,  "  Daniells  now  in  circuit."  Au- 

thority Avas  at  once  given  to  use  the  Daniells  bat- 
tery at  Yalentia,  Mr.  Saward,  the  Secretary  of 

the  Company,  says  that  this  result,  though  encour- 
aging, must  not  be  looked  upon  as  permanent;  for 

it  is  clear  that  there  is  a  serious  fault  in  the  cable, 
and  it  is  not  certain  that  any  efforts  except  such  as 
would  !io  dangerous  to  the  cable  can  overcome  the 
obstacles  in  the  Avay  of  perfect  Avorking.  The 
Company  owning  the  Leviathan  steamship  has  been 
dissolved,  and  a  new  one  is  projected  to  purchase 
the  vessel  at  less  than  half  its  original  cost.  The 
capital  of  the  new  company  is  filed  at  £330,000.  
Mr.  Staunton,  the  champion  chess-player  of  En- 

gland, has  declined  to  fulfill  his  promise  to  play  a 
match  Avith  Mr.  ̂ Morphy,  on  the  ground  that  his 

literary  engagements  will  not  leave  him  time  for 
the  amount  of  practice  necessary  in  order  to  regain 
his  old  strengtli.  IMr.  Morphy  has  been  invited  to 
play  before  the  Emjieror.  A  serious  misunder- 

standing has  occurred  between  Erance  and  Portu- 
gal. A  Erench  vessel,  the  Charles  ct  Gcorrjcs,  was 

seized  by  the  Portuguese  on  the  coast  of  Africa  as 
a  slaver.  The  Erench  Government  demanded  that 
it  should  be  given  up,  and  an  indemnity  paid  for 
its  seizure  ;  after  some  delay  the  Portuguese  ac- 

ceded to  the  demand,  avoAvedly  on  the  ground  that 
they  had  no  means  of  resisting  the  force  threatened 
to  be  employed  ))y  the  Erench.-  The  Cvrrespond- 
cnt,  a  I'arisian  journal,  has  been  seized,  and  the 
editor  and  publisher  prosecuted,  on  account  of  an 
article  by  Count  IMontalembert,  Avhich  is  said  to 
attack  the  right  of  universal  suffrage  and  the  au- 

thority of  the  Emperor. 
THE  EAST. 

The  insurgents  in  Oude  continue  to  give  consid- 
erable trouble,  although  their  numbers  are  greatly 

diminished.  The  famous  Nena  Sahib  has  disap- 
peared altogether  ;  but  another  chief,  Tantia  To- 

pee, keeps  the  field  at  the  head  of  the  GAvalior  mu- 
tineers, moving  Avith  great  celerity  from  place  to 

place,  and  making  his  assaults  when  Avholly  unex- 
pected. In  an  attack  upon  the  toAvn  of  Jahlra  Pa- 

tun,  just  after  having  been  defeated  by  General 
Koberts,  he  got  possession  of  a  large  amount  of 
treasure  and  forty  guns.  Of  these,  tAventy-five 
Avere  shortly  after  retaken  in  an  action,  in  Avhich 
he  Avas  again  beaten.  Orders  Avcre  given  that  the 
native  troops  at  Mooltan,  thirteen  hundred  in  num- 

ber, should  be  disbanded  and  sent  home  in  small 
detachments.  These  men,  supposing  that  thcA' 
Avere  to  be  divided  in  order  that  they  might  be 
easily  cut  to  pieces,  rushed  upon  the  artillery  bar- 

racks, occupied  by  six  Imndrcd  European  troops, 
Avith  the  purpose  of  seizing  the  guns.  They  Avere 
armed  only  Avith  clubs  and  stones.  The  troops 
lired  into  the  frantic  mob,  killing  three  hundred 
and  lifty  at  the  first  discharge.  The  remainder 
fled,  but  were  hotly  pursued  ;  and  of  the  thirteen 
hundred  oidy  one  hundred  and  fifty  escaped  aliA'e. 
A  successful  attack  Avas  made  on  the  19th  of  Sep- 

tember upon  a  body  of  three  thousand  insurgents 
posted  on  an  island  ;  two  boats  loaded  Avith  fu- 

gitives attempting  to  escape  Avere  sunk  by  the  ar- 
tillery; one  thousand  in  all  Avere  slain.  Several 

minor  engagements  have  taken  place,  the  British 
proving  victorious  in   every  instance.  The 
Erench  and  English  at  Canton  are  still  harassed 
by  the  Chinese,  Avho  arc  exhorted  by  proclama- 

tions to  cut  off  the  barbarians,  man  by  man,  not- 
Avithstanding  the  treaty  made  by  the  Emperor.  A 
large  number  of  piratical  junks  had  been  sunk  or 
captured  by  the  English.  The  rebel  cause  is  ap- 

parently declining.  They  seem  to  have  suspend- 
ed operations  as  soon  as  they  encountered  men  who 

AvercAvilling  to  fight.  Lord  Elgin  has  concluded  a 
favorable  commercial  treaty  Avith  Japan,  by  Avhich 
five  ports  are  to  be  opened  to  the  English,  Avho  are 
to  have  a  resident  minister  at  Jeddo.  Cotton  and 
Avoolen  goods  are  to  pay  a  duty  of  only  five  per 
cent. ;  other  articles  generally  to  pay  twenty  per 
cent. — ]\[r.  Harris,  the  American  consular  agent, 
has  also  negotiated  a  neAV  treaty,  Avhich  Avas  sign- 

ed at  a  place  near  Jeddo  on  the  28th  of  July,  con- 
ferring important  privileges.  Among  these  is  the 

abolition  of  the  government  monopoly  of  trade 
and  the  right  of  diplomatic  residence  at  the  cap- ital. 
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The  Courtship  of  ̂f lies  Stand'ish,  and  Uther  J'oemi-, 
by  IIknuy  WADswoirni  Lo.nofkllonv.  (Pub- 

lished by  Tickuor  and  Kiehls.)  In  the  main  poem 
of  this  volume  Mr.  Longiellow  lias  again  made 
use  of  the  liexamotcr  verse,  which  he  handled  with 
such  graceful  facility  in  the  cliarming  idyl  of  Kvan- 
gelinc.  Whatever  may  be  decided  as  to  the  ad- 

aptation of  this  measure  to  English  poetry,  it  can 
scarcely  be  denied  that  he  has  moulded  it  into  an 
appropriate  medium  for  his  quaint,  primeval  nar- 

rative, and  that  the  fortunes  of  Miles  Standish,  re- 
nowned in  love  as  well  as  in  war,  form  a  singularly 

attractive  picture  in  this  rustic  frame-work.  Mr. 
Longfellow's  plastic  power  is  shown  not  only  in  the 
(hexterity  with  which  he  pi'oduces  harmonious  ef- 

fects from  his  naturally  prosaic  liexametcr,  but  in 
the  skill  with  which  he  shapes  the  intractable  ma- 

terials of  his  theme  into  images  of  sweet  and  win- 
ning loveliness.  The  old  Puritan  soldier  certainly 

presented  an  unpromising  subject  for  poetical  de- 
scription. Nor  could  the  worthy  John  Alden,  or 

the  good,  frank-hearted  Priscilla,  have  ever  dream- 
ed that  their  brows  should  be  encircled  with  the 

halo  of  romance.  Plymouth  Rock,  too,  is  more 
heroic  than  poetic ;  though  it  must  be  admitted 
that  many  a  wild  flower  of  rare  fragrance  and 
beauty  linds  shelter  in  Plymouth  woods.  The  au- 

thor has  turned  to  admirable  account  all  the  imag- 
inative elements  of  his  theme,  while  he  has  clothed 

it  with  new  charms  from  the  fertile  associations  of 
his  own  mind.  The  passages  in  the  poem  Avhich 
dwell  the  longest  in  the  memory  and  produce  tlie 
most  agreeable  elFect  are  those  descriptive  of  the 
local  scenery,  which,  by  their  freshness  and  natural 
coloring,  are  entitled  to  a  place  among  the  most 
pleasing  specimens  of  Mr.  Longfellow's  com[)osi- 
tion. — The  smaller  poems  contained  in  this  volume 
comprise  the  favorite  fugitive  pieces  with  which 
readers  have  been  familiar  as  they  passed  the 
rounds  of  the  periodical  press.  No  one  can  ever 
weaxy  of  the  stately  ring  of  the  "Warden  of  the 
Cinque  Ports,"  or  the  solemn  pathos  of  the  "Two 
Angels." Vernon  Grove ;  or,  Hearts  as  they  A  re.  (Publish- 

ed by  lludd  and  Carleton).  The  plot  of  this  novel 
— which  we  understand  is  by  a  new  writer,  though 
it  by  no  means  needs  the  indulgence  due  to  a  lirst 
attempt — is  founded  on  the  influence  exercised  by 
a  thoughtful,  right-hearted,  and  sympathetic  fem- 

inine character  on  a  disposition  naturally  impetu- 
ous and  jealous,  prone  to  self-absorption,  and  soured 

by  a  succession  of  almost  ruinous  disappointments. 
The  hero  is  a  man  of  great  energy  of  intellect  and 
will,  in  possession  of  ample  wealth,  of  a  nature  de- 

manding devoted  affection  and  sympathy,  but  with 
the  misfortune  of  having  lost  his  eye-sight  in  early 
manhood,  and  linding  none  in  his  immediate  fam- 

ily circle  from  whom  his  life-long  sorrow  could  re- 
ceive solace.  The  growth  of  a  tender  attachment 

between  him  and  an  admirable  young  maiden 
whom  a  rare  good  fortune  has  bi'ought  to  his  side 
forms  the  pivot  of  the  stor}-.  In  the  unfolding  of 
incident  and  the  delineation  of  character,  the  writer 
exhibits  both  originality  and  insight ;  and  without 
any  violation  of  the  natural  and  probable  sequence 
of  events,  imparts  perpetual  vivacity  and  interest 
to  the  narrative.  The  story  affords  a  promising 
augury  for  the  future  cai'eer  of  the  writer. 

The  History  of  Prostitution,  by  William  W. 
Sanger,  M.D.  (Published  by  Harper  and  Broth- 

ers.) The  resident  physician  of  Blackwell's  Island 

jOatirfu. 

has  here  collected  a  mass  of  information  on  one  of 
the  njost  prominent  Hocial  evils  of  the  civilize<l 

'  world,  in  the  form  of  a  Iti  jjort  to  the  Governors  of 
tlie  Alms-house  of  the  City  of  New  York.  lie  has 
treated  tlie  sul)ject  in  its  histori(,'al  relations,  as 
Avell  as  in  its  l)earings  on  puljlic  morals  and  hy- 

giene, and  has  brought  forward  a  variety  of  sug- 
gestions that  challenge  the  attention  of  the  polit- 

ical economist  no  less  than  of  the  philanthropist. 
Tlie  Ci  smopolitan  A  rt  Joiavial  commences  its 

third  volume  with  the  Number  for  December.  It 
fully  maintains  its  high  character  as  a  record  of 
art  and  literature.  In  typography  and  illustration 
it  is  admirable,  and  in  its  literary  character  will 
compare  fiivorably  with  any  journal  pul^lished  in 
this  country.  The  A  rt  Jouriud  is  furnished  gratis 
to  subscribers  to  the  "Cosmopolitan  Art  Associa- 

tion."   (Published  at  olS  Broadway,  New  York.) 
Wells's  Natural  Philosophy.  Our  notice  of  this 

book  in  the  last  nund)er  of  the  ̂ lagazine  has  elic- 
ited from  the  author  a  second  reply,  which,  al- 

though prolix  and  containing  much  irrelevant 
matter,  Ave  nevertheless  insert  without  abridg- 

ment.   The  following  is  the  author's  reply  : 
"  To  the  Editor  of  Jlarj^er's  Magazine : 
"Your  second  criticism  upon  'Wells's  I'hilosophy,' 

occupying  nearly  four  columns  of  your  November  Num- 
ber, by  its  renewed  charges  of  error  and  incompetency, 

requires,  as  indeed  it  in  terms  cliallenges,  a  reply.  As 
we  can  not  expect  suflicient  space  in  your  colunms  for  a 
full  discussion  of  all  the  points  cited  by  the  critir,  wc 
shall  take  up  the  most  important,  and  treat  them  as 
briefly  as  tlie  nature  of  the  subject  will  allov,-. 

"And  first,  as  to  the  corrections  alluded  to  in  our  last. 
They  were  made  in  the  plates  of  the  book,  as  tlien  stated, 
before  the  appearance  of  your  criticism.  I'robably  an earlier  edition  of  the  book  was  sent  you  by  mistake. 

"1.  IIuRiiiCANES. — The  critic  charges  that  the  state- 
ment of  the  '  I'liilosophy,'  p.  2s6,  that,  'the  mass  of  air in  a  hurricane  is  driven  outicard  from  tiie  centre  toward 

the  margin,'  is  erroneous.  As  the  critic  here  contravenes an  almodt  universally  accredited  principle,  it  would  have 
been  more  appropriate  for  hivi  to  support  his  position, 
than  to  call  on  us  to  defend  ours.  lie  might  as  well 
'challenge  us  to  make  good"  a  huncb-ed  other  acknowl- edged principles  in  physics.  In  support  of  our  position 
we  refer  him  to  the  writings  of  Eeid  and  lledficld,  pa.s- 
sim.  So  also  Brocklesby,  in  his  '  Meteorology,'  p.  53-51), ed.  of  1S5S,  after  stating  that  luuTicanes  are  rotary 
storms,  says:  '  If  the  hurricane  is  a  vast  whirlwind,  the atmosphere  constituting  the  body  of  the  storm  will  be 
driven  outward  from  the  centre  toward  the  margin,  just 
as  water  in  a  pail  which  is  made  to  revolve  rapidly  files 
from  the  centre,  and  swells  up  at  the  sides.'  Brocklesby continues  to  discuss  this  principle,  .and  concludes  with 
the  assertion  that  'amid  all  the  2)hcnome7ia  of  storms, 
no  fact  is  better  established  than  this,  that  an  extraordi- 
narij  dej)ression  of  the  barometer,  in  tropical  climates,  is 
a  sure  forerunner  of  a  hurricane.'' "2.  Capillary  Piienomf-xa.—' Wells's  Philosophy' asserts  that,  in  capillary  phenomena,  glass  re2)cls  mer- 

cury, and  attracts  water.  The  critic,  without  noticing 
that  we  were  discussing  capillary  phenomena,  says  that 
'  the  attraction  of  glass  for  mercury  is./Vo*  stronger  than 
its  attraction  for  Avater;'  and,  in  support  of  liis  position, cites  the  experiment  of  lifting  a  horizontal  plate  of  glass 
from  the  surfaces  of  mercury  and  water  respectively. 
We  admit  that  more  force  is  required  to  lift  the  glass 
from  the  mercury  than  from  the  water;  but  tliis  experi- 

ment is  not  to  the  point,  as  other  principles  are  involved 
in  it.  It  is  a  universally  admitted  fact  that  when  a  plate 
of  glass,  or  a  glass  tube,  is  plunged  vertically  in  mercury 
and  in  water,  respectively,  the  surface  of  the  mercury 
next  the  glass  is  deprcsseii,  and  the  surface  of  the  water 
is  elevated.  The  critic  can  not  deny  that  this  is  the  re- 

sult.    Now,  as  to  the  principle  involved  in  it.  The 
i  '  Encyclopedia  Britannica,'  last  edition,  says :  '  In  a  cap- illary tube  the  greatest  depression  will  take  place  when 
\  a  solid  has  no  attraction  for  the  particles  of  the  fiuid.' I  Any  amount  of  testimony  might  be  quoted  in  support  of 

j  our  position-. I  "  3.  Colors. — Upon  the  question,  '  What  color  will  be 
produced  by  mixing  powders  of  the  seven  colors?'  the 
critic's  attack  is,  after  all,  upon  the  author's  expression 
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relative  to  a  small  variation  in  the  shade  of  color.  The 
'  Philosophy'  says  it  is  not  white  or  grayish  white. 
Against  this  the  critic  cites  half  a  column  from  Sir  Isaac Newton,  stating  that  tlie  color  thus  produced  is  a  dusky, 
obscure'  dark  white,  such  as  might  arise  from  a  mixture 
of  lohite  and  black.  Sir  Isaac  Newton  further  states  that it  was  only  under  peculiarly  arranged  circumstances  as 
to  full  sunlight  through  an  open  window,  and  at  a  dis- 

tance of  12  to  IS  feet,  that  the  mixture  appeared  white. 
Furthermore,  Robert  Hunt,  'Physic<,'  page  408,  says: '  It  is  very  common  in  books  of  science  to  find  it  stated 
that  by  mixing  powders  of  the  colors  of  the  rays  of  light, 
a  gray,  approaching  to  white,  is  produced ;  this  is  an  er- 

ror which  has  been"  again  and  again  repeated,  evidently without  examination.  A  neutral  lavender  may  be  form- 
ed ;  but  the  usual  result  is  a  deep  brown — with  some  col- 

ors an  absolute  black — but  never  any  advance  toward 
whiteness.'  The  author  has  only  to  add  that  actual  ex- 

periment, as  ordinarily  performed,  shows  the  result  to 
be,  not  white,  but  a  dark  gray,  or  dirty  brown :  and  yet 
this  is  what  the  critic  terras  '  a  dignified  rebuke  to  Sir 
Isaac  Newton'  (whose  name,  however,  is  not  alluded  to 
in  the  book  in  that  connection),  and  a  'glaring  and  fun- 

damental error.' "4.  CoMrLKMENTARY  CoLOES.— The  critic  says  the 
following  is  '•absurd  in  theorj',  as  well  as  false  in  fact,' viz.  :  '  Each  color  of  the  solar  ray  has  its  complementary 
color ;  for  if  it  be  not  white  it  is  deficient  in  certain  rays 
that  would  aid  in  producing  white;  and  these  absent 
rays  compose  its  complementary  color.  The  law  of  com- 

plementary colors  is  this:  The  coviplementary  color  is  al- 
ways half  tlie  spectrum.  Thus  if  we  take  half  the  length 

of  the  spectrum  by  a  pair  of  compasses,  and  fix  one  leg 
on  any  color,  the  other  leg  will  fall  upon  its  complement- 

ary color,  or  upon  the  one  which,  added  to  the  first,  will 
produce  white  light.' 
"Now  compare  this  'absurd'  and  'false'  passage  with 

the  language  of  Sir  David  13rewster  (see  Brewster's  '  Op- 
tics,' last  English  edition,  p.  431),  which  is  as  follows: 

'In  order  to  find  the  accidental  color  of  any  color  in  the 
spectrum,  take  half  the  length  of  the  spectrum  in  a  pair 
of  compasses,  and  setting  one  foot  in  the  color  whose  ac- 

cidental color  is  required,  the  other  will  fall  upon  the 
accidental  color.  If  the  primitive  color  is  reduced  to 
the  same  degree  of  intensity  as  the  accidental  color,  we 
shall  find  that  one  is  the  complement  of  the  other,  or 
what  the  other  wants  to  make  it  white  light;  that  is,  the 
primitive  and  the  accidental  colors,  when  mixed  together, 
make  white  light.'  May  we  not,  therefore,  adopt  the 
language  of  the  critic,  and  retort  that  he  '  administers  a 
dignified  rebuke'  to  Sir  David  Brewster 
"Now  it  docs  not  meet  this  point  to  say  that  'Sir Isaac  Newton  says  that  no  two  colors  of  the  spectrum 

combined  will  form  white  light;'  for  we  have  never  said that  they  would.  But  we  said  that  two  com2)lementary 
colors  combined  produce  white.  Of  course  one  of  two 
complementary  colors  in  the  spectrum  is  always  formed 
by  tlie  combination  of  two  others,  as  orange,  which  is  the 
complementary  color  of  blue,  is  formed  by  the  overlap- 

ping of  red  and  yellow.  To  put  the  point  more  specific- 
ally: Will  the  critic  deny  that  tlie  red  of  the  spectrum, 

added  to  its  complementary  color,  bluish-green,  will 
make  white  light?  or  that  blue,  added  to  orange-red, will  produce  wiiite? 

"5.  Concave  IMieeoks.— It  is  stated  in  the  'Philos- 
ophy' that  'the  general  effect  of  concave  mirrors  is  to 

produce  an  image  larger  than  the  object.'  The  critic twice  insinuates  that  this  is  erroneous,  yet  does  not  deny 
it  specifically,  since  the  experience  of  every  one  who  has 
ever  used  a  magnifying  toilet-glass  would  refute  him. It  does  not  affect  the  truth  of  our  statement  to  show  that 
this  effect  is  not  produced  when  the  rays  proceed  from  a 
distant  body,  as  in  the  case  of  the  reflecting  telescope. 
Furthermore,  this  very  jwint  is  fully  discussed  and  ex- 

plained in  the  '  Philosophy,'  in  immediate  connection 
with  the  general  statement  first  quoted,  and  it  is  also  il- 

lustrated by  an  engraving.  We  ask,  Is  such  criticism fair? 
"6.  Vauiation  op  the  Compass.— We  are  charged 

with  a  grave  error  in  asserting  tliat  'there  are  two  lines 
of  no  variation'  (i.  e.  of  the  needle).  '  These  two  lines,' 
says  the  critic,  '  unquestionably  form  one  continuous  line 
surrounding  the  globe.  It  is  true  that  in  the  neighbor- 

hood of  either  pole  this  line  has  not  been  traced.'  So then,  according  to  his  own  admission,  the  connection  at 
either  pole  can  not  be  affirmed ;  and  the  statement  of  the 
hook  is  therefore  fully  justified  by  the  fact.  It  is  also 
justified  by  the  language  of  almost  every  reputable 
writer  on  the  subject — the  two  lines  being  invariably 
designated  as  the  eastern  and  western,  or  the  American 
and  Asiatic  lines  of  no  variation.  See  Draper,  Karris, 
Hunt,  Brando,  'Encyc.  Useful  Aj-ts,'  and  'Encyclopedia 
Britannica,  last  edition.' 

"We  now  wish  to  call  special  attention  to  the  charge 
immediately  following  the  above,  viz. :  '  lie  (Mr.  VV.) 
also  says  the  eastern  line  of  no  variation  begins  in  the 
White  Sea,  descending  south  until  it  reaches  the  latitude 
of  71°.  Now  according  to  our  map  no  part  of  the  White 
Sea  extends  so  far  north  as  G9°.  Will  Mr.  Wells  explain 
to  us  how  far  south  one  must  travel  from  09°  N.  latitude 
before  he  reaches 71°  N.  latitude?' "  So  much  for  the  charge,  to  which  we  reply  that  there 
is  in  the  book  no  ground  whatever  for  the  gross  imputa- 

tion of  ignorance  of  geography  which  the  critic  makes. 
The  text  reads  as  follows :  '  The  eastern  line  of  no  vari- 

ation begins  on  the  north  in  the  White  Sea,  makes  a 
great  semicircle,  descending  south,  until  it  reaches  the 
latitude  of  71°.  It  then  passes  along  the  Sea  of  Japan,' 
etc.  It  is  thus  apparent  that  the  'descending  south' 
qualifies  the  expression  'a  great  semicircle'  (ivhich  Jtas 
been  singularly  omilted  by  the  critic),  and  is  intended  to 
indicate  the  direction  of  the  curvature,  as  is  obvious  from 
the  succeeding  reference  to  the  continuation  of  the  line 
in  the  Sea  of  Japan.  In  other  words,  the  equivalent  of 
the  text  is,  that  the  line  of  no  variation  stretches  from 
the  White  Sea  to  the  parallel  of  71°,  and  that  the  course of  the  line  is  circular,  m  ith  a  curvature  descending  south. 
Moreover,  the  identical  words  which  Ave  used  occur  in 
Hunt's  'Physics,'  p.  319,  last  London  edition;  also  see 
'  Encyclopedia  Britannica,'  last  London  edition,  vol.  xiv., 
p.  49.  Will  the  critic  deny  that  there  is  such  a  semicir- 

cular line,  beginning  in  the  White  Sea,  curving  down- 
ward, and  then  reaching  np  to  latitude  71°  ?  Why  the misquotation  on  the  part  of  the  critic? 

"  The  criticism  upon  the  statement  on  page  42S  is founded  on  an  erroneous  quotation  of  part  of  a  sentence 
dissevered  from  its  conclusion,  and  entirely  altering  the 
meaning  of  the  text,  as  any  reader  will  perceive  by  re- 

ferring to  the  entire  passage.  The  critic's  innuendo  is, that  the  author  ignored  the  fact  or  degree  of  the  varia- 
tion of  the  compass;  yet  the  identical  sentence  quoted 

from,  while  stating  the  general  correctness  of  the  needle 
for  ordinary  purposes  (instancing  wanderers  who  had  lost 
their  way),  closes  with  the  caution  that  '/or  more  accu- 
rate  2)ur'poses  it  is  necessary  to  apply  a  rule  of  correction.^ Moreover,  the  context  for  several  pages  immediately  pre- 

ceding is  devoted  to  the  explanation,  nature,  degree, 
and  rule  of  variation. 

"7.  Si'iiEKiCAL  AiJEREATiON. — The  critic  says,  'Mr. 
W.'s  statement  respecting  spherical  aberration  shows 
that  he  has  no  clear  ideas'  on  the  subject.  The  'Philos- 

ophy' states  that  the  spherical  aberration  of  a  kns  is  ow- 
ing to  '  a  difference  in  the  convergence  of  the  rays  coming 

from  the  centre  and  the  edges  of  the  lens.'  The  critic 
says,  '  This  is  entirely  erroneous.'  [This  is  not  the  state- ment which  the  critic  pronounced  erroneous. — Ei).]  Now 
Brewster's  'Optics,'  last  London  edition,  p.  52,  defines 
spherical  aberration  to  be  due  to  the  fact  that  'the  rays nearest  the  axis  (centre)  of  the  lens  are  refracted  to  a 
focus  more  remote  than  those  which  are  incident  at  a  dis- 

tance from  the  axis'  (that  is,  nearer  the  edges).  Is  Sir 
David  Brewster  also  '  entirely  erroneous?'  And  as  to  the use  of  a  concave  screen  as  a  familiar  illustration  of  a 
mode  of  correcting  the  aberration,  we  aver  that  it  is  not 
only  perfectly  legitimate,  but  often  used  in  lectures; 
though  it  is  not,  nor  have  we  alleged  that  it  is,  the  ordi- 

nary practical  way.  On  the  contrai-y,  the  text  expressly says,  in  the  same  connection,  that  spherical  aberrations 
are  practically  overcome  by  a  combination  of  lenses  of 
different  refracting  powers. 

"  If  the  critic  should  desii-e  to  continue  the  discussion, 
we  will  cheerfully  take  up  the  other  points  noticed  by him.  D.  A.  W. 

"  Octoler  27,  1858." 

Upon  receipt  of  the  preceding  comrnnnication  we 
again  requested  the  publishers  to  furnish  us  a  copy 
of  the  lad  edition  of  Mr.  Wells's  book,  and  a  copy 
was  immediately  sent  us.  We  have  compared  this 
copy  ̂ vith  the  former  editions  of  the  same  work,  and 
find  that  the  passage  on  page  61,  which  we  have 
heretofore  criticised,  has  been  changed  so  as  to 
read  as  follows:  "A  pendulum  that  will  vibrate 
once  in  nine  seconds  must  have  a  length  of  81/<3e^ 

greater  thnn  one  vibrating  once  in  one  second.''^  Now a  pendulum  vibrating  once  in  one  second  is  less 
than  four  feet  in  length.  Hence  a  pendulum  vi- 

brating once  in  nine  seconds  must  be  less  than  85 
feet  in  length.  This  result  is  too  small  by  nearly 
two  hundred  feet.  We  recommend  to  Mr.  W.  to 

"peck  his  flint  and  try  it  again." 
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Mr.  W.  has  replied  to  seven  of  our  criticisms,  1 
anil  we  will  review  them  in  order.  i 

1.  IluuHicAMis, — In  our  September  number  we 
challenged  Mr.  W.  to  name  a  single  example  of  a 
violent  storm  in  which  the  general  motion  of  the 
air  was  outicard  from  the  centre  of  the  storm  ;  we 
did  not  challenge  him  to  state  from  what  author  he 
borrowed  his  paragraph.  It  will  be  observed  that 
Professor  H.'s  statement  is  hypothetical,  beginning 
with  an  if.  ]\Ir.  W.'s  statement  is  absolute,  and 
omits  the  "  if."  The  question  at  issue  between  IMr. 
W.  and  ourselves  is  a  simple  question  of  fact. 
Docs  the  mass  of  air  which  constitutes  the  body  of 
a  violent  storm  move  outioard  from  the  centre  to- 

ward the  margin.?  Mow  numerous  observations 
have  been  collected  respecting  a  large  number  of 
storms,  and  the  direction  of  the  wind  at  each  sta- 

tion has  been  exhibited  by  an  arrow  upon  a  map, 
from  which  we  are  able  to  see  at  a  glance  whether 
the  air  tends  outward  from  the  centre.  Mr.  Espy's 
Report  on  Meteorology,  in  18-13,  contains  more  than 
twenty  such  charts,  and  in  nearly  all  avc  see  a  prev- 

alent tendency  of  the  wind  inward,  toward  the  cen- 
tre of  a  violent  storm ;  and  in  no  case  do  we  find 

any  general  tendency  outward.  The  same  tend- 
ency is  distinctly  seen  in  the  storms  investigated 

by  Redfield  and  Reid.  Although  both  of  them  con- 
tend that  the  air  moves  in  circles  around  the  centre 

of  a  violent  storm,  and,  therefore,  that  there  is  no 
tendency  either  outward  or  inward,  yet  the  ob- 

servations which  they  have  themselves  collected 
show  a  prevalent  tendency  inward  rather  that  out- 

ward ;  and  we  have  never  yet  seen  observations  of 
a  single  violent  storm  which  indicated  any  general 
movement  outward  from  the  point  of  least  baro- 

metric pressure. 
2.  CapillaryPhenomena.— As  Mr.  W.  appears 

to  be  groping  sadly  iu  the  dark  respecting  capillary 
attraction,  we  will  give  him  the  results  of  Laplace's 
demonstrations  as  developed  in  the  "  Mecanique  Ce- 

leste," vol.  iv.,  p.  693-4.  If  the  attraction  of  an 
open  glass  tube  for  a  liquid  be  exactly  one  half  the 
attraction  of  the  particles  of  the  liquid  for  each  oth- 

er, the  surface  of  the  liquid  in  the  tube  will  be 
horizontal.  If  the  attraction  of  the  glass  for  the 
liquid  be  greater  than  half  the  attraction  of  the 
liquid  for  itself,  the  liquid  will  be  elevated  in  the 
tube,  and  its  surface  will  be  concave ;  if  less  than 
hair,  the  liquid  will  be  depressed,  and  its  surface 
will  be  convex.  The  statement  which  Mr.  W. 
copies  from  the  "Encyclopedia  Britannica"  is  in 
entire  accordance  Avith  Laplace.  If  glass  had  no 
attraction  for  mercury,  the  depression  would  un- 

questionably be  greater  than  what  we  now  ob- 
serve ;  but  neither  here  nor  in  Laplace  will  he  find 

any  countenance  for  his  doctrine  that  glass  reikis 
mercury. 

3.  Colors.— In  our  September  number  we  stat- 
ed :  "  At  the  bottom  of  i)age  327  Mr.  W.  administers 

a  dignified  rebuke  to  Sir  Isaac  Newton."  The  fol- 
lowing is  a  simple  statement  of  the  facts.  Newton, 

in  Ihs  "  Optics,"  says  that  by  mixing  powders  of 
the  seven  different  colors  he  has  often  produced  a 
gr(tyish-tchite  mixture;  and  he  contends  that  this 
was  a  true  white,  requiring  only  sufficient  illumina- 

tion to  render  it  as  white  as  a  sheet  of  the  whitest 
paper.  Mr.  W.  says  "this  is  not  the  fact."  We therefore  feel  that  Sir  Isaac  Newton  has  been  re- 

buked. If  the  passage  in  question  were  original 
with  Mr.  W.  Ave  should  admire  him  for  his  bold- 

ness ;  but  it  seems,  from  his  own  account,  that  the 
passage  was  borrowed. 
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4.  CoMi'LKMKNTAUY  C<»Loits. — Mr.  W.  has  con- 
trived to  envelop  the  .subject  of  complementar}' 

colors  in  a  fog  which  we  will  endeavor  to  clear  up. 
One  color  is  said  to  be  complementary  to  another 
when  the  two,  if  combined  together,  would  form 
Avliite  light.  Now  if  we  wish  to  know  what  color 
is  conij)lcmcntar^'  to  a  given  color  (suppose  tlio 
middle  ray  of  the  red  part  of  the  solar  spectrum), 
we  have  but  to  coniijinc  together  all  the  othtr 
rays  of  the  spectrum ;  and  this  may  be  done  by 
transmitting  them  through  an  achromatic  lens. 
A\'e  shall  lind  that  the  rays  in  question,  thus 
combined,  form  a  peculiar  bluish-green.  The  com- 
plementury  color  of  red  is  therefore  a  peculiar 
bluish-green;  but  this  color  does  not  correspond 
to  that  of  any  single  portion  of  the  solar  spec- 

trum, although  its  predominant  tint  is  found  iu  that 
part  of  the  spectrum  wliich  is  intermediate  between 
the  blue  and  green.  AVe  will  then  give  a  categor- 

ical ansAvcr  to  jMr.  W.'s  pointed  question.  The 
red  of  the  spectrum,  added  to  that  part  of  the  spec- 

trum Avhich  is  intermediate  between  the  blue  and 
green,  and  which  is  distant  from  the  lirst  color  by 
half  the  length  of  the  spectrum,  will  not  produce 
white  light,  but  the  mixture  will  have  a  ruddy  tint. 

There  is  no  discrepancy  between  our  views  and 
those  of  IkcAvster.  Rrewster  wrote  his  "  Optics" 
professedly-  for  popular  readers ;  and  in  the  chap- 

ter from  which  Mr.  W.'s  quotation  is  made,  he  was 
treating  of  accidental  colors,  which  arc  always  ex- 

tremely faint,  and  he  gives  a  rule  which  is  suf- 
ficiently exact  for  indicating  what  color  is  acci- 

dental to  any  given  color;  but  Avhen  Ave  compare 
together  the  brilliant  tints  of  the  solar  spectrum  Ave 
need  a  more  exact  definition  of  complementary  col- 

ors, and  Mi:  W.'s  error  arose  from  substituting  the 
Avord  "complementary"  Avliere  BrcAvster  Avrote 
"accidental."  Mr.  ̂ y.'s  statement  that  ̂ Hhc  com- 

plementary color  is  always  half  the  spectrum''  is  ar- rant nonsense. 
5.  Concave  Mirroks. — The  image  formed  in 

the  focus  of  a  concave  mirror  may  be  loss  or  greater 
than  the  object,  according  to  the  distance  of  the 
object  from  the  mirror.  In  most  cases  Avliere  a  con- 

cave mirror  is  employed  in  optical  instruments,  the 
image  is  less  than  the  object.  It  is  not  true  that 
the  general  cfTcct  is  to  produce  an  image  larger 
than  the  object. 

6.  Variation  of  the  Compass. — We  do  no'  ad- 
mit that  it  is  in  any  respect  doubtful  that  the  Amer- 

ican line  of  no  \'ariation  is  continuous  Avith  the 
Asiatic  line.  In  the  North  Atlantic  ocean  the  A-ari- 
ation  of  the  needle  is  Avesterly  ;  in  the  North  Pacific 
ocean  it  is  easterly.  Suppose,  then,  a  traveler 
starts  from  the  North  Atlantic,  and  goes  by  the 
North  Pole  into  the  North  Pacitic,  he  goes  from  a 
region  Avhere  the  \'ariation  is  Avestcrly  into  a  re- 

gion Avhere  the  A-ariation  is  easterly  ;  and  this  can 
only  happen  by  passing  over  a  line  Avhcre  the  va- riation is  zero.  The  American  and  Asiatic  lines  of 
no  A'ariation,  therefore,  certainly  form  portions  of 
one  continuous  line  surrounding  the  glol)e.  W'c  do 
not  object  to  the  expressions  "  American  and  Asi- 

atic lines  of  no  variation,"  but  Ave  do  object  to  the absurd  idea  that  these  lines  are  distinct  and  dis- 
continuous. 

Mr.  W,  contends  that  in  his  description  of  the 
eastern  line  of  no  variation,  the  Avords  "descending 
south"  are  to  be  read  parenthetically,  and  are  not 
to  be  connected  Avith  the  words  "until  it  reaches 
the  latitude  of  Tl'',"  Avhich  immediately  succeed. 
We  candidly  admit  that  this  interpretation  never 
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occurred  to  us  until  we  read  Mr.  W.'s  reply,  and 
v/e  must  regard  his  language  as  laboriousl}'  ob- 

scure. Tlie  entire  description  of  the  line  of  no  va- 
riation is  singularly  infelicitous,  and  is  none  the  : 

better  because  it  was  borrowed.  AVe  would  ask  for 
no  other  test  of  the  obscurity  of  this  description  than 
that  a  dozen  pupils  should  each  be  furnished  with 
a  map  of  the  world,  and  be  required  to  trace  the 
lines  of  no  variation  from  the  description  here 
given.  We  had  supposed  that  our  difficulty  in 
understanding  this  passage  arose  from  some  typo- 

graphical error,  and  that  the  error  probably  con- 
sisted in  the  number  71°.  According  to  the  mag- 

netic maps  of  Barlow  and  Berghaus  the  line  of  no 
variation  north  of  Japan  does  not  extend  as  high 
as  latitude  71°. 

7.  SniEKiCAi.  Aberration. — The  error  in  Mr. 
"W.'s  book  consists  in  his  statement  that  an  image 
may  be  rendered  perfect— that  is,  free  from  spheric- 

al aberration — by  making  the  screen  concave.  We 
assert  not  only  that  this  is  not  the  ordinary  prac- 

tical way  of  correcting  spherical  aberration,  but 
that,  even  with  a  concave  screen,  the  image  can 
not  be  made  perfect ;  and  we  consider  it  sufficient 
to  state  that  in  an  astronomical  telescope,  when 
the  object  is  a  mere  point  (as  in  the  case  of  a  fixed 
star),  the  image,  which  should  be  a  mere  point,  is 
nevertheless  rendered  indistinct  by  spherical  aber- 
ration. 

It  thus  appears  that  Mr.  W.  has  failed  to  show 
the  inaccui'acy  of  a  single  one  of  the  criticisms  con- 

tained in  our  September  number.  In  that  notice 
we  remarked  that,  "during  a  hasty  perusal,  we 
had  marked  over  a  hundred  errors,  few  of  which 
could  be  charged  to  the  carelessness  of  the  print- 

er." This  statement  was  not  a  rhetorical  flourish, 
nor  Avas  it  made  at  random.  -In  proof  of  this  we 
will  briefly  indicate  a  few  more  errors  in  the  "  Phi- 

losophy," confining  ourselves  to  the  last  edition  fur- 
nislied  us  by  the  publishers. 

On  page  23  Mr.  W.  says  that  "steel,  India- 
rubber,  and  ivory,  are  specially  elastic ;  while 
glass  and  lead  are  elastic  in  a  limited  degree." 
We  will  inform  Mr.  W.  that  glass  approaches  near- 

er to  perfect  elasticity  than  steel,  ivory,  or  India- rubber. 

i)n  page  58  he  informs  us  that  "  the  escapement- 
wheel  of  a  clock  commonly  has  GO  teHli.''^  We have  often  examined  escapement-wheels,  and  have 
never  found  more  than  30  teelh. 

On  page  59  he  says,  "The  sum  of  the  momenta 
of  all  the  portions  of  a  pendulum  rod  on  each  side 
of  the  centre  of  oscillation  will  be  equal;"  and  on 
page  G5  lie  informs  us  in  what  sense  the  word  mo- 

mentum is  to  be  taken.  Now,  not  to  insist  upon 
the  impropriet}'  of  employing  a  scientific  princi- 

ple which  is  only  explained  in  a  subsequent  part 
of  the  l)ook  (a  fault  which  we  have  repeatedly  no- 

ticed in  this  work),  we  remark  that  the  above 
statement  respecting  tl)e  centre  of  oscillation  is  m- 
t'lrdij  erroneous.  Tlie  momenta  on  o])posite  sides of  this  point  <\re  not  equal. 

On  page  120  he  confounds  the  f^prinrjing  of  an 
arch  with  an  abutment !  On  page  123  he  states  the 
average  depth  of  the  ocean  at  3000  feet,  or  about 
half  a  viik' ! 

On  page  198  he  says,  "An  echo  in  a  building 
near  Milan,  Italy,  is  said  to  repeat  a  loud  sound 
audibly."  This  statement  is  so  incredible  as  to  ex- 

cite our  unqualified  amazement ! 
On  page  226  he  says,  "  Air  is  not  heated  to  any 

extent  by  the  direct  rays  of  the  sun."    If  Mr.  W. 

will  refer  to  thePeport  of  the  British  Scientific  As- 
sociation for  1840,  p.  64,  he  will  find  proof  that 

more  than  one  fourth  of  the  sun's  rays  are  absorb- 
ed by  the  atmosphere  when  they  traverse  it  verti- 

cally, and  a  much  greater  portion  when  they  trav- 
erse it  obliquely. 

On  page  228  he  says,  "  Iron  wire  increases  only 
■^Jtj  in  bulk  when  heated  from  zero  of  the  ther- 

mometer up  to  212."  This  statement  contains  at 
least  two  errors.  Instead  of  zero  it  should  read 
32°  ;  and  instead  of  hulk  it  should  read  length.  The increase  in  bulk  is  three  times  the  increase  in 
length. 

On  page  263  he  sa3'S,  "  In  summer  time,  when  no 
fire  is  made  in  the  chimney,  the  column  of  air  in  it 
is  generall}'  at  a  highfr  temperature  than  the  ex- 

ternal air."  If  this  statement  is  true  may  we  not 
conclude  that  in  winter,  when  fire  is  inade  in  the 
chimney,  the  column  of  air  in  it  should  be  at  a 
lower  temperature  than  the  exteriial  air? 

On  page  279  he  informs  us  that  "Arabia  and 
Persia  lie  u-cst  of  the  great  desert  of  Africa  !'' 

On  jnige  282  he  sa^'S,  '■''TIiq  general  direction  of the  wind  is  from  tracts  of  ocean  toward  tracts  of 
land."  The  direction  of  the  wind  is  sometimes 
from  ocean  to  land,  and  sometimes  the  reverse. 
There  is  no  propriety  in  calling  either  of  them  the 
general  direction. 

On  page  290  he  says,  "The  majority  of  shooting 
stars  appear  to  emanate  from  a  point  in  the  con- 

stellation Leo."  This  remark  is  only  true  of  a 
particular  season  of  the  year.  At  other  seasons 
of  the  year  the  majority  of  shooting  stars  emanate 
from  a  very  diflTerent  part  of  the  heavens. 

On  page  317  he  represents  it  as  peculiar  to  the 
undulatory  theoiy  of  light  that  "  refraction  is  due 
to  an  alteration  in  the  velocity  with  which  a  ray 
of  light  travels."  Kow  it  is  a  fact,  conceded  by 
(hose  who  reject  the  undulatory  theory  of  light  as 
well  as  by  those  who  adopt  it,  that  light  experi- 

ences a  change  of  velocit}'  in  passing  from  a  rarer 
to  a  denser  medium.  This  supposition,  then,  is  by 
no  means  peculiar  to  the  undulatory  theory. 

On  page  321  he  says,  "I he  focal  distance  of  a double  convex  lens  is  equal  to  the  radius  of  the 
sphere  of  which  the  lens  is  a  portion."  This  is 
only  true  of  a  lens  made  of  a  substance  whose  in- 

dex of  refraction  is  1*5,  Avhicli  is  nearly  true  of 
crown  glass  ;  but  with  flint  glass  or  diamond  the 
focal  length  is  very  diflerent. 

On  page  327  he  informs  us  that  "  rays  of  light, 
when  onre  refracted  l)y  a  prism,  are  not  capable  of 
being  refracted  again."  This  doctrine  is  certainly 
novel,  and  we  must  believe  original  with  the  au- 
thor. 

On  page  353  he  informs  us  that  "  convex  lenses 
remedy  long-sightedness,  by  increasing  the  con- 
rergence  of  rays  of  light  passing  throutih  them." 
No  distinct  image  can  be  formed  upon  the  retina 
by  means  of  convergmt  rays,  even  with  the  assist- 

ance of  a  convex  lens. 
We  have  thus  devoted  to  Mr.  W.'s  book  an 

amount  of  space  to  Avhich  its  importance  does  not 
entitle  it.  Mr.  AV.'s  publishers  have  advertised 
that  "  Professors  Bache  and  Henrj'-  have  certified 
to  his  peculiar  qualifications  for  writing  a  text- 

book on  Natural  Philosophy."  If  either  Professor 
Bache  or  Professor  Henry  will  give  liis  opinion 
that  any  one  of  our  criticisms  is  erroneous,  we  will 
cheerfully  make  room  for  its  insertion  in  our  Mag- 

azine ;  otherwise  we  must  decline  publishing  any 
thing  further  on  this  subject. 



piJMPSEs  OF  TiiH  ami:im(:an  i  i  rrui:. 
VX  — I'rol'essor  Giiyot,  in  his  celelirated  work  en- 

titled '-Earth  and  Man,"  brings  out  prominently 
the  great  tact  that  America  is  destined  to  lie  the 
continent  of  the  future.  The  geographical  march 
of  civilization,  according  to  his  view,  points  to  the 
New  World  as  the  scene  for  the  full  and  linal  de- 

velopment of  humanity.  A  more  beautiful  and 
instructive  argument,  so  far  as  the  science  of  phys- 

ical geography  is  concerned,  has  never  been  pre- 
sented to  the  public  mind.  The  following  para- 
graph, taken  from  the  closing  pages  of  his  volume, 

■will  furnish  the  reader  -with  an  idea  of  his  theory, 
viz.  :  "Asia,  Europe,  and  North  America  are  the 
three  grand  stages  of  humanity  in  its  march  through 
the  ages.  Asia  is  the  cradle,  where  man  passed 
his  infancy  under  the  authority  of  law,  and  where 
he  learned  his  dependence  upon  a  sovereign  mas- 

ter. Europe  is  the  school  where  his  youth  was 
trained,  where  he  waxed  in  strength  and  knowl- 

edge, grew  to  manhood,  and  learned  at  once  his  lil)- 
erty  and  his  moral  responsibility.  America  is  the 
theatre  of  his  activity  during  the  period  of  man- 

hood ;  the  land  where  he  applies  and  practices  all 
he  has  learned,  brings  into  action  all  the  forces  he 
has  acquired,  and  where  he  is  still  to  learn  that 
the  entire  development  of  his  being  and  his  own 
happiness  are  possible  only  by  willing  obedience 
to  the  laws  of  his  Maker,"  The  sound  principle  is 
laid  down  and  amply  illustrated  that  "the  entire 
physical  creation  corresponds  to  the  moral  crea- 

tion, and  is  only  to  be  explained  by  it."  Agree- 
ably to  this  law  the  western  (ifjntinent,  "founded 

on  a  plan  widely  departing  from  Asia-Europe," 
is  characterized  by  "simplicity  and  unity,"  and 
by  "  its  vast  extents,  its  fruitful  plains,  its  num- 

berless rivers,  the  prodigious  facility  of  communi- 
cation, nowhere  impeded  by  serious  obstacles,  its 

oceanic  position,"  is  pi-e-eminently  fitted  to  be  a 
"most  magnificent  theatre"  for  the  consummation 
of  human  history. 

With  these  views,  so  forcibly  and  eloquently 
expressed  by  the  learned  author,  we  most  heartily 
sympathize.  Coming  to  us  from  a  science  that,  a 
centur}'  since,  Avas  not  known — a  science  present- 

ing such  illustrious  men  as  Humboldt  and  j\Iaury 
among  its  laborers  and  expounders,  they  are  the 
more  welcome  from  the  fact  that  they  are  the  in- 

dependent results  of  manly  thinking,  learned  from 
intelligent  communion  with  nature  as  nature  is  re- 

vealed in  the  light  of  God.  They  serve  no  artifi- 
cial theory.  They  have  no  taint  of  partisanship. 

Statesmanship  and  diplomacy  have  not  concocted 
them  as  expedients  to  sanction  conquest  and  rob- 

bery. But  b}'  silent,  patient,  earnest  workers  in 
the  vast  realms  of  God's  power  and  wisdom,  the}' have  been  slowly  and  carefully  wrought  out  for  the 
thought  and  hope  of  humanity.  Nor  can  we  with- 

hold the  uttei-ance  that  to  us,  moving  on  the  busy 
arena  of  life,  and  blessed  with  few  pauses  in  the 
struggle  and  battle  of  tlie  world,  there  is  some- 

thing sublime  in  this  deciphering  of  the  prophetic 
symbols  long  ago  stamped  on  the  mountains  and 
prairies,  the  forests  and  mineral  beds,  of  this  great 
continent,  Propliets  are  no  more.  The  last  of  the 
inspired  race  was  the  Apostle  of  Love,  as  if  it  were 
needful  for  us  to  know  tliat  love,  in  closing  the 
volume  of  futurity,  left  us  the  assurance  of  a  contin- 

ued watchfulness,  an  eye  of  mercy,  a  hand  of  pro- 

tection over  the  interests  of  humanity.  I5ut  tliough 
propliets  are  gone  there  arc  prophfcics  loft  on  record 
in  iron  and  marlilc.  Over  tlie  length  and  breadth 
o{  continents,  and  far  down  in  ancient  strata,  and 
along  the  l)eds  of  majestic  rivers,  are  they  written 
in  a  language  tiiat  was  not  confused  at  Habel,  and 
requires  no  "gift  of  tongues"  to  set  forth  its  meaning. 
Witnesses  arc  they  to  a  divine  wisdom  and  glory 
still  present  anu)ng  the  atl'airs  of  men,  ready  to  meet 
them  at  every  step  of  progress  toward  the  sover- 

eignty of  this  lower  creation,  arming  them  with 
new  vigor  for  new  victory,  and  assuring  them  in 
ever}'  doubtful  hour  of  the  awaiting  Certainties  of 
a  complete  and  perfected  triumph.  Who  shall  say, 
then,  that  science  is  a  secular  thing.''  Who  shall 
say  that  Newton  in  the  far  off  regions  of  the  heav- 

ens, Davy  over  his  safety-lamp.  Watt  with  his 
steam-engine,  Bowditch  among  the  stars,  Owen 
with  his  comparative  anatomy,  Kane  among  the 
Polar  icebergs,  or  ]Maury  with  the  Gulf  Stream, 
are  engaged  in  secular  work?  The  reproach  of 
materialism  is  always  ready  with  some  people  for 
men  of  science.  But  in  our  judgment  the  ideal  of 
science  is  as  divine  as  poetry  and  art.  It  is  doing 
God's  work.  It  is  magnifying  (Jod's  handiwork. 
Depreciated  as  they  are,  stigmatized  with  atheism 
and  pantheism,  the  true  men  of  science  are  bring- 

ing eveiy  year  the  attributes  of  God,  as  displayed 
in  the  material  universe,  more  vividly  and  impress- 

ively before  the  human  mind.  Never  have  the 
Psalms  of  David  had  such  a  commentator  as  Isaac 
Newton;  and  sometimes,  after  reading  the  Nine- 

teenth Psalm  and  similar  outlnirsts  of  poetic  praise, 
it  seems  to  us  that  we  hear  Newton,  as  he  returns 
from  a  remote  excursion  amidst  those  material  won- 

ders that  lie  almost  in  sight  of  God's  throne,  break- 
ing forth,  on  behalf  of  science,  in  response  to  the 

hymns  of  Israel's  rapt  monarch. 
Nor  are  those  prophecies  that  science  finds  in 

the  hills  and  valleys  the  only  exponents  of  coining 
ages.  The  future,  if  it  had  no  types  in  the  present, 
would  be  no  future.  It  is  nothing  more  than  the 
progress  of  the  race  according  to  a  preordained 
plan.  The  only  idea  wc  can  form  of  it  is,  that  the 
earth  will  be  a  nobler  abode  for  man,  and  man  a 
nobler  occupant  of  earth,  Avhile  both  shall  better 
symbolize  the  glory  of  God.  A  general  conception 
of  that  future  is  given  to  mankind,  and,  agreeably 
to  the  divine  scheme,  it  is  a  conception  steadily  en- 

larging. Outward  things  are  not  its  exclusive 
adumbrations.  If  the  future  of  the  world  is  pic- 

tured in  the  bosom  of  the  globe,  it  is  also  indicated 
in  those  instincts  that  lie  beneath  the  surface-mind 
of  men.  They  are  a  part — a  signilicant  and  mo- 

mentous part — of  every  truly  cultivated  humaii 
being.  Unconscious  as  we  too  often  are  of  them, 
buried  under  the  crust  .of  our  worldliness  and  van.i- 
tv,  they  are  yet  the  divine  monitors  of  what  we  arc 
called  to  be— the  legislators  of  that  higher  thought 
and  feeling  which  Ijclong  to  the  i)rivileged  estate  of 
humanity,  and  which  palpable  organic  law  only 
serves  to  shadow  forth.  Every  great  truth  is  a 
proi)hecy  of  better  days.  I'Lvery  new  fact  makes 
a  brighter  to-morrow.  Year  after  year,  as  genius 
or  goodness,  taught  of  God,  announces  some  lofty 
sentiment,  or  calls  to  some  endeavor  more  heroic 
than  before  attempted,  the  future  opens  a  broader 
and  more  luminous  vi'^ta.  Farther  back  retreat 
its  clouds,  leaving  fair  forms  of  stately  height,  and 
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serene  looks,  that  answer  to  ideals,  born  of  imag- 
ination in  hours  when  prayer  and  praise  throbbed 

through  it,  and  yet,  in  our  hesitating  faith,  not 
fully  trusted  until  other  voices  had  interpreted 
theii- meaning.  Ordinary  life,  as  we  follow  it,  sel- 

dom calls  out  these  spiritual  instincts.  We  plow, 
sow,  reap,  without  thinking  of  them.  Trade  and 
commerce  occupy  the  outside  man ;  and  the  in- 

ward, the  divine,  is  left  to  its  solitude  and  silence. 
Yet  all  of  us  have  moments  when  Ave  see  more  in 
wheat  and  corn  than  the  miller  takes  knowledge 
of  and  ships  transport  across  the  waters.  Matter, 
as  such,  can  not  satisfy  us.  The  instinct  of  child- 

hood, by  which  the  boy  puts  a  soul  into  his  hobby- 
horse, and  the  girl  breatlies  life  into  her  wax  doll, 

never  forsake^s  us.  Matter  reveals  the  perfections 
of  God,  and  men  can  not  be  content  until  it  discloses 
somewhat  of  themselves.  The  great  instincts  of 
humanity,  which  carry  the  future  of  the  race  in 
tliem,  are  ever  struggling  to  utter  themselves  in 
speech  or  act.  Germs  of  coming  generations  are 
hidden  within  them.  Souls  are  now  living  that 
have  vaster  empires  in  their  yet  unfathomed  depths 
than  have  hitherto  been  conceived. 

Do  not  charge  such  thoughts  with  phantasy. 
The  degree  of  one's  faith  is  not  enthusiasm ;  for 
enthusiasm  is  not  a  question  of  intenseness  but  of 
kind,  not  of  the  quantity  of  confidence  but  of  the 
quality.  There  is  infinitely  more  of  the  future  in 
our  instincts  than  we  apprehend,  and  through  them, 
in  connection  with  outward  movements,  God  is 
striving  to  show  us  tlie  approaching  ages  in  a 
clearer  manner  than  we  are  wont  to  believe.  It  is 
not  his  will  that  realities  should  suddenly  burst 
upon  the  world  without  the  preparatory  work  Avhich 
anticipation  is  designed  to  perform.  Humanity  is 
educated,  in  no  small  measure,  by  means  of  its  an- 

ticipations. Among  all  our  teachers  none  are  so 
sublime  as  foreshadowings  of  futurity,  for  they  give 
lessons  to  the  intellect,  not  through  the  senses  but 
the  heart.  They  are  teachers  sent  from  (rod.  The 
world  can  not  do  without  them.  Did  we  trust 
them  as  their  worth  merits,  Ave  should  have  a  wis- 

dom better  than  scholarship,  and  a  power  greater 
than  armies  or  navies.  Nor  let  it  be  supposed 
that  these  prophetic  intimations  are  limited  to  our 
private  personal  intei'ests.  National  instincts,  op- 

erating through  inward  sentiments  and  outward 
forms,  are  constantl}'  indicating  the  character  o^ 
the  future  ;  and  statesmanship  is  never  more  saga- 

cious than  when  by  native  force  of  insiglit  rather 
than  by  logical  methods  it  seizes  the  ideas  and 
hopes  that  represent  coming  events. 

The  time  has  come  for  a  higher  order  of  thought 
and  feeling  in  regard  to  the  future  of  our  country 
than  has  hitherto  prevailed.  Jndeed  the  great 
want  of  the  da}',  so  far  as  American  thinkers  are 
concerned,  is  an  American  philosophy  that  shall 
truthfully  embod}'  our  relations  to  the  Avorld.  By 
this  Ave  do  not  mean  that  Ave  should  deliberately 
propose  certain  definite  ends  and  lay  doAvn  the 
means  to  accomplish  them.  Too  much  of  that 
kind  of  Avork  is  already  found  among  men.  There 
is  generalh'  a  spirit  of  earthly  pride  in  it,  a  spirit 
of  self-competency  and  self-seekingness,  a  spirit 
that  forgets  the  Ruler  of  the  Universe  and  legis- 

lates in  advance  of  providential  tokens.  But  Ave 
mean  that  American  instincts  should  be  clearly 
apprehended,  our  peculiarities  of  capacity  and  con- 

dition thoroughly  understood,  and,  aboA^e  all,  that 
our  position  in  the  providential  economy  of  the  hu- 

man family  should  be  adequately  comprehended. 

No  doubt  the  special  agents  of  Divine  Providence 
— men  like  Columbus  and  Luther — have  clear  vicAv^s 
of  the  AVork  assigned  them.  But  nations,  in  this 
respect,  are  unlike  individuals.  All  that  they  can 
ordinarily  have  is  the  ideal  set  before  them  Avhich 
the}'  are  to  cultivate  and  folloAV.  Hence,  Avhen 
we  speak  of  an  American  philosophy,  we  Avish  to 
convey  the  idea  that  we  are  to  encoui-age  such  mo- 

tives, cherish  such  principles,  and  pursue  such 
aims  as  a  people  intrusted  with  a  grand  mission 
for  the  benefit  of  humanity  ought  to  feel  and  obey. 

The  modes  of  thought  and  opinion  current  among 
us  are  not  at  all  satisfactory.  Not  that  they  are 
inhei'ently  defective,  but  they  are  too  Ioav,  too 
limited,  too  much  occupied  Avith  the  mere  externals 
of  our  life.  The  prominent  attributes  of  American 
mind,  such  as  shrcAvdness,  sagacity,  inventiveness, 
prudence,  a  ready  facility  in  the  use  of  means,  a 
sharp  eye  to  circumstances,  a  wonderful  adaptation 
to  contingencies,  practical  skill,  indomitable  ener- 

gy, are  dwelt  upon  and  intensified  by  our  thinkers 
and  Avriters  as  if  they  really  Avere  the  exponents 
of  our  intellect  and  character.  But  Avhat  are  these 
except  the  surface-marks  of  American  mind;  the 
top-soil,  catching  the  sunshine  and  producing  fruits 
that  husbandmen  gather  into  barns  ?  They  are 
striking  and  effective  peculiarities  of  our  people; 
but  Ave  insist  that  this  is  no  standard  by  Avhich  to 
measure  the  true  scope,  the  genuine  depth,  the 
distinctiA'e  forces  of  our  mind.  What  Avould  be 
thought  of  a  geologist  Avho  should  confine  his  in\'esi 
tigations  to  the  mere  face  of  the  globe,  penetrating 
no  loAver  than  a  plow-furroAv,  pulverizing  rocks 
and  examining  soils  that  lie  before  men's  eyes? 
Yet  this  sort  of  superficiality  has  contented  Ameri- 

can thinking.  Our  tone  of  thought  has  been  taken 
from  the  merest  materialities.  We  have  consented 
to  be  knoAvn  by  our  axes  and  rifles,  by  plov.'s  and 
reapers,  by  cotton-gins,  by  steamboats  and  rail- 

roads. Insensibly  to  oui-selves  the  spirit  of  think- 
ing deriA^ed  from  these  things  has  extended  itself 

over  our  Avhole  mind,  and  depraA-ed  us  even  in  the 
higlier  departments  of  thought.  The  large  mass 
of  the  American  people  talk  of  education  as  if  it 
had  no  other  aim  but  to  manufacture  decent,  thri\'- 
ing,  respectable  men.  It  is  simply  a  matter  of  out- 
Avard  citizenship,  a  badge  of  gentility.  Nor  has 
the  sacredness  of  religion  escaped  this  corrupting 
virus.  Thousands  among  us  emphasize  religion 
because  of  its  essentiality  to  the  republic,  and 
ncA'er  advance  beyond  the  idea  that  it  is  a  good 
substitute  for  constables  and  jails.  Noav,  that 
these  moral  agencies  liaA'e  a  high  economic  A'alue 
no  man  can  doubt.  Nor  ought  Ave  to  overlook  for 
an  instant  their  relation  to  the  outAvard  welfare 
of  society.  But  the  evil  lies  in  resting  on  these 
secondary  aspects  as  if  they  Avere  the  main  points 
for  consideration.  VieAA'ed  in  this  light,  these 
modes  of  thought,  prevailing  more  or  less  among 
all  ranks  of  our  countrymen, -have  done  incalcu- 

lable harm.  They  have  shamefully  loAvered  the 
standard  of  American  mind,  and  unfitted  us  to  form 
a  broad,  comprehensive,  manly  estimate  of  the  true 
dignity  and  matchless  superiority  of  our  position. 

What,  then,  is  the  just  opinion  avc  should  cher- 
ish of  ourselves  ?  What  are  the  leading  elements 

that  should  enter  into  a  calm,  sober,  Christian-like 
appreciation  of  our  circumstances  and  character.^ 
IloAV  should  AA-e  contemplate  the  future.^  Hoav 
qualify  ourseh'es  for  those  fearful  struggles,  those 
internal  strifes,  that  must  inevitably  tax  our  states- 

manship, our  patriotism,  our  virtue? 
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Looking  to  the  future  of  our  country,  we  see  that 
certain  great  causes  now  at  work  must  have  u  pro- 

digious agency  in  the  formation  of  its  character. 
We  are  devoted,  for  instance,  to  material  pursuits. 
A  money-loving,  money-getting,  money-spending 
people,  we  think  of  the  world  as  a  huge  work-shop 
filled  with  the  machinery  of  labor.  Every  thing 
is  coined  into  money.  There  are  more  mints  than 
can  be  counted.  Not  a  3'ear  passes  that  scores  of 
them  are  not  originated  and  set  to  coining  and 
stamping.  Granite  and  ice,  bones  and  hoofs,  rags 
and  oftal,  dust  of  dead  men  and  hearts  of  liv- 

ing Avomcn,  are  hurried  into  these  mints  and  con- 
verted into  wealth.  Our  resources,  in  prospect, 

are  fabulous.  The  possibilities  of  prosperity  dazzle 
even  the  imagination.  Arithmetical  intellect,  not 
unused  to  great  achievements,  pauses  before  its 
figures  and  profoundly  hopes  that  some  clever 
genius,  equal  to  the  emergency,  will  invent  a  cal- 

culating machine  suited  to  a  world  of  Californias 
and  Australias,  That  this  state  of  things  is  ex- 

traordinary can  not  be  doubted.  Nor  is  it  surpris- 
ing that  so  many  thoughtful  men  should  be  filled 

with  alarm  lest  luxur}-  overspread  the  land  and 
ingulf  all  its  fairer  forms  of  virtue  and  spirituality. 
Doubtless  there  is  cause  for  anxiety.  Iluman  na- 

ture, always  frail  and  feeble,  is  peculiarly  liable  to 
the  corruptions  of  prosperity.  Let  it  not  be  forgot- 

ten, however,  that  we  are  now  contemplating  that 
nature  in  one  of  its  aggregated  forms.  For  it  is 
vital  to  the  question  to  remember  that  humanity, 
however  exposed  to  certain  evils  in  its  individual 
attitude,  may  have  safeguards,  in  its  social  state 
and  corporate  capacity,  calculated  to  preserve  it 
from  these  dangers.  Prosperity,  even  great  and 
wonderful  prosperity,  if  viewed  in  connection  with 
masses,  does  not  strike  us  as  a  threatening  ill.  It 
is  precisely  what  they  need ;  and  although  num- 

bers may  abuse  it,  yet,  on  the  whole,  a  high  degree 
of  physical  and  worldly  success  is  no  foe  to  popular 
virtue.  Poverty  has  done  the  world  more  harm 
than  prosperity,  and  to-day  the  masses  of  society, 
were  they  in  a  better  external  condition,  would  be 
much  less  the  prey  of  ignorance  and  crime.  Dif- 

fuse wealth,  and  it  ceases  to  be  the  glittering  badge 
of  a  class.  Social  pride  and  ambition  are  not  then 
so  likely  to  be  stimulated.  Moreover,  wealth  loses 
much  of  its  corrupting  tendency  when  it  takes  its 
place  among  the  blessings  of  the  multitude.  There 
was  a  time  when  learning  was  the  privilege  of  the 
few,  and  it  generated  a  false,  pernicious  aristocra- 

cy. The  barriers  that  shut  out  the  multitude  were 
thrown  down ;  knowledge  became  the  inheritance 
of  the  many  ;  and  the  baleful  effects,  which  result- 

ed from  its  ̂ imitations,  were  altogether  removed. 
Political  power,  likewise,  in  passing  from  the  few 
to  the  many  has  purified  itself.  Looking  to  these 
facts,  it  would  seem  to  be  a  social  law,  that  as 
masses  interact  among  themselves,  developing 
their  activity  in  such  forms  as  balance  one  another 
and  allowing  a  free,  full,  forcible  interchange  of 
sentiment  and  energy,  there  is  a  healthful  spirit 
of  conservatism,  a  public  virtue  created,  that  un- 

failingly tends  to  the  welfare  of  communities.  Nor 
must  another  thing  be  forgotten.  American  wealth, 
taken  as  a  whole,  rests  on  a  broad,  substantial  ba- 

sis. It  is  not  a  fiction.  It  is  not  a  false,  inflated, 
unreliable  tenure.  Industry,  toiling  in  God's  own 
fields,  working  beneath  His  sky,  and  using  the 
means  which  His  wisdom  has  instituted  and  His 
power  sanctions,  has  enriched  itself  with  the  con- 

veniences and  comforts  of  bountiful  living.    If  in- 

dustry is  God's  law — if  it  is  a  firmly-lixed  ordi- 
nance of  His  government — it  is  a  necessary  se- 
quence that  the  fruits  of  ialwr  are  His  providential 

appointment ;  and  that  men,  acting  in  oljedience  to 
His  statute:^,  are  entitled  to  enjoy  them.  Without 
doubt  tliey  are  prone  to  forget  Him  and  abuse  His 
gifts ;  but  it  is  equally  certain  that  the  more  nat- 

ural and  sinjple  the  metiioda  adoptftl  to  secure 
wealth,  the  less  liability  exists  that  it  should 
prove  a  curse. 

For  our  part,  we  view  this  rcmarkalde  prosper- 
ity of  the  American  people  as  a  most  hopeful  sign. 

We  hear  much,  indeed,  of  the  "Almighty  Dollar," 
of  a  purse-proud  aristocracy,  of  the  enervating  lux- 
xivy  of  the  successful  classes,  of  lordly  mansions 
built  by  sarsaparilla  and  pills,  and  the  country' teems  with  invective  and  denunciations  leveled  at 
the  sordid  spirit  of  the  day.    There  is  confessedly 
some  reason  for  this  exclamatory  eloquence,  hurl- 

ing forth  its  interjections  as  thickly  as  barbed 
arrows.    Excesses  have  been  committed.  Follies 
have  stalked  aljroad.    But  what  of  it  all The 
head  of  the  whole  nation  has  not  been  turned,  nor 
have  we  played  the  harlequin  on  the  theatre  of  a 

I  continent.    A  few,  comparatively  very  few,  have 
made  blockheads  of  themselves,  but  they  have 
sliown  such  surprising  facility  in  the  saturnalia  of 

j  folly  that  one  rather  suspects  the}'  were  born  to I  it.    The  true  question  is.  How  has  this  unprece- 
!  dented  degree  of  prosperity  affected  the  mind  of 
the  American  people.?    We  deny  outri^ght  that  it has  been  an  evil.    AVe  unhesitatingly  aver  that, 

I  on  the  whole,  it  has  made  us  a  wiser,  nobler,  bet- 
ter community.    Look  at  the  North.  Hundreds 

of  men  who  were  once  poor  apprentice-boys  have 
struggled  upAvard  and  acquired  honest  fortunes. 
Look  at  the  South,    Hundreds  of  men  who  were 
formerly  overseers  have  made  themselves  wealthy. 
The  social  status  of  these  men  is  most  honorable. 
They  are  among  our  best  citizens,  the  backbone 
of  our  institutions.   Trade  has  no  more  intelligent 

j  and  liberal  merchants  and  manufacturers  ;  colleges 
have  no  more  generous  patrons  ;  churches  have  no 

I  purer  members  ;  and  public  spirit  has  no  finer  rep- 
;  resentatives  than  are  they    Men  who  make  mon- 
:  ey  and  therewith  make  the  wisdom  to  use  it,  are 
]  pillars  of  strength  in  any  land.    The  main  thing 
[  is,  how  it  is  made.    With  us,  labor  has  been  the 
parent  of  prosperity.  With  us,  God's  soil  and  sun- 
j  shine  have  been  converted  into  charming  homes, 
'  extensive  enterprises,  flourishing  commerce,  and 
wealthy  capital.    The  laws  of  Nature  have  not 
been  violated,  the  purity  of  society  has  not  been 
outraged,  as  a  general  thing,  in  the  acquisition  of 

j  worldly  good.   And,  therefore,  we  repeat,  the  tend- 
i  ency  of  American  prosperity  is,  on  the  whole,  sal- 
!  utary  and  beneficial.    We  hope  it  will  continue, 
we  hope  it  will  increase  ;  not  the  prosperity  of  law- 

'  less  speculation  and  reckless  sharpers  — not  the 
•  prosperity  of  wiid  enterprises  and  hap-hazard  ad- 
j  ventures  —  not  the  prosperity  that  saciifices  the 
soul  to  the  senses  and  puts  Mammon  on  the  throne 

I  of  God  ;  for  all  such  prosperity  is  earthly,  sensual, 
i  devilish:  but  the  true  prosperity  of  honest,  hearty, 
and  hard  work — the  work  that  lives  and  thrives  by 
patience,  endurance,  steady  aims,  and  steady  steps, 
we  profoundly  trust  that  such  prosperity  wdll  mul- 

tiply manifold. How,  then,  does  our  prosperity  bear  on  the  fu- 
ture prospects  of  the  country  ?  A  large  number 

of  right-minded  persons  think  that  it  threatens  us 
with  ruin.    We  take  the  opposite  view.  Admit- 
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ting  the  extravagance,  the  fashionable  follies,  the 
wasteful  expenditures  of  the  day,  ̂ \e  must  still  in- 

sist that  the  great  mass  of  the  American  people  are 
a  sober-minded  race,  standing  firmly  on  their  own 
good  feet,  and  not  to  be  lifted  up  and  borne  aloft 
by  tiiose  petty,  atmospheric,  street-corner  whirls 
in  which  the  light-headed  and  the  empty-hearted  so 
ludicrously  gyrate.  Wq  are  now  in  the  first  flush 
of  success.  Every  year  new  territories  are  open- 

ing, fields  of  enterprise  enlarging  ;  so  that  novelty 
has  hardly  time  to  thrill  Avith  a  suddenly-vivid  im- 

pression before  another  startling  object  presses  on 
its  sensitive  nerve.  But  this  era  of  development 
can  not  long  continue.  Business  will  assume  reg- 

ular channels,  and  trade  adjust  itself  to  regular 
lavvS.  And  as  circumstances  thus  change  we  may 
look  for  less  excitement  and  more  power ;  less  of 
the  spasm,  and  more  of  uniform  and  vigorous  ac- 

tion. The  ratio  of  prosperous  men,  so  far  as  our 
native  population  is  concerned,  is  evidently  in- 

creasing, and  this  must  tend  to  enhance  the  con- 
servatism of  the  country.  Aside  from  these  facts, 

it  can  not  be  denied  that  public  thought  is  much 
more  turned  to  the  moi*al  uses  of  money  than  ever 
before.  The  faithful  preaching  of  the  Gospel  on 
this  subject  is  doing  incalculable  good.  Ministers 
are  much  more  attentive  to  this  branch  of  Chris- 

tian morality.  A  new  literature,  too,  has  recently 
grown  up,  unfolding  this  vast  topic  with  an  ampli- 

tude, a  pungency,  a  close  grappling  with  the  souls 
cf  men  that  can  not  be  too  highly  commended.  A 
few  years  since  how  rare  were  such  works  as  Stow- 
ell's  iModel  for  Men  of  Business ;  Budgett's  Life,  by 
Arthur  ;  and  the  l>iographies  of  Frederick  Perthes, 
Lawrence,  Curtis!  The  idea  of  business  in  its 
moral  and  religious  aspects,  the  responsibilities 
of  trade  and  commerce,  the  vast  importance  of 
benevolence  as  a  Christian  duty,  are  not  new  doc- 

trines. Nevertheless,  it  is  certain  that  a  much 
greater  prominence  of  late  years  has  been  given  to 
them.  On  these  points  opinion  and  practice  are 
still  defective.  But  a  great  change  has  been  com- 

menced. jNIen  of  means  can  not  cushion  their  slum- 
bering souls  quite  as  softly  as  hitherto.  There  are 

many  uneasy  stewards  who  are  anxious  to  make  to 
themselves  friends  of  the  mammon  of  unrigJdeous- 
ness and,  moreover,  outside  of  religious  circles, 
wealth  is  not  as  complacently  callous  as  it  once 
was.  A  simultaneous  movement  within  and  with- 

out the  Church  is  now  in  progress.  The  one  is  dis- 
tinctly and  definitely  marked  ;  the  other  is  not  so 

palpable,  and  far  less  trustworthy,  even  on  hu- 
manitarian grounds ;  but  the  awakening  is  obvious. 

A  most  striking  feature  in  modern  society  is  the 
wonderful  combination  of  influences  that  are  oper- 

ating on  the  cultivated  and  prosperous  classes. 
All  of  these  are  reminding  them  of  their  duties  to 
•othei's.  Wealth  can  not  insulate  itself.  It  can 
not  darken  its  windows  and  bolt  its  doors.  It  can 
not  shut  its  eyes  on  the  outside  misery  of  the  world. 
A  thousand  avenues  are  opening  into  its  privacy, 
and  voices,  tuned  to  strains  of  far-reaching  pathos, 
are  trembling  all  through  the  air  it  breathes.  The 
selfish  enjoyment  of  wealth,  if  men  will  persist  in 
it,  can  not  longer  be  undisturbed.  Luxury  must 
now  pay  for  its  privileges.  If  it  will  not  give  a 
liberal  portion  of  its  means  to  advance  the  inter- 

ests of  needy  humanity,  it  must  suffer  a  correspond- 
ing diminution  of  its  peace.  Fcav  things  are  clearer 

to  our  mind  than  tluit  the  capacity  to  enjoy  wealth 
as  a  private,  selfish  thing— a  treasure  for  individ- 

ual hoarding  and  holding— is  steadily  decreasing. 

Setting  aside  the  sentiments  of  Christianity — never 
so  earnest,  never  so  trumpet-tongued,  since  the  age 
of  the  Apostles,  in  pleading  for  sympathy,  kindly 
brotherhood,  and  active  charity  —  dismissing  all 
this  from  the  account,  the  laws  of  everyday  life  are 
sternly  arrayed  against  heartlessness  in  wealth.  If 
a  rich  man  is  determined,  at  this  day,  to  devote  his 
opulence  to  personal  gratification,  there  is  but  one 
condition  on  which  it  can  be  done,  which  is,  to  com- 

mit his  soul  to  the  vaults  of  a  bank,  and  have  it  put 
under  lock  and  key,  safe  from  the  intrusion  of  news- 

papers, literature,'  and  social  intercourse.  One  and 
all,  they  are  most  merciless  disturbers  of  his  peace. 
One  and  all,  they  are  leagued  against  the  monopo- 

ly even  of  his  own  estate.  What,  then,  is  the  con- 
clusion from  these  facts  ?  Simply  and  surely  this, 

viz.,  AVealth  is  becoming  more  and  more  amenable 
to  the  usages  of  society.  Public  opinion,  public 
feeling,  and  public  morality  are  acting  with  aug- 

mented potency  on  its  reserve,  its  seclusiveness, 
its  independence,  its  isolation,  and  forcing  it  to  ac- 
knoAvledge  an  authority'  greater  than  itself.  And 
what  is  yet  more  vital  to  the  argument,  Christian- 

ity is  forming  a  conscience  of  money,  and  training 
the  sensibilities  of  its  subjects  to  feel  the  infinite 
meaning  there  is  in  being  intrusted  with  the  riches 
of  the  world.  Dull  are  the  ears  of  the  multitude, 
heavy  their  hearts,  beneath  the  worldliness  that 
bears  on  them.  But  the  ancient  voice  of  the  Psalm- 

ist, swelling  with  the  sublimer  tones  of  Christian- 
ity, is  again  pealing  forth  among  the  mountains, 

crowned  with  their  musical  forests,  and  along  the 
vallej's,  Avhere  golden  harvests  wave  beneath  the 
rolling  strain,  and  the  burden  of  the  cry  is — "  The 
earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  thrfidhiess  thereof;  tJie  world, 
and  they  that  diced  thireiny  It  is  a  cry  of  jo}' — a 
cry  of  terror.  It  is  the  intensest  utterance  of  the 
Christianity  of  the  nineteenth  century.  It  is  the 
specific  revelation  to  our  day  of  the  llevelation  of 
an  elder  day.  Amidst  the  wonders  of  the  age  there 
is  nothing  more  wonderful  than  the  breadth  and 
closeness  of  man's  contact  with  material  nature. 
With  what  kindness  she  receives  him  ;  with  what 
tenderness  she  takes  him  to  her  bosom,  as  one  long 
lost  and  late  returning  to  her  love  !  But  the  power 
and  grandeur  of  the  outward  universe  are  being 
incorporated  more  and  more  into  the  practical  work- 

ings of  Christianity,  and  giving  a  deeper  import  to 
the  truth  that  "  Theearth  is  the  Lord's,  and  the  full- 

ness thereof'' 
Another  great  element  in  the  civilization  of  the 

future  is  Womanhood.  Judging  from  present  in- 
dications, Ave  are  Avarranted  in  concluding  that  it 

is  destined  to  perform  an  important  part  in  the  pro- 
gress of  American  society.  America  has  often  been 

called  the  Paradise  of  Woman — a  rhetorical  extra\-- 
agance  it  is  true,  but  standing  for  a  fact  of  vast 
significance.  The  position  of  Avoman  in  our  coun- 

try is  as  marked  a  peculiarity  of  its  domestic  life 
as  republicanism  is  of  its  political  life,  nor  is  it  an 
OA'er-statementof  the  truth  to  say  that,  in  its  sphere, 
the  influence  of  the  sex  is  as  essential  as  republic- 

anism itself  to  the  character  and  poAver  of  the  na- 
tion. American  AA'omanhood  is  a  ncAV  fact.  We 

are  scarcely  aware  ourseh^es  of  the  functions  it  is 
soon  to  perform  in  the  history  of  our  progress.  Its 
dcA^elopment  has  just  begun.  We  see  only  the  in- 

fancy of  the  movement,  but  it  is  enough  to  assure 
us  that  Avomanhood  is  ordained  to  fulfill  a  moment- 

ous task  in  the  fortunes  of  our  country,  ̂ ^■heth- er  it  Avill  demonslrate  itself  in  art,  literature, 
science,  is  altogether  indifferent  to  the  question. 
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v,omauliood  the  inti-llcctual  and  social  free- 
dom it  is  entitled  to  enjoy;  give  it  such  scope, 

means,  and  opportunities  as  it  requires  for  the  ac- 
tivities of  its  nature  ;  give  it  culture  and  sympathy, 

and  it  will  instinctively  select  its  own  liclds  of  effort, 
and  accomplish  its  appointed  work.  The  ideal  of 
woman,  taken  in  its  social  relations,  presents  her  as 
the  natural  check  on  those  material  pursuits,  which, 
unrestrained,  tend  to  degrade  manhood.  She  is  the 
gentle  but  powerful  antagonist  of  whatever  hardens 
and  Ijrutalizes  men  ;  and  especially  in  a  commercial 
age,  in  a  country  of  business  enterprise  like  ours,  her 
influence  is  essential  to  counterbalance  the  excess- 

es of  outward  activity.  If  it  were  not  for  the  in- 
tense love  of  home-life,  which  we  have  inherited 

with  Anglo-Saxon  blood,  our  present  system  of 
business,  with  its  engrossing  cares,  its  absorbing 
claims,  its  feverish  excitements,  would  soon  prove 
fatal  to  all  real  manhood.  Woman,  in  this  sphere, 
is  a  vast  power  over  our  countrymen.  But  we 
are  not  disposed  to  think  that  her  agency  will  be 
limited  to  its  boundaries.  Of  necessity  it  must 
be  her  greatest  and  happiest  scene  of  action.  It 
were  folly,  however,  to  contend  that  she  has  no 
other  work,  no  other  responsibilities,  no  other  con- 

nections, save  such  as  belong  to  the  household. 
The  more  home-like  her  spirit,  the  better  are  her 
qualifications  for  society.  If  she  have  cultivated 
talents  or  original  genius,  the  domestic  beauty  of 
her  nature  will  pre-eminently  lit  her  to  render  a 
most  invaluable  service  to  the  mind  of  the  world. 
There  is  nothing  to  be  feared,  we  think,  from  w^o- 
manly  activity  in  the  open  walks  of  life,  if  she  have 
a  happy  domestic  position,  an  educated  mind,  and 
the  generous  sympathies  of  men.  Secure  her 
these,  and  you  secure  the  conditions  of  an  enno- 

bling philanthropy,  of  a  wise  and  truthful  devotion 
to  all  intellectual  and  moral  interests.  Acknowl- 

edge her  Avomanhood,  and  she  will  never  sacrifice 
its  dignity  and  worth.  Believing,  then,  that  the 
civiliza,tion  of  the  future  will  be  characterized  by 
a  greater  prominence  of  womanly  mind  and  activ- 

ity, Ave  hail  as  a  most  auspicious  omen  the  high 
estimate,  the  warm  and  even  enthusiastic  appreci- 

ation, that  our  countrymen  cherish  for  womanhood. 
No  doubt  it  has  its  weaknesses. and  defects.  But 
time  and  experience  may  be  trusted  to  correct  the 
errors  of  a  sentiment  that,  in  itself,  is  truthful 

and  noble.  "Womanhood  always  repays  our  re- spect and  love.  Xo  law  in  all  the  operations  of 
mind  is  surer.  AYomanhood  is  an  axiom^in  Amer- 

ican civilization.  It  is  a  first  truth  that  our  sen- 
timents and  usages  take  for  granted,  and  ignore 

all  questionings.  There  is  somewhat  of  an  exag- 
geration about  it  as  it  now  stands.  But  it  is  com- 

fortable to  know  that  what  is  an  exaggeration  to- 
day will  be  no  exaggeration  to-morrow.  Certain, 

then,  are  Ave  of  this  fact,  that  American  Avoman- 
hood  can  and  wdll  make  good  the  hopes  of  Amer- 

ican faith  in  its  intellectual,  moral,  and  social  ca- 
pacity, and  continue  to  vitalize  our  pri\'ate  and 

public  heart  Avith  a  constantly  increasing  force  of 
knoAA'ledge,  beauty,  and  loA'e. 

If  the  limits  of  this  article  permitted  we  should 
like  to  discuss  the  various  relations  of  trade,  com- 

merce, science,  education,  and  religion,  to  the  fu- 
ture of  our  country.  But  omitting  these  in  their 

formal  treatment,  we  proceed  to  touch  a  few  points 
and  dismiss  the  suljject. 

American  mind  has  groAvn  to  its  present  vigor 
in  the  midst  of  circumstances  that  haA'e  been  pe- 
culiarh'  calculated  to  develop  not  merely  fresh- 

ness and  fon-e,  but  a  breadth  of  view,  a  di(l\i«ive- 
ness  of  spirit,  a  resistance  to  the  stringency  of  lo- 

cal habits,  a  congeniality  Avitli  all  modes  of  life, 
that  rarely  display  themselves  in  a  high  state  of 
civilization.  Strangely  enough,  the  civilized  man 
of  this  continent  has  been  l»rought  in  contact  Avith 
circumstances  that  are  just  opposite  to  Avhat  civil- 

ization usually  deals  Avith.  Drdinarily,  man  has 
been  a  sort  of  counterpart  to  physical  nature.  Ac- 

quiring slowly  tlie  coutmandof  his  faculties,  learn- 
ing step  l>y  step  the  use  of  means,  he  has  gradual- 

ly elevated  outward  tilings  to  his  own  level,  and 
made  the  material  creation  subservient  to  his 
Avants.  But  here  the  civilized  man  has  exerted 
his  sovereignty  at  once,  confronted  the  forest, 
prairie,  and  flood,  Avith  an  instant  summons  to  obe- 

dience, demanded  submission  Avithout  delay,  and 
installed  his  royalty  in  the  plenitude  of  its  prerog- 

atives. Is  there  no  future  meaning  in  all  this  ? 
Is  it  a  mere  fact  of  the  past  and  present  ?  Has  it 
no  bearings  on  to-morrow  ?  Noaa',  nothing  is  eas- 

ier than  to  generalize  one's  self  into  pleasant  illu- 
sions and  very  Avitcliing  absurdities.  But  it  Avould 

really  appear  that  American  mind  had  been  edu- 
cated to  be  the  pioneer-mind  of  the  Avorld  in  com- 

ing stages  of  progress.  This  looks  like  bombastic 
pretension.  It  smacks  of  Fourth  of  July  rhetoric. 
Perhaps  it  is  an  extravagance.  But,  neverthe- 

less, Ave  venture  to  say  that  there  is  truthfulness 
in  our  position. 

The  aim  of  American  institutions  is  to  restore 
man  to  his  original  relations.  That  idea  predom- 

inates in  the  Avhole  structure  of  American  society. 
There  is  no  laAV  of  primogeniture  betAveen  him  and 
the  soil ;  no  nolnlity,  Avith  its  immense  landed  es- 

tates. The  fields  are  open  to  him.  If  he  choose, 
the  Avages  of  a  day  can  purchase  a  lordship  over 
the  soil.  Starting  Avith  this  simple  principle,  Avhich 
puts  man  on  fair  and  easy  terms  Avith  nature,  avb 
liaA-e  developed  a  system  of  industry  that  makes 
him  a  cheerful,  Avilling,  prosperous  laborer.  No- 
AA'here  is  labor  so  avcII  rewarded  ;  nowhere  is  it  so 
generally  successful.  And,  finally,  every  man  is 
a  portion  of  the  government,  exercising  his  soA^er- 
eignty  in  its  affairs,  and  contributing  to  its  strength 
and  permanence.  Such  an  organization  of  society 
must  incorporate  the  entire  mass  into  an  economy 
of  progress.  It  must  form  a  living,  moving,  tri- 

umphant race — not  a  feAV  prosperous  classes,  but  a 
prosperous  race.  It  must  make  a  nation  of  think- 

ers and  actors.  All  other  countries  place  a  pre- 
mium on  the  small  minority,  and  a  heavy  discount 

on  the  vast  majority.  "With  us,  the  Avhole  people 
constitute  the  practical  nation.  Trade  and  com- 

merce, education  and  religion,  represent  the  mill- 
ion. The  necessary  efi'oct  of  such  a  state  of  things 

is  to  stimulate  and  vitalize  a  A'ast  and  aggregated 
mass  of  mind  to  its  utmost  capacity  of  action — to 
impel  it  to  the  farthest  limit  of  enterprise.  "Wher- ever a  channel  of  activity  is  opened,  it  is  the  re- 

cipient of  a  mighty  stream,  fed  b}'  a  thousand  trib- 
utary rills.  The  Avhole  nation  drives  forward  ca'- 

erv  thing.  Send  a  Avhalc-ship  to  the  Pacific,  and 
millions  are  interested  in  it,  for  millions  Avant  oil 
and  candles.  Invent  a  scAving-machine,  and  the 
buyers  are  counted  by  tens  of  thousands.  Pianos 
sell  by  the  hundred  thousand.  Publish  a  popular 
book,  and  every  family  must  read  it.  The  Avhole 
country  is  a  spectacle  of  the  multitude,  conscious 
of  a  birth-right  exceeding  its  actual  possessions — 
alive  Avith  those  everyday  instincts  that  busy  them- 
seh^es  Avith  better  food  and  raiment  than  were  en- 
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joyed  on  yesterday — eager  for  prizes,  clamorous 
for  what  belongs  to  man  as  God's  freeman,  wear- 

ing in  his  bosom  tlie  charter  of  the  universe.  A 
foundation  for  greatness,  far  superior  to  nationality, 
is  laid  in  these  facts.  Americans  are  not,  like  En- 

glishmen, representatives  of  institutions.  The  lat- 
ter personage,  built  up  by  the  contributions  of  cen- 

turies— a  composite  of  Celt,  German,  Norman,  and, 
yet  more,  a  product  of  home-creativencss — work- 

ing him  into  a  type  of  Hxed  forms,  usages,  and  tradi- 
tions, is  an  artiticial  wonder — the  greatest,  as  such, 

that  walks  the  earth.  Americans  stand  for  a  per- 
sonality above  all  their  institutions.  Pour  the  hot 

fluid  into  your  snug,  conventional  mould,  and  it 
overflows  outside  and  describes  a  new  pattexni — 
v-ery  offensive  sometimes  to  artistic  taste,  but,  for 
all  that,  there  is  a  ring  of  the  true  metal  about  it. 
The  old  law-books  can  not  hold  their  jurisprudence, 
and  much  of  their  politeness  is  independent  of  Ches- 

terfield. In  certain  st3'les  of  greatness  they  have 
shown  fe^v  grand  thoughts.  Their  orators  knock 
at  the  outside  door,  and  seldom  present  themselves 
before  the  portals  that  open  into  the  deeper  recess- 

es of  the  heart.  Their  poets  sing  like  musical  birds 
— a  momentary  strain,  and  a  painful  silence  to  fol- 

low— rather  than  like  the  angels  of  song,  filling  the 
atmosphere  with  long-swelling  weaves  of  melody. 
But  in  other  things  they  are  full  of  clever  and 
striking  originalities.  The  best  of  their  genius — 
not  regardless  of  art  and  literature,  but  postponing 
these  intellectual  glories  for  comiiig  leisure — be- 

lieves in  something  to  be  done ;  and  in  this  hom- 
age to  the  practical,  three-fourths  of  them  Avould 

consider  Cyrus  W.  Field,  as  he  lays  a  path  for  the 
lightning  beneath  the  waters  of  the  Atlantic,  a 
greater  man  than  Milton,  Shakspeare,  or  Bacon. 

Let  it  be  granted  that  the  present  form  of  Amer- 
ican greatness  is  not,  when  viewed  abstractly,  the 

loftiest  kind  of  greatness.  An  argument  on  that 
point  is  worth  nothing.  What  we  insist  on  is.  that 
American  mind,  in  its  wonderful  power  and  pro- 

gress, is  the  mind  for  the  world.  It  is  just  such  a 
mind  as  the  advancing  civilization  of  the  age  de- 

mands— the  best  possible  sort  of  mind  to  rouse  the 
latent  energies  of  other  nations — the  best  to  carr}- 
out  a  system  of  trade,  commerce,  international  com- 

ity, that  shall  promote  peace  and  brotherhood — the 
best  to  upset  those  manifold  sophistries  that  lead 
men  to  trust  in  patronage,  usages,  governments, 
for  the  encouragement  of  business,  science,  and  art 
— the  best  to  divorce  men  from  all  fictitious  alli- 

ances, to  break  the  unholy  bonds  uniting  Church 
and  State,  and  to  unloose  those  other  ties  that  fos- 

ter a  weak  and  enervating  dependence  on  legisla- 
tion and  opinion  for  what  brave  wills  and  strong 

arms  ought  to  do  for  themselves.  This  is  the  ex- 
tent of  our  claim  for  American  mind ;  this  is  the 

attitude  of  that  mind — bold,  erect,  fearless — towai-d 
the  future.  A  character  in  the  people  higher,  no- 

bler, better  than  nationality  —  a  simplicity  of  in- 
stinct that  speaks  the  vernacular  of  tlie  heart,  and 

not  the  dead  languages  of  fossil  literature  and  an- 
cestral traditions — a  grasp  of  means  that  skill  finds 

or  makes  plentiful — a  heroic  will,  consulting  itself, 
and  not  the  false  oracles  of  circumstances — a  ca- 

pacity to  be  and  to  do  much  be^'ond  the  paltry  aid 
of  books  and  people  ;  these  are  the  tokens  which 
indicate  our  leadership  of  the  world.  What  mo- 

mentous significance  this  imparts  to  our  position 
and  prospects  !  A  man's  soul  is  never  so  much  his 
own  as  when  ho  feels  that  he  holds  it  in  trust  for 
others  as  well  as  for  himself ;  and  a  nation  never 

really  transcends  the  dignity  of  a  clan  or  tribe  un- 
less it  opens  its  heart  to  the  truth  that  it  lives  not 

merely  for  its  private  fortunes,  but  for  the  brother- 
hood of  humanity. 

THE  fields  are  stripped  by  this  time,  and  the 
trees  stand  bare.  That  rich  murmur  of  a  myr- 
iad insects  is  gone,  and  the  silence  which  distin- 

guishes January  from  June  even  more  than  the 
heat,  falls,  the  precursor  of  snow,  upon  the  land- 

scape. But,  as  if  to  resist  the  bitterness  and  sad- 
ness of  the  failing  year,  the  most  genial  and  kindh- 

of  all  our  festivals  occurs  at  the  end  of  November. 
Its  very  name,  Thanksgiving,  betrays  its  pious 
origin — and  an  origin  unmixed  with  an}-  prior  tra- 

dition. The  great  Christian  festival  of  Christmas 
stretches  backward  to  yule  logs  and  mistletoes,  to 
Scandinavian  and  Briton  heathenry;  nor  does  it 
lose  by  the  graceful,  happy  association.  But 
Thanksgiving  is  purely  Puritan.  It  is  the  good 
warm  human  heart  conquering  the  tough  head  and 
ascetic  manner  of  the  old  pilgrims. 

In  Elliott's  New  England  History  you  may  read that,  in  1G23,  after  the  harvest,  Governor  Brad- 
street  sent  out  a  company  to  shoot  game  to  furnish 
a  dainty  feast  of  rejoicing  after  the  labors  of  the 
colony.  Having  followed  the  directions  of  the 
Governor,  and  the  principle  of  the  excellent  Mrs. 
Glass,  they  cooked  their  game,  and  invited  Massa- 
soit  and  some  ninety  other  savages,  and  all  fell  to 
and  devoured  the  feast,  thanking  God  "for  the 
good  world  and  the  goo(l  things  in  it." Think  of  that  little  shivering  band  clustered  on 
the  bitter  edge  of  the  continent,  with  the  future  be- 

fore them  almost  as  dark  as  the  forest  behind  them, 
many  of  them  with  such  long  lines  of  happy  mem- 

ories in  Old  England  flashing  across  the  sea  into 
the  gloom  of  their  present  position  like  gleams  of 
ruddy  firelight  that  stream  far  out  of  the  cheerful 
chimney  into  the  cold  winter  night — and  think  of 
the  same  festival  now  !  when  twenty  Governors 
invite  millions  of  people  to  return  thanks  to  the 
great  Giver  of  harvests,  and  millions  of  people, 
obeying,  sacrifice  hecatombs  of  turkeys  and  pump^ 
kins,  and  pour  out  seas  of  cider  and  harmless  wines. 

It  might  be  dangerous  to  stake  one's  reputation 
upon  the  assertion  that  Thanksgiving  is  a  strictly 
religious  feast.  It  is  a  day  of  practical  rejoicing 
in  the  g^od  things  of  this  world,  and  there  may 
even  be  people  whose  mouths  are  fuller  of  turkey 
than  their  hearts  of  thanks.  But  every  year  the 
area  of  the  kindly  feast  enlarges.  Every  year 
there  are  more  States  which  sit  down  to  "  groaning 
board,"  as  reporters  so  happily  express  it  upon  oc- casions of  civic  festivity. 

Dear  old  Thanksgiving  ! — whose  arms  are  a  tur- 
key roasted  and  a  pumpkin  or  —  long  may  his 

blessed  reign  continue!  Long  and  long  his  hos- 
pitable table  be  spread !  Long  and  long  may  he 

stand,  benignant,  at  his  door,  calling  in  the  poor 
and  the  wear}^  the  blind  and  the  lame,  even  as  the 
old  Puritans  called  in  Massasoit  and  ninety  other 
savages !  Long  and  long  may  he  send  the  young 
people,  smiling  and  blushing  and  whispering,  into 
corners  and  under  curtains,  where  what  is  said 
and  what  is  done  only  the  couples  themselves 
know — while  the  grave  elders  sit  chatting  b}'  the 
fire,  and  live  again  their  vanished  j-ears  in  the 
quick  young  life  around  them !  Rich  in  blessings 
and  reverend  in  years,  may  good  old  Thanksgiving 
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lust  with  the  continent,  knitting  closer  the  ties  of 
fjunily  and  friendship:  its  cheerfulness  beuniing 
like  the  smile  of  a  patriarch — its  charity  bnrning 
like  a  central  lire,  Avarniini;  all  the  year  and  light- 

ing up  every  dark  day  of  care  and  sorrow. 
— And  now,  Biddy,  bring  in  the  turkey.  ]\ras- 

ter  Joshua,  you  will  content  3'oursclf  with  four 
plates  full  of  plum-pudding  and  half  a  pumpkin 
pie.  My  dear,  I  trust  you  will  see  that  the  tiddler 
has  as  much  as  he  wants,  for  his  arms  will  not  be 
spared  to-night ;  and,  cousin  Jerusha,  the  mulled 
wine  will  test  your  skill.  Only  let  there  be  plenty 
of  it,  and  remember  solemnly  to  observe  the  recipe. 
This  is  it :  One  table  spoonful  of  powdered  sugar 
and  one  egg  for  every  person,  carefully  beat  up 
together.  One  wine-glass  of  wine,  and,  if  the  la- 

dies are  many,  two  wine-glasses  of  water  to  each 
person.  The  liquid  to  be  put  in  a  saucepan  with  a 
bag  of  cinnamon.  When  the  egg  and  sugar  are 
well  beaten  the  saucepan  must  be  placed  upon  the 
fire,  llie  moment  it  boils  take  it  off,  and,  with 
infinite  care,  0  Jerusha !  slowly  and  calmly  pour 
it  into  the  egg  and  sugar,  Avliich  must  be  rapidl}^ 
and  incessantly  stirred.  Then,  ray  young  friends, 
you  Avill  be  summoned  from  your  dance ;  Ilebes 
and  Ganymedes  shall  you  be,  and  in  the  yellow, 
creaming,  delicious  drink,  you  shall  pledge  and 
promise  Avhat  you  will — remembering  only  that  it 
is  Thanksgiving,  that  it  is  holy-tide,  and  that 
whatever  is  promised  to-night  must  be  performed 
to  the  utmost  letter. 

— What  is  that  you  are  both  saying,  you  Nathan 
and  3"ou  Nancy?  You  do  not  answer.  But  I 
heard,  as  if  you  were  following  the  parson,  "  I 
will,"  and  "  I  will." 

"  Nkw  Orleans. 
"  Dear  Easy  Chair,— Will  you  oblige  mc  by  stating which  of  these  two  is  correct? 

"'Great  wit  to  niadnoss  nearly  is  allieJ,' or 
*' '  Great  wits  to  madmen  oft  nro  near  allied.' 

You  have  it  the  latter  in  your  August  Number. 
"I  am  with  respect, 

"Yours  very  truly,  E.  A.  S." 
InDryden's  "Absalom  and  Achitophcr'E.  A.  S. will  find  the  line  of  which  he  writes.    It  is  the 

163d  line  of  the  first  part  of  the  poem,  in  the  de- 
scription of  Achitophel,  or  Lord  Shaftesbury- : 

"Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied, 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide.'' 

Thackeray's  "Virginians"  is  now  about  half 
completed.  The  Easy  Chair  has  so  often  and  so 
strongly  commended  it— not  because  they  appear 
in  the  same  uniform,  but  because  the  story  is  so 
intrinsically  excellent — that  it  is  not  from  the  de- 

sire of  saying  something  new  that  it  speaks  of  it 
again. 

The  singular  and  profound  skill  in  delineation 
of  character  which  marks  Thackeray  always,  does 
not  desert  him  in  his  new  work.  It  is  a  perfectly 
finished  and  living  picture  of  English  society  of  a 
century  ago.  For  the  details  of  court  and  fashion- 

able life  which  make  the  substance  and  the  charm 
of  the  endless  memoirs  and  letters  of  that  period, 
no  other  book  is  comparable  with  it  in  thorough- 

ness and  picturcsqueness.  The  Earl  of  (jliester- 
field,  Lord  Marcli,  the  King,  Lady  Yarmouth,  Dr. 
Johnson,  General  Wolfe,  and  others,  move  across 
the  scene  with  vivid  reality.  We  have  all  had 
our  fight  about  what  he  says  of  the  youth  of  Wash- 

ington. But  none  of  us  can  fight  about  Madame 
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de  Bernstein,  the  Beatrix  Esmond  of  "  Henry  Es- 
mond." She  is  one  of  the  complctest,  and,  artist- 

ically speaking,  satisfactof}'  figures  in  late  litera- 
ture. The  dramatic  veracity  in  which  Thackeray 

is  superior  to  Scott  and  Dickens,  in  which  he  may 
be  likened,  in  a  degree,  to  Shakcppeare,  and  which 
makes  all  his  characters  profoundly  consistent,  is 
nowhere  disjilayed  more  finely  than  in  "The  Vir- 

ginians." 
And  in  none  of  his  stories  is  his  intellectual  in- 

dependence more  apparent.  Having  strongly  de- 
fined feelings  about  life  and  character,  he  strongly 

expresses  them.  IlaiTy  Warrington,  like  Clivc 
Newcome,  does  a  great  many  naughty  things  ;  but 
the  historian  warns  oft'  the  moralist.  lie  is  a  young 
man,  with  the  errors  and  weaknesses  of  many 
young  men ;  but  he  has  a  candor  of  character,  a 
stainlessness  of  soul,  which  the  novelist  M'ill  have 
preferred  not  only  to  ofiicial  gravity,  but  even  to  a 
goodness  which,  being  in  a  difterent  position,  may 
be  less  tempted. 

Nowhere,  also,  is  the  old  fling  against  Thack- 
eray apparently  more  sustained  than  in  "The  Vir- 

ginians," and  less  really  confirmed.  lie  alwaj's 
treats  us  to  fools  and  knaves,  we  are  told.  He  al- 

ways introduces  us  into  the  worst  possible  society, 
and  sits  sneering  in  our  ears  about  the  very  peo- 

ple with  whom  he  has  made  us  acquainted,  and 
whose  company  he  always  frequents.  Here  he 
has  brought  us  to  Tunbridge  Wells,  and  it  is  a  ver\- saturnalia  of  sin.  Wliat  men  !  What  women ! 
What  docs  the  man  mean  by  such  conduct  ? 

AVell,  now,  if  he  brings  us  to  Lady  Yarmouth 
and  her  ci'cav,  arc  there  not  also  the  Lambert  girls? 
If  wo  have  Lord  March,  have  we  not  also  Colonel 
Lambert.'  If  we  have  Castlcwood,  have  we  not 
Colonel  Wolfe  ?  Besides  this,  and  instead  of  ar- 

ranging his  scene  Avith  all  the  good  people  on  one 
side,  and  the  bad  on  the  other — like  the  division  of 
sexes  in  a  Quaker  meeting — he  shoAvs  us  the  hu- 

man traits  that  reveal  themselves  in  people  we 
can  not  like,  but  who  are  not  altogether  base — as 
flowers  spring  up  among  desolate  fields,  as  finer 
veins  of  ore  thread  barren  earth — not  enough  to 
make  a  nosegay  of,  not  rich  enough  nor  deep 
enough  to  work. 

Does  any  reader  suppose  that  Lady  Maria  has  no 
regard  at  all  for  the  sweet  racy  youth  of  her  lover  ? 
that  she  is  only  devoted  to  his  supposed  money? 
It  is  clear  enough,  as  now  appears,  tliat  she  will 
transfer  her  young  aflections,  and  not  persist  in 
holding  Harry  to  his  vows;  but  will  she  relinquish 
him  without  an  honest  regret  ?  Under  Madame  de 
Bernstein's  worldliness  is  there  no  tender  longing, 
no  sweet  regret  of  other  j-ears  and  purer  feeling — 
like  a  stream  Avinding under  a  hard  volcanic  crust? 
Of  course  there  is.  Of  course  the  old  age  of  the 
Lad}'  Beatrix  could  not  be  all  hard  and  wicked, 
llow  beautiful  this  character  is,  as  a  whole,  in  the 
two  books  !  In  the  triuhiph  of  A'outh  insolent  and 
mercenary ;  but,  after  a  long  life,  the  deeper  and 
tenderer  points  appearing — and  so  much  material, 
so  much  possibility,  ahvays. 

In  truth,  like  all  novels  that  are  worth  reading, 
because  they  are  the  portraits  of  human  charac- 

ters painted  by  great  literary  artists,  "  The  Vix'- 
ginians"  sliould  be  read,  as  it  is  written,  from 
month  to  month — sitting,  if  you  please,  with  a 
friendly  circle  who  began  with  you,  who  know  all 
the  people  in  the  book — who  folloAV  their  fortunes 
as  we  hang  upon  the  careers  of  real  persons — Avho 
speculate,  and  Avonder,  and  plan — who  sympathize, 
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and  regret,  and  condemn  ;  and  who  justlv  take  a 
deeper  interest  in  many  of  the  characters  than  in 
manv  acquaintances,  because  they  know  them  bet- 

ter—not to  say  because  they  are  better  worth 
knowing. 

The  ordinary  novel-reader  will  be  impatient  at 
the  slow  progress  of  events  in  "The  Virginians." But  even  he  must  be  charmed  with  the  exquisite 
facility  and  felicity  of  the  portraiture  in  the  story. 

"  SPEI.VGFIELD,  ILLIXOIS,  Oct.,  1S58. 
"Deae  old  Easy  Chaie, — I  am  a  schoolmistress  out 

West,  and  it  is  a  bright  day  -when  Uarper  comes.  I have  raised  a  little  club  here,  and  send  you  our  yearly 
subscription  for  nine  copies.  I  could  better  spare  a  new 
collar  than  the  Monthly.   ." 

And  so,  with  many  friends,  old  and  new,  com- 
mences a  new  volume  of  the  Magazine.  Whoever 

will  turn  over  the  long  range  of  volumes,  forming 
a  little  library,  will  see  what  a  miscellan}'  of  en- 

tertaining literature  those  years  of  the  Monthly 
have  accumulated.  There  has  been  no  weariness 
on  the  part  of  the  Magazine  or  of  its  readers.  No 
such  work  has  ever  had  so  generous  and  contin- 

uous a  welcome.  It  is  that  which  stimulates  and 
inspires  its  conductors  to  be  worth}-  of  its  immense 
public — to  tell  the  pleasantest  stories  that  are  told 
any  where,  both  by  the  most  famous  authors  and 
those  who  are  becoming  so — to  photograph  the 
world,  in  every  aspect,  both  by  the  pencil  and  the 
pen — to  chat  cheerfully  and  seriously  of  every  cur- 

rent topic,  grave  or  gay — to  be  the  friend  of  old  and 
young — and,  while  there  are  a  thousand  things  upon 
which  men  and  women  differ,  to  entertain  the  sol- 

itary reader  and  the  domestic  circle  with  those 
things  upon  which  all  agree. 

The  Easy  Chair,  for  its  part,  as  it  stumps  about 
upon  its  four  legs,  which  seem  even  younger  than 
ever  (such  are  the  fond  delusions  of  age  !),  rejoices 
to  know  that  every  month  it  speaks  to  friends  of 
every  condition  every  where,  whom  it  shall  never 
know  by  name,  but  whom  it  feels  that  it  knows  by 
heart. 

The  Easy  Chair  is  delighted  to  make  public 
the  following  correspondence.  The  thoughtful  hu- 

manity, the  profound  architectural  knowledge,  and 
the  readiness  of  resources  under  difficulties  dis- 

played in  the  letter  to  the  Chair,  are  beyond  its 
praises.  They  cover  themselves  Avith  glory.  But 
as  the  weighty  affair  in  question  most  deeply  in- 

terested the  interesting  cherub  so  well  and  favora- 
bly known  to  the  friends  of  Harper.,  the  Easy  Chair 

lost  no  time  in  bringing  it  to  the  attentive  consid- 
eration of  that  ornament  of  the  Magazine.  His 

reply  was  duly  received,  and,  as  is  only  his  duty, 
the  Easy  Chair  presents  it  to  the  public,  bows,  and 
wheels  itself  away  : 

"Me.  E.  Z.  Chaie, — Dear  Sir :  I  make  bold  to  appeal 
to  six  or  seven  of  tlie  finer  feelings  of  your  nature  in  be- 

half of  a  young  person  in  'Harper's'  employ,  who  has long  been  compelled  to  remain  in  a  very  painful  and  pre- 
carious position.  I  allude  to  a  poor  deformed  boy — whom 

you  must  have  kidnapped  from  the  docks — Avho,  with 
scarcely  a  rag  to  cover  himself,  has  been  forced  by  you 
to  sit  on  the  North  Pole  and  blow  soap-bubbles  for  eight 
long,  weary  years. 

"  '  "What  kind  of  charge  am  I  making  T '"What  absurd  complaint  is  this?' 
"  Turn  to  the  vignette  of  your  title-page  and  see  for 

yourself! 
"There  he  straddles,  poor  fellow!  just  launching  his 

eighth  bubble — frozen  to  his  Arctic  seat  (or  else  he  would 
certainly  slip  off )— heroically  faithful  to  the  absurd  task 

1  to.  which  you  have  appointed  him.  See  how  he  has  ruin- 
j  ed  his  nose  in  his  exertions  at  blowing  through  that  huge 
pipe,  which  is  nearly  as  long  as  his  arm !  See  how  the 

I  big  toe  of  his  right  foot  has  pushed  the  Equator  clear 
i  down  to  Capricorn  in  its  weary  attempt  to  maintain  equi- 
I  librium !  Look  at  the  muscles  of  his  right  arm,  long 
,  since  cramped  and  distorted  by  holding  out  that  heavy 
!  and  ungainly  goblet,  which  seems,  by-the-way,  to  con- 
j  tain  a  brick  I  Look  again,  and  see  how  long  the  nail  has 
i  gro-\vn  on  the  sixth  finger  of  his  left  hand — the  sixth  fin- 
I  ger,  mind  you,  which  is  a  compensatory  addition  of  na- 

ture, making  up  for  his  having  only  four  toes  on  his  nght 

j  foot! 
"  Infelicitous  boy !  Condemned  at  once  to  amuse  and 

grieve  the  million  readers  of  'Harper's;'  fortunate  only in  his  unconsciousness  of  the  fate  which  awaits  him! 
For  the  time  must  come  when  the  Irish  boys  on  either 
column,  weary  of  scattering  meaningless  chips  on  no- 

thing, will  take  their  tired  toes  away  from  the  ends  of 
the  Bcrawly  scrolls  which  seem  to  support  the  egg-shaped 
sphere,  and  dov:n  will  tumble  the  baseless  fabric !  Then, 
whither  the  boy,  ah,  whither !  FaU  he  must,  through  the 
sharp-angled  '  Haepee's,'  the  slippery,  dripping  '  Month- 

ly,' the  shag-barked,  cross-grained  'Magazine,'  upon 
the  rough  corners  of  the  huge  '  half-shell"  below ! 

"  WTiat  wreck  then,  oh  E.  Z.  Chair,  of  your  '  Table' 
and  Contents!  The  big  ink-stand  with  its  huge  pen — 
'  mightier  than  the  sword'  and  about  as  long— the  tottle- 
ith  piles  of  badly-bound  books,  the  slipping  letters  and 
falling  scrolls,  the  thick  pallette — made  of  'half- inch, 
stuff'  at  the  thinnest — all  together,  in  dire  crofusion 
mingling,  will  be  jammed  against  the  bases  of  the  '  mor- 
fodite'  columns,  dislodging  and  overturning  them,  and 
bringing  down  the  other  Irish  boys  and  their  chip  bask- 

ets, ker-Jiumraux ! 
"  I  began,  Mr.  Chair,  with  an  appeal  to  your  finer  feel- 

ings. I  did  intend  to  persuade  you  to  act  from  humane 
and  Christian  motives,  and  take  down  that  poor  boy.  I 
hope  my  remarks  may  have  an  influence  with  you.  May 
1 7iot  hope  that  you  will  at  least  give  ear  to  my  warnings 
and  to  the  following  suggestions? 

"  Unless  something  be  done  immejiate,  that  boy  vrHl 
fall!  I  propose,  therefore,  assisted  by  hints  from  an 
architectural  friend  who  shares  my  anxious  solicitudes: 

"1st.  That  the  bunting  be  stripped  from  the  columns 
and  employed  in  strengthening  their  uprightness.  By 
tying  this  around  them  just  below  their  tops,  and  making 
it  fast  from  one  to  the  other,  the  strain  caused  by  the  im- 

pending weight  of  the  globe  may  be  temporarily  coun- teracted. The  columns  will  thus  be  stripped  of  their 
wreaths,  but  since  whatever  of  architectural  meaning 
there  is  about  them  is  Egyptian,  it  will  not  be  at  vari- 

ance with  any  laws  of  taste  to  remove  these  incongruous 
surroundings. 

"2d.  Temporary  safety  being  now  sectned,  that  the 
columns  be  stayed  by  'shores'  placed  against  them  to 
the  right  of  one  and  left  of  the  other.  It  will  be  con- 

venient to  have  these  shores  in  the  form  of  ladders,  so 
that  fresh  supplies  of  chips  and  eoap  and  water  may  be 
sent  up  to  the  boys — that  is,  if  you  can  not  be  persuaded 
to  take  them  down.  And,  in  this  connection,  my  friend' 
suggests  that  a  plank  be  laid  from  the  top  of  the  left- 
hand  column  to  the  equator  of  the  sphere — and  stout 
spikes  must  immediately  be  driven  into  this,  below  the 
equator,  to  keep  that  important  and  useful  line  from 
slipping  any  farther  down.  This  plank  woiild  make 
connection  between  '  Chips'  and  '  Bubbles,'  the  latter  of 
whom,  it  is  evident,  can  not  reach  across  the  chasm  for 
'more  soap'  without  danger  of  falling. 

'•3d.  That  since  'Habpee's  New  Monthly  Maga- 
zine" has  no  visible  means  of  support,  a  frame-M  ork  be 

erected  like  those  on  which  fire-works  are  displayed ;  the 
letters  might  be  fastened  upon  this  with  tacks.  This 
frame-work,  resting  securely  on  the  table,  might  apect- 
uate  at  the  South  Pole  of  the  globe,  and  aid  in  support- 

ing it. 
"4th.  The  safety  of  the  whole  structure  having  now 

been  attended  to,  a  few  details  must  be  looked  after. 
The  boys  should  be  decently  and  warmly  clothed.  Win- ter is  at  hand,  and  although  you  may  say  that  they  are 
'tough,'  having  been  exposed  in  this  dress  for  eight  win- 

ters, yet  I  can  assure  you,  Sir,  that  the  modesty  and  hu- 
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inanity  of  your  million  of  readers  cnn  not  with  iinpimity 
be  much  longer  disregarded.  Your  books  should  be 
piled  up  properly,  and  your  letters  filed  and  laid  away. 
If  you  will  remove  tliat.inimensc  and  meaningless  'half- shell'— suggestive  only  of  oyster-suppers,  which  should 
never  be  served  in  a  library— you  will  have  more  room 
on  your  table,  and  can  dispose  of  your  books  and  papers 
more  convcnii'iitly. 

"Oh,  my  dear  Chnir,  bo  'easy'  with  me!  I'm  afraid I've  spoken  too  plainly,  but  I  rely  so  much  on  your  good 
nature  and  your  good  sense  that  I  think  you  won't  be  of- 

fended.   .fl?-e  you,  now?" 
"The  sweet  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft"  upon 

the  cover  of  Harper  (and  he  hopes  lie  may  be  par- 
doned for  calling-  himself  by  a  name  which  is  pre- 

cious to  him,  as  having  been  conferred  upon^him 
by  his  amiable  old  friend,  the  Easy  Chair)  begs  to 
present  his  compliments  to  every  body,  and  to  avail 
himself  of  this  opi)ortunity  of  replying  to  the  utter- 

ly uncalled-for,  inhuman,  unjust,  and  disagreeable 
— not  to  say  unpleasant — letter  addressed  to  his 
kind  old  friend. 

Let  the  candid  reader  turn  to  the  cover  and  find 
the  answer  to  this  insolent  communication  bright- 

ly blazoned  there.  Behold  him  (me)  clasping  the 
world  with  kindly  legs ;  with  one  hand  grasping  a 
generous  beaker,  with  the  other  holding  a  pipe  and 
blowing  rainbow  bubbles !  What  does  that  pic- 

ture— in  itself  so  cheerful  and  exhilarating — sug- 
gest? Viewed  only  as  a  radiant  youth  riding  a 

globe  it  is  worth  two  j'ears'  subscription  to  the 
Magazine ;  but  to  the  eyes  and  minds  of  thought- 

ful, poetic,  and  imaginative  people — yes,  anony- 
mous author,  poetic  and  imaginative  people ! — 

what  does  it  symbolize  beyond  its  mei'ely  outward 
beauty  ? 

Just  this :  that  genius — ever  joyous,  ever  j'oung 
in  the  pages  Harper — rules  the  entire  world,  but 
by  the  kindliest  sway  ;  on  the  one  hand  cheering 
it  with  the  sweet  wine  of  song,  on  the  other  illum- 

inating it  with  the  most  graceful  and  perfect  crea- 
tions of  fancy,  in  which  every  aspect  of  nature  is 

exquisitely  mirrored.  Not  drugging  it  with  dull 
polemics— not  stinging  it  with  violent  debate- 
but,  in  soft  inebriation,  winning  the  world  with 
rainbow  fancies  from  sorrows  and  cares.  It  is  the 
very  genius  of  exhilarating  amusement,  recreat- 

ing, while  it  rules,  the  world. 
And  why  is  the  equator  somewhat  depressed? 

Simply  to  show  that  the  same  charitable  genius 
conquers  the  languors  of  the  tropics  and  extends 
the  temperate  zone  of  rational  recreation  ;  that  the 
industry,  and  intelligence,  and  calmness  which 
mai'k  the  temperate  zone  of  our  Magazine,  are 
spread  by  the  Magazine  around  the  world;  that 
no  equator  is  so  hot  and  fixed,  no  north  pole  so 
cold  and  fatal,  that  the  sweet  little  cherub  of  kind- 

ly sentiment  and  story  and  song  may  not  push  aside 
one  barrier  with  his  foot,  and  sit  supreme  and  un- 

harmed upon  the  other. 
And  even  if  it  were  true— which,  upon  the  fiiith 

of  a  cherub,  1  deny — that  the  hand  of  which  this 
captious  critic  complains  had  six  fingers,  instead 
of  the  usual  human  allowance  of  five — what  then  ? 
What  would  it  symbolically  set  forth,  but  only  to 
the  imaginative  and  poetic  mind,  except  that  the 
hands  which  assisted  in  the  weaving  of  the  sweet 
spell  which  delights  the  world  were  not  liable  to 
the  imperfections  of  ordinary  hands,  but  were  un- 

limited and  phenomenal  ? 
Likewise  of  the  foot,  equally  objurgated,  the  re- 

ined and  perceptive  mind  instantly  notices  the  beau- 
tiful significance.  Even  if  there  were  but  four  toes 

(whatever  that  may  menu,  Madame),  what  would 
the  design  delicately  insinuate  but  the  fact  that, 
with  even  less  expenditure  of  force  than  is  ordi- 

narily nece.<'sary,  all  obstacles  arc  overcome,  and 
fall  before  the  all-con(|uering  genius? 

Again  presenting  his  compliments  to  every  body, 
the  cherub  begs  them  to  remark  the  inhumanity 
of  the  fiings  against  tliose  two  estimable  and  indu.s- 
trious  Ijeings  who  are  united  with  the  other  (me) 
in  the  work  of  charity  and  love.  What  arc  they 
doing — what  have  they  done — that  they  sliould  be 
so  insolently  commiserated?  Will  a  kind  public 
attend  and  give  ear  ? 

What  are  those  two  youths  doing  ?  Tlioy  are 
scattering  fiowers.  From  baskets,  ever  full,  they 
throw  roses  that  never  wither  on  both  sides  of  the 
globe.  To  the  sensitive  and  7-efmcd  mind  they  sym- 

bolize the  immortal  spirit  of  peace  and  good-will 
that  drop  blossoms  so  that,  whichever  way  the 
world  rolls,  it  may  roll  in  beauty  and  freshness 
and  fragrance.  They  symbolize  the  resolution, 
never  slumbering  nor  sleeping,  which  takes  care 
that  the  Magazine  shall  do  its  share  to  make  the 
world's  journey  pleasant  and  fair.  Like  the 

"Happy  melodists,  unwearied. 
Forever  chanting  songs  forever  new," 

they  stand,  tireless  and  cheerful,  by  night  and  day, 
in  summer  and  winter,  and  foretell  the  flowery 
path  in  which  the  reader  will  run.  Are  they  cold 
and  scantily  clothed  ?  Ah  !  dear  t*ublic,  you  know 
— whatever  the  knowledge  of  the  author  of  this 
anonymous  slander  may  be — that  the  air  of  happy 
occupation  is  always  a  summer  air — that  the  sun 
of  hilai'ity  rises  with  every  new  number  of  Har- 

per— and  that  those  two  charming  children  live 
forever  in  the  full  light  of  that  luminary.  Co- 

workers Avith  the  cherub,  they  are  neither  cold  nor 
hungry  nor  naked.  For  they  are  warmed  with 
their  constant  happy  activity ;  they  feed  forever 
upon  pleasant  thoughts,  and  they  are  clad  with  the 
grace  of  generosity. 

There  is  a  volley  of  trumpery  advice  about 
changing,  and  propping,  and  supporting,  and  other 
architectural  arrangements.  The  bunting  around 
the  columns  is  to  be  removed,  and  appropriated  to 
some  other  purpose.  Now,  dear  Public,  tkerc  is 
but  one  other  object  to  which  it  could  be  so  well 
devoted  as  at  present,  and  the  achievement  of  that 
object  would  also  eflcct  a  change  in  the  cover. 
Every  discerning  mind  sees  at  once  what  is  meant. 
It  is  to  take  the  drapery  and  hang  the  pestilent 
complainer  where  his  head  may  constantly  hit  the 
"sharp-angled  Harper's;''  his  unavailing  hands 
slip  upon  "the  slippery,  dripping  3fonthhj"  his logs  chafe  "  the  shag-barked,  cross-grained  Jifaga- 
zine and  his  toes  be  utterly  worn  away  upon  ' '  the 
rough-corners  of  the  huge  half  shell  below." Then  justice  will  be  done.  Then  peace  and 
harmony  will  be  aveng.ed  and  satisfied.  Then — like  the  heads  upon  Temple  Bar,  grinning  and 
dreadful  pi'eachers  of  the  consequences  of  treason — 
Avill  the  suspended  figure  of  tliis  ill-omened  critic 
show  the  folly  of  little  minds,  and  the  futility  of 
captious  complaints. 

But  leaving  him,  be  it  yours,  most  sweet  Pub- 
lic, to  look  at  the  picture  in  the  light  I  have  shed 

upon  it ;  and  it  shall  be  mine  to  remain  the  symbol 
of  the  hearty  desire  of  providing  a  monthly  and  an 
unfailing  pleasure,  which  animates  my  anonymous 
friend  the  Editor  of  the  Magazine. 

We  have  all  been  disgraced  by  the  fight  near 
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Buffalo.  It  is  to  be  expected,  of  course,  that  bru- 
tal men  will  behave  like  brutes,  and  tear  each  oth- 
er's eyes  out  when  tliey  have  occasion.  It  is  to  be 

expected,  also,  that  men  whose  tastes  are  bestial 
will  support  them  in  so  doing.  But  what  has  the 
public,  as  such,  to  do  with  it  ? 

Will  you  say,  "Nothing  at  all?"  Will  you 
say  that  it  is  only  the  bruisers  and  ' '  the  Fancy" 
who  were  interested  in  the  contest  for  the  "  cham- 

pionship?" Will  you  then  please  to  explain  the  fact  that 
the  leading  newspapers  in  New  York  considered 
it  necessary  to  have  a  long  and  detailed  history 
of  the  disgusting  business,  after  having  printed 
"Postscripts"  and  "Extras"  to  announce  the  re- sult ? 

In  this  country  there  is  no  indication  of  the  di- 
rection of  popular  interest  so  unerring  as  the  news- 

papers. When  they  devote  several  leading  col- 
imms  to  any  subject,  we  may  be  very  sure  that  it 
is  not  a  matter  of  private  scope,  but  of  wide  and 
general  attention.  So,  with  the  daily  papers  in  his 
hand,  a  man  may  say  with  simple  truth,  we  have 
all  been  disgraced  by  the  Buffalo  fight. 

Fighting  is  always  wretched  business  enough  ; 
but  although  Christ  expressly  forbade  it,  and  al- 

though we  all  claim  lustily  to  be  Christians,  a  man 
loses  consideration  in  a  Christian  community  if, 
under  some  circumstances,  he  does  not  fight.  In 
defense  of  the  life  or  honor  of  those  dear  to  us, 
fighting  certainly  loses  its  offensivr>  chai'acter.  In 
moments  of  hot  passion,  too,  the  deadly  or  sudden 
blow  has  some  kind  of  extenuation  or  excuse.  But 
to  put  the  human  body  into  perfect  order  solely  in 
order  that  it  may  be  a  battering-ram  to  pound  an- 

other body  in  equal  order  into  a  jell}',  is  the  most 
loathsome  and  sickening  of  all  enterprises.  And 
that  this  should  be  a  matter  of  such  general  sym- 

pathy as  to  justify  the  publication  of  elaborate  re- 
ports is  a  most  humiliating  and  alarming  fact. 

There  is  a  great  deal  said  about  the  manly  art 
of  self-defense  and  physical  vigor.  But  those  are 
excellences  that  have  nothing  to  do  with  such  bru- 

talities as  this  fight.  It  is  the  disgrace  of  England 
that  its  manners  allow  a  certain  toleration  of  the 
prize  ring.  It  is  covered  up  under  a  talk  about 
sinev/  and  muscle  and  heartiness.  But  there  is 
nothing  so  disgusting  in  a  bull-fight  as  in  a  prize- 

fight, nor  more  inhuman  in  the  old  gladiatorial 
shows  than  in  the  spectacle  of  two  human  beings 
deliberately  beating  each  other  blind  and  blood}'. 
And  this  is  to  be  noticed  to  our  shame,  that  while 
in  England  the  thing  is  hedged  with  a  sort  of  hon- 

or in  itself  which  excludes  deadly  weapons,  and  is 
only  stealthily  acknowledged  as  a  matter  of  public 
concern,  and  printed  in  "sporting"  papers — yet 
here  the  ring  is  surroiuided  with  revolvers,  de- 

stroying all  chance  of  "  foir  play,"  and  the  affair  is 
blazoned  upon  the  breakfast-table. 

Does  any  man  suppose  that  tlie  London  Times 
would  ever  publish  the  details  of  any  contest  of 
this  kind,  as  the  New  York  papers  have  published 
them  ?  John  Bull  may  be  brutal  enough,  but  he 
is  decent  enough  to  respect  times  and  places.  If 
he  has  a  dirty  story  to  tell,  he  will  not  choose  a 
lady's  boudoir  for  the  telling ;  and  if  he  likes  to 
see  a  brutal  set-to,  he  will  steal  off  and  sec  it,  and 
hold  his  tongue. 

A^'D  that  last  paragraph  leads  an}'  Avell-behaved 
Easy  Chair  to  ask  the  question,  on  what  ground 
the  papers  justify  the  publication  of  such  stuff? 

There  are  plenty  of  fights  every  day  between  bru- 
tal bullies,  Avhich  decide  the  "championship"  as 

much  as  this  Buffalo  one ;  why  are  they  not  parad- 
ed at  great  length  and  with  every  facility  and  or- 

nament of  type  in  the  newspapers  ? 
The  general  answer,  intended  to  cover  the  whole 

ground,  is  that  a  newspaper  is  a  sheet  of  which  the 
purpose  is  to  circulate  the  news,  to  tell  whatever 
has  happened,  without  regard  to  its  character  or 
influence.  Hence  we  have  disgusting  details  of 
crimes  and  trials,  which,  if  published  as  books, 
would  be  sued  and  suppressed  as  indecent. 

Now  the  argument  is  very  clear  that,  if  the  con- 
ductor of  a  newspaper  has  only  to  provide  news  for 

his  readers,  and  may  call  any  thing  of  which  they 
have  not  heard,  or  with  which  they  are  not  famil- 

iar, news,  there  is  nothing,  however  salacious, 
which  does  not  fall  strictly  within  the  rubric. 
There  are  a  thousand  details  of  a  thousand  places 
in  the  city  of  New  York  which  are  just  as  interest- 

ing as  the  fight  near  Buffalo.  They  are  no  more 
criminal,  they  arc  no  more  indecent,  and  they 
would  make  the  paper  sell.  If  the  conductor  of  a 
paper  abdicates  all  moral  responsibility  in  his  rela- 

tions with  the  public,  and  is  only  bound  to  provide 
something  that  the  public  will  buy,  let  him  spare 
the  correspondence  from  Caracas  and  give  us  the 
latest  bulletins  from  the  Five  Points. 

Is  it  said,  that  the  very  fact  that  there  are  no 
bulletins  from  the  Five  Points  shows  that  there  is 
a  restraining  sense  ? 

To  this  the  reply  is,  that  it  is  a  restraint  only  in 
degree,  not  in  kind.  Twenty-five  years  ago  such 
a  report  of  tlie  late  fight  as  was  given  us  in  the  pa- 

pers would  never  have  been  seen,  not  only  because 
the  papers  of  those  days  would  not  have  sent  com- 

petent reporters,  but  because  the  good  sense  and 
feeling  of  the  readers  would  not  have  allow'ed  it. 
And  how  long  is  it  likely  to  be  before  a  public 
whose  taste  justifies  such  reports  will  not  also  jus- 

tify accounts  of  other  matters  with  which  prize- 
fighting and  prize-fighters  are  intimately  con- 

nected, and  which  are  really  no  more  unmanly, 
indecent,  and  dishonorable  ? 

The  Easy  Chair  has  always  claimed  that  there 
is  no  essential  relation  between  Dirt  and  Democ- 

racy, that  a  man  may  be  a  Democrat  and  yet  be  a 
decent  gentleman,  and  that  to  violate  every  feel- 

ing of  propriety  is  not  to  prove  one's  orthodoxy in  principle. 
Tlie  Easy  Chair  is  now  prepared  to  assert  that 

it  does  not  follow  that  a  man  is  insincere  in  moral 

or  political  effort  because  he  dresses  well.  "My 
dear  Sir,  your  coat  fits  much  too  well  for  a  philan- 

thropist !"  Heavens !  then  it  is  true  that  bad 
habits  are  essential  to  good  morals. 

The  Easy  Chair  was  once  conversing  with  a 
friend  enthusiastic  about  a  popular  poet.  But 
there  was  a  vein  of  sadness  and  regret  in  all  the 
praise.  There  Avas  evidently  something  reserved 
into  which  the  Chair,  at  last,  delicately  inquired. 

"Ah!  dear  Easy,"  was  the  reply,  "is  it  not 
melancholy  to  reflect  that  this  poet  of  whose  sin- 

cerity the  heart  can  no  more  doubt  than  the  ear  of 
his  sweetness,  with  all  his  humanity  and  pathos, 
and  grace  and  simplicity,  wears  the  best  fitting  coat 
in  the  State!''  And  it  was  clear  that  the  coat  pre- 

sented a  full  faith  in  tlie  qualities  which  it  was 
impossible  not  to  perceive  and  enjoy. 

There  was  a  mystic  and  profound  significance  in 
Carlyle's  Philosophy  of  Clothes,  and  in  a  very 
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literal  and  exact  sense.  If  Carlyle  himself  should 
step  into  the  desk,  jeweled  and  ringed,  velveted 
and  exquisitely  gloved,  his  wisdom  would  not 
seem  so  wise  as  if  it  were  uttered  in  a  careless  coat, 
an  unanxious  cravat,  and  trowsers  bulging  at  the 
knees.  Yet  we  figure  Pericles*  as  the  glass  of  fash- 

ion and  the  mould  of  form  ;  and  the  great  English 
orators  have  usually  been  punctiliously  dressed. 

Of  course  the  feeling  arises  from  confounding 
good  dressing  with  careful  dressing.  But  many 
a  man  dresses  well  with  less  care  than  many  an- 

other clumsily  and  slovenly.  It  is  generally  safer 
to  judge  every  man  not  by  the  outshle,  and  to 
measure  sentiments  by  their  intrinsic  justice,  and 
not  b}'  the  pantaloons  of  the  orator— just  as  it  is 
dangei-ous  to  suppose,  because  a  man  is  dirt}',  that, 
therefore^  he  is  a  Democrat  or  believer  in  the  equal 
rights  of  all  men. 

"Dear  Mr.  Easy  Chair, — I  write  for  information. 
Is  Mr.  Van  Wartenbcrger  in  earnest  when  he  proposes 
to  keep  seven  servants,  horses,  and  last,  but  not  least,  a 
dear  wife,  with  the  moderate  sum  of  ten  thousand  a  year  ? 
If  he  is  seriously  in  earnest,  beg  of  him,  if  he  have  any 
regard  for  his  domestic  happiness,  to  curtail  the  number 
of  servants.  He  can  not  possibly  accomplish  Avhat  he 
proposes.  I  tremble  at  the  thought  of  his  fleeting  wed- 

ded bliss,  and  am  ready  to  prove  to  him  the  impossibility 
of  his  scheme,  out  of  regard  to  his  future  liappiness  and 
that  of  the  inestimable  J\Irs.  Van  Wartenbcrger. 

"Now,  Mr.  Easy  Chair,  you  understand  my  disinterest- 
edness, and  will  promise  to  take  my  part  in  case  that  my 

husband,  Mr.  Fitzbubble,  should  censure  me  for  bring- 
ing his  affairs  befoi'e  the  public.  I  repeat  that  I  take  this 

step  solely  for  the  benefit  of  the  j^oung  couple.  We,  that 
is  Mr.  Fitzbubble  and  myself,  reside  in  a  brown  stone 
house,  elaborately  finished  after  the  Chincherbred  style 
of  architecture.  I  scarcely  need  to  mention  this,  as  the 
Fitzbubbles  have,  time  out  of  mind,  been  noted  for  their 
showy  residences.  By  practicing  the  greatest  economy 
we  are  enabled  to  keep  a  bland  cook,  not  too  fat ;  a  gen- 

teel and  graceful  colored  boy;  a  chambermaid,  not  given 
to  airs;  a  lady's  maid,  the  spread  of  whose  skirt  is  less 
than  that  of  her  mistress and  a  coachman,  of  ruby  face 
and  proboscis,  upon  ten  thousand  a  year.  Two  servants 
less  than  Mr.  Van  W.  proposes,  and  this  with  the  most 
rigid  economy !  By  rigid  economy  I  mean  that  Mr.  Fitz- 

bubble denies  himself  all  such  useless  luxuries  as  fast 
horses,  cigars,  dogs,  etc. ;  also  such  amusements  as  sport- 

ing, boating,  and  the  like.  In  fact  he  spends  less  upon 
himself  than  any  man  that  I  have  ever  known.  He  is 
conscientious  about  patronizing  extravagant  tailors,  and 
never  enters  the  doors  of  a  club-house.  Would  Mr.  Van 
W.  Avillingly  follow  in  such  footsteps  ?  I  tremble  to  think 
of  tho  consequences  should  he  not.  I  could  shed  tears 
when  I  reflect  upon  the  loves  of  shawls  and  bonnets  which 
she  will  stand  in  actual  need  of  (and  which  need  Avill  be 
the  prolific  source  of  many  an  altercation  between  her 
husband  and  herself),  if  he  persists  iu  keeping  seven 
servants  upon  only  ten  thousand  dollars  a  year.  I  feel  a 
great  admiration  for  Mrs.  Van-W.,  whoso  amiability  is 
fully  manifested  by  the  relinquishment  of  her  preferences, 
and  whose  good  sense  is  evident  by  her  approval  of  the 
discriminating  selection  of  servants  which  her  husband 
has  made.  I  see  at  a  glance  the  difficulties  Avhich  she 
will  labor  under  by  dispensing  with  the  footman  and  tire 
housekeeper;  but  upon  ten  thousand  a  year,  dear  Mr. 
Easy  Chair,  she  can  never  keep  more  than  five  and  do 
justice  to  herself.  Kespectfully  yours, 

"  FeIVOLE  FiTZIiUBBLE. 

*  What  is  fame?  A  clergyman  was  about  to  deliver  a 
lecture  upon  "the  Age  of  Pericles,"  g.nd  some  gentlemen were  speaking  of  it. 

Smith.  "Jones,  what  cere  Pericles  ?" 
Jokes.  "Well,  Smith,  I  don't  exactly  know.  But  its 

a  kind  of  shell  fish." 
Smith.  "Ah!  then,  of  course,  'the  age,'  has  reference 

to  the  time  they  have  been  out  of  the  water." 

"y'..S'.  Mr.  Fitzhubblo  ban  siicli  a  funny  definition  of  a husbunil.  I  would  like  so  much  to  liavo  Mr.  Van  \V.  hear 
it,  thut  ho  may  btr  prepared  for  his  destiny.  Def — 'A 
man  who  docs  erranils  and  pays  billH.'  You  sec,  not 
koi'i)ing  any  mon;  fervants,  I  am  obliged  to  employ  Mr. 
Fitzbubble  occnsionally." 

OUU  F()Ki:i(iN  GOSSIP. 
It  is  a  blank  month  for  grand  news.  The  Aus- 

tria^ carrying  down  its  live  hundred,  has  startled 
oven  the  Paris  world — and,  unfortunately,  the  en- 

rollment of  the  Ausfrid,  in  popular  talk,  is  among 
American  steamers — another  dreadful  proof,  they 
say,  of  tlie  transatlantic  waste  of  life.  The  story 
makes  a  gloomy  paragraph  ;  and  tlie  fumigating 
tar  of  the  Hamburg  seamen  is  classed  with  the 
bowie-knives  of  Arkansas,  tlie  duels  of  Mr.  Arrow- 
smitli,  and  the  burning  of  the  (Quarantine.  jMore 
and  more  our  home  civilization  is  regarded,  by  the 
idle  observers  of  Europe,  as  a  kind  of  fierce  sauva- 
gerie^  under  which  cheap  meats  are  eaten  half-cooked 
— a  President  washes  lus  hands  in  greasy  tavern 
basins,  in  his  shirt-sleeves — and  horse-stealers  or 
aljolitionists,  Avhen  caught,  garnish  the  limbs  of 
wayside  trees. 

"  And  do  they  ever  bury  these  men  ?"  hints  an 
inquiring  Frenchman. 

The  American  (quidnunc  expresses  grave  doubts. 
"But  then,"  says  the  Frenchman,  "don't  you fear  the  effects  of  putrefaction 
(iuidnunc  replies,  "  We  are  used  to  that." 
"J/o/z  l)i(:u!  but  the  yellow  fever:  isn't  it  a cause,  perhaps 

"Very  probably." 
And  the  philosophic  Frenchman  embraces  at 

once  the  somewhat  gloomy  theory  that  our  yellow 
fever  may  be  traced  directly  to  the  miasma  arising 
from  the  putref}'ing  victims  of  Lynch  law  ! 

A  bit  of  real  gloom  belonged,  a  few  evenings 
since,  to  the  quarter  of  the  Madeleine.  The  Prince 
Ghika,  of  the  Danubian  Principalities,  whose  in- 

terests have  so  recently  engaged  the  attention  of 
the  European  Congress,  was  thrown  from  his  car- 

riage, as  he  was  returning  from  a  drive  in  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne,  and  died  two  hours  thereafter.  He 
was  just  about  leaving  Paris  for  Wallachia,  where 
he  hoped,  through  French  influence  and  his  per- 

sonal popularity,  to  secure  his  election  as  Ilospodar. 
To  this  end  his  horses,  of  which  he  had  a  consider- 

able number,  had  been  advertised  for  sale.  But 
his  reputation  as  one  of  the  most  daring  whips  of 
the  metropolis  made  purchasers  coy.  His  teams 
were  restive  to  a  degree  that  frighted  even  the 
jockeys  ;  yet  it  is  worthy  of  notice  that,  on  the  oc- 

casion of  the  accident,  he  was  driving  Avith  a  well- 
broken  team,  belonging  to  his  wife,  the  Princess. 

The  coaclunan,  a  Wallachian,  lost  command  of 
them,  the  Prince  stepped  forward  to  assist  him,  a 
rein  broke,  and  the  poor  fellow  was  thrown  to  the 

pavement. The  Princess  is  represented  as  a  charming  per- 
son, of  French  birth,  formerly  known  as  a  pleasant 

feuilletoniste,  and  the  companion  of  Balzac,  Gau- 
thier,  Gavarni,  and  others-  A  recent  pamphlet  of 
hers,  calling  attention  to  the  condition  and  atti- 

tude of  Wallachia,  has  revived  recollection  of  her 
old  status.  The  funeral  obsequies  have  crowned 
the  week  with  a  sad  pomp  of  plumes  and  sable 
hangings. 

The  circumstances  of  the  death  recall  vividly 
the  last  hours  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans;  and  this 
memory  brings  to  mind  the  recently  published  will 
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of  the  Duchess— full  of  piety,  tenderness,  and  royal 
resolve.  We  may  venture  to  cite  a  portion  of  it: 

"This  is  my  ̂ vill.  In  the  name  of  the  Father, 
and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  G^host.  In  dying 
I  commend  my  soul  to  God,  and  in  the  name  of 
Jesus  Clirist  I  implore  Ilis  infinite  mercy,  praying 
him  to  receive  me  in  the  eternal  abode,  there  to  re- 

unite me  to  those  for  whom  I  have  mourned  upon 
this  earth.  I  leave  my  maternal  blessing  to  my 
beloved  sons,  and  pray  the  Lord  to  guide  them 
through  this  life,  to  give  them  prosperous  days, 
and  to  grant  them  eternal  felicity  Avhen  they  shall 
have  nobly  fulfilled  their  destinies  here  below.  I 
bid  them  liere  a  last  adieu,  while  thanking  them 
for  the  happiness  they  have  contributed  to  my  ex- 

istence. I  entreat  the  Queen  to  accept  the  last  ex- 
pression of  my  respectful  gratitude.  I  bid  fare- 

well to  my  mother,  to  whom  I  owe  so  much;  to 
my  brothers  and  sisters,  for  Avhom  I  have  ever  felt 
sincere  affection;  to  my  mother's  famih',  whose 
tender  hospitality  has  lightened  the  bitterness  of 
exile  of  m}'  sons  and  myself;  to  my  friends  and 
servants,  whose  fidelity  in  the  midst  of  misfortune 
has  inspired  me  with  grateful  attachment ;  and, 
finally,  I  bid  farewell  to  France,  Avhich  I  have  loved 
so  much,  and  where  the  happiest  j'ears  of  mj  life 
have  glided  away.  I  recommend  my  sons  never 
to  forget  that  the  fear  of  God  is  the  beginning  of  all 
wisdom,  that  it  is  a  guide  and  beacon  in  prosper- 

ity, and  a  stay  amidst  misfortune ;  to  remain  ever 
faithful  to  the  precepts  of  their  childhood,  and  con- 

tinue steadfast,  likewise,  in  their  political  faith. 
May  they  observe  it  both  by  their  constancy  in  ad- 

versity and  exile,  and  by  their  firmness  and  devoted 
patriotism  when  the  course  of  events  shall  restore 
them  to  their  country.  May  France,  restored  to 
her  dignity  and  liberty,  may  constitutional  France 
reckon  upon  them  to  defend  her  honor,  her  grand- 

eur, and  her  interests ;  and  may  she  find  once  more 
in  them  the  wisdom  of  their  grandfather  and  the 
chivalrous  qualities  of  their  father.  They  should 
ever  bear  in  mind  the  political  principles  which 
have  made  the  glory  of  their  House,  which  their 
grandfather  faithfully  observed  upon  the  throne, 
and  which  their  father,  as  his  will  and  testament 
bears  witness,  had  ardently  adopted.  His  last  di- 

rections have  been  the  guiding  rule  of  their  edu- 

cation." 
And  in  conclusion  she  says:  "Whatever  the 

place  of  exile  where  my  days  may  close,  and  what- 
ever the  tomb  I  may  happen  to  find,  I  request  my 

sons,  and  in  their  default,  my  heirs,  to  have  my  re- 
mains conveyed  to  France  whenever  our  family  may 

return  to  it,  there  to  deposit  them  in  the  mortuary 
chapel  of  Dreux,  beside  the  tomb  of  my  husband. 
I  here  close  my  last  will  with  an  assurance  of  par- 

don to  all  such  as  may  have  offended  or  afflicted 
me,  and  with  an  entreaty  to  all  those  I  may  in  my 
turn  have  offended  or  pained,  not  to  retain  the  mem- 

ory thereof.  My  last  words  are  for  my  beloved 
sons— a  prayer  and  a  blessing. 

"  Helexe,  Duchesse  d'Okleaxs." 

We  read  this  will  in  a  Paris  paper.  Do  the 
censors  sleep  ?  Or  has  the  Breton  ovation  quieted 
any  Lnperial  distrust  ? 

You  have  read  of  that  triumphal  progress — how 
Brittany  and  all  La  Vendee  forgot  their  traditional 
loyalty  and  became  Napoleonist.  You  have  read, 
if  you  have  kept  in  the  track  of  the  Paris  corre- 

spondents, of  the  fete  days  at  St.  Cloud,  at  Com- 
piegne,  and  of  the  gay  bathers  and  the  bull-fights 

at  Biarritz.  You  have  seen,  too,  how  the  long- 
promised  ruin  which,  in  the  opinion  of  some  of  }  our 
overwise  journalists,  was  to  overtake  the  Mobilier 
and  France,  and  make  such  financial  crash  as  should 
carry  all  despotic  Europe  with  it  into  bankruptcy, 
has  been  staved  off,  and  off,  and  lingered  and  re- 

tired, till  now  even  shrewd  income-seekers  are  plac- 
ing faith  in  French  stocks,  and  the  Bourse  is  all 

sunsliine. 
The  revival  of  trade  here  must  be  a  sad  disap- 

pointment to  those  who  prophesied  with  such  large 
and  ludicrous  persistency  the  utter  hollowness  of 
French  credit.  Of  course  a  great  many  fond  and 
amiable  old  gentlemen  must  find  their  political 
economy  theories  blighted  ;  it  was  made  so  very 
clear  that  M,  Pcreire  was  another  Law,  and  the 
Mobilier  another  Soutli-Sea  scheme,  and  l.ouis  Na- 

poleon a  despotic  trifier  with  edge  tools.  Now  we 
are  not  going  to  annoy  or  provoke  good  republican 
susceptibilities  with  any  defense  of  oath-breaking, 
or  Louis  Napoleon's  conduct  generally ;  but  Ave  do 
say  that  he  has  put  a  large  sagacity  and  a  most 
unwavering  firmness  into  his  pilotage  of  France 
through  the  year  past ;  and  though  the  army  and 
outsiders  may  have  been  more  struck  by  his  adroit- 

ness and  shrewd  pollc}-  during  the  progress  of  the 
Eastern  war,  yet  the  wonderful  stanchness  and 
far-sightedness  of  the  man  have  been  put  to  a  far 
more  critical  test,  and  won  a  larger  triumph,  in 
combating  the  threatened  monetary  crisis  of  the 
year  past.  To  call  him  knave  persistently  may 
gratify  a  certain  red  zeal  for  republicanism  ;  to 
call  him  simply  Mr.  Bonaparte,  as  some  comical 
Democrats  religiously  do,  shows  pretty  cherish- 
ment  of  crushed  hopes  ;  but  to  call  him  fool  and 
simpleton  implies  a  besotted  ignorance  that  would 
be  pitiable  if  it  were  not  malicious. 

We  shift  the  topic.  We  have  a  little  story  to 
tell  of  the  daughter  of  a  French  beggar — showing 
that  beggars  are  sometimes  rich.  Every  beggar 
must  have  his  permit  in  France,  and  wear  his  med- 

al, Avith  ofiicial  stamp,  authorizing  his  vocation. 
Thus  much  of  preface.  The  story,  which  is,  after 
all,  only  an  incident,  is  magnified  as  the  French 
only  know  how  to  do,  and  begins  in  this  romantic 
way  : 

A  cure  (which  means  priest)  came  up  one  day 
from  his  country  parish  to  Paris,  weary  and  foot- 

worn. He  was  neither  afraid  of  railways  nor  had 
dread  of  coachmen  or  steamboats ;  but  he  was  poor. 
Yet  our  priest  brought  with  him  fifteen  hundred 
francs  in  gold.  He  presided  over  the  little  parish 
church  of  San  Clothilde,  and  in  San  Clothilde  he 
trusted  ;  he  prayed  to  San  Clothilde ;  San  Clo- 

thilde Avas  his  saint  of  saints.  He  decked  her  al- 
tar as  he  could  ;  fresh  floAA'ers  withered  before  it ; 

cheap  tinsel  ornaments  Avere  lavished  on  it.  But 
one  day,  in  the  little  poor-box  which  one  may  see 
iron-bound  and  iron  padlocked  in  all  the  country 
churches  of  France,  the  cure  found  a  little  packet 
containing  fifteen  hundred  francs  in  gold  pieces, 
and  a  line  written  upon  the  paper  Avhich  inclosed 

it,  saying,  "  For  San  Clothilde." So,  Avith  this  money  scrupulously  unbroken,  the 
parish  priest  Avalked  to  Paris  to  purchase  a  marble 
statue  of  his  patron  saint. 

It  is  a  small  sum  to  pay  for  a  marble  statue- 
most  of  all  in  Paris.  But  this  the  cure  did  not 
knoAV.  He  Avent  straight  to  a  young  sculptor, 
Avho  Avas  a  son  of  an  old  parishioner  of  his,  and  told 
him  hoAV  the  money  had  come  in  strangely,  and 
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how  much  he  desired  a  inurblo  st:i(uc  of  the 
saint. 

Tlic  sculptor  consented  to  supply  it,  and  to  send 
one  of  his  pupils  down  to  the  village  on  the  Loire 
(wo  had  forgotten  to  say  the  priest  came  from  the 
Loire  banks)  to  prepare  the  chapel  for  its  recep- 
tion. 

The  good  priest  went  his  way  gratefully.  A 
month  after  the  pupil  of  the  sculptor  came  down 
to  prepare  the  chapel :  the  statue  was  to  come  in  a 
fortnight's  time.  The  young  sculptor  had  wrought 
the  subject  before  the  visit  of  the  cure,  and  availed 
himself  of  the  occasion  to  dispose  of— lost  labor. 
A  Paris  sculptor's  student  would  be  young,  of 
course,  and  gallant,  of  course.  So  it  happened 
that,  "  as  he  worked  at  the  vault  of  the  chapel  of 
San  Clothilde,  there  came  there  for  worship  more 
village  maidens  than  ever  before  but  chiefcst 
among  them  one  brown-eyed  girl,  Avith  more  the 
air  of  Paris  s  dons  about  her  than  of  Loire  banks, 
found  place  in  the  regard  of  the  young  sculptor. 

He  was  awed  by  the  earnestness  of  her  devo- 
tions, but  he  was  bewitched  by  her  beauty.  From 

looking  he  grew  to  loving ;  and  she  from  looking 
to  liking. 

So  the  chapel  reparations  -went  gayly  on  :  the 
brown-eyed  girl  constant  at  her  devotions ;  the 
sculptor  constant  at  his  work.  The  statue  in  duo 
time  came  down  from  Paris,  and  was  inaugnrated 
with  all  the  festal  attractions  which  the  old  priest 
and  his  parishioners  could  plot  in  aid  of  the  cere- 
mony. 

The  young  sculptor,  a  looker-on  now,  saw  the 
brown-eyed  girl  duly  make  her  appearance,  alight- 

ing now  from  a  sumptuously-furnished  carriage, 
and  attended  by  a  gray-haired  old  gentleman,  who 
walked  with  a  crutch,  and  escorted  her  to  the  shrine 
of  San  Clothilde. 

Was  this  to  be  the  last  feasting  of  the  eye  upon 
that  fairy  figure  ? 

The  ceremony  ended,  he  came  forward  to  bid  the 
old  priest  adieu  ;  that  ver}-  evening  he  must  turn 
his  back  upon  the  Loire  banks,  perhaps  forever. 

The  good  priest  said,  not  so  soon  :  he  must  go 
with  him  to  dine  with  the  excellent  M.  Marcel,  the 
richest  patron  of  the  parish :  he  must  see  Made- 

moiselle, who  was  another  Saint  Clothilde.  "  Hist ! 
there  she  goes !"  and  the  priest  pointed  out  the 
brown-eyed  fairy  who  had  tempted  his  stolen 
glances  from  the  chapel  scaffolding. 

Of  course  he  staid :  admired,  of  course  :  trem- 
bled, of  course — as  what  should  a  poor  sculptor, 

not  yet  established  in  reputation,  have  to  say  Avith 
the  daughter  of  a  rich  proprietaire  upon  the  Loire 
banks  ? 

Yet  the  glances  in  the  church  had  paved  the 
Way  for  acquaintance :  the  good  priest  engrossed 
the  good  Monsieur  Marcel :  and  the  lover  and  the 
loved — what  should  they  do  ? 

Yet  the  time  for  leave-taking  came,  and  the 
young  man  had  not  yet  conquered  his  timidity  : 
she  always  the  heiress ;  he  always  the  poor  sculp- 
tor. 

How  is  all  this  to  end  ? 
Fortunio,  who  Avrites  the  Courriar  in  the  Nord 

newspaper  of  Brussels,  ends  it  in  this  Avay : 
Good  jVIonsieur  Marcel  takes  the  young  sculp- 

tor's arm.    "  Y^ou  love  my  daughter  there  ?" 
"Madly." 
"  Y'^ou  arc  afraid  to  speak  ?" 
"  She  is  rich  ;  I  am  poor."  '  . 
"  This  is  all  your  objection  ?" 

"  Al)S()lntely." 
"  NVliat  if  slic  were  a  beggar's  daughter  ?  ' 
The  young  sculptor  docs  not  lose  his  self-oom- 

mantl  ;  the  l)rown  eyes  forbid.  I  would  a^k  her 

hantl." 

IJrown-eyes  come  nearer. 
Papa  Marcel  says,  You  can  take  her ;  but  first 

sec — here  is  my  medal.  My  name  is  upon  the 
books  of  the  i)olice  ;  I  am  a  licenced  iK-ggar  ;  my 
fortune  has  come  in  tliis  way.  The  fifteen  hundred 
francs  which  liuught  the  marble  statue  of  San  Clo- 
tiiiMe  came  thus.  I  could  not  marry  my  daugh- 

ter to  a  duke,  though  slic  is  ricli  enough.  '1  here is  a  prejudice  against  beggars.  You  unt  young, 
clever  ;  we  are  both  artists — you  with  the  chisel, 
I  with  my  crutch.  "Will  vou  marrv  mv  daugh- 

ter .2" 

The  brown  eyes  fell. 
But  the}-  lifted  again  ;  and  the  paroissknne 

became  a  sculptor's  wife. 
And  out  of  such  flimsy  material  as  tliis  our 

Paris  confisseurs  will  cook  a  story  ;  and  we,  for 
want  of  better,  repeat  it. 

Lkt  us  skip  suddenly  to  ICngland,  to  Lord  Derby 
and  his  sale  of  horses.  It  is  an  alFair  that  has 
made  talk.  You  know,  or  should  know,  that  Lord 
Derby  is  a  lover  of  the  turf ;  that  without  any 
triumphant  successes  he  has  for  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  century  bet  largely  upon  stock  of  his  reaving. 
Indeed  his  losses  within  a  twelvemonth  i)ast  Iiave 
been  put  dow^i  at  an  enormous  figure.  The  other 
da}'  he  advertised  sale  of  his  stud.  We  do  not  re- 

call the  particular  wording  of  the  announcement, 
but  the  understanding  seemed  general  that  he  was 
about  to  retire  from  the  turf,  and  dispose  of  his 
whole  stock.  Whereupon  the  Times  (which  is  fight- 

ing his  administration  with  desperate  lunges)  mor- 
alizes, and  preaches  (editorially)  in  this  fashion  : 

"  Lord  DEur.v's  Stcd. — Serious  Imputations. — 
Xo  inconsiderable  portion  of  the  English  public 
will  feel  sincerely  rejoiced  to  hear  that  the  Prime 
Minister  has  determined  to  quit  the  turf,  and  no 
longer  give  the  sanction  of  his  high  oflice  to  the 
very  questionable  people  and  transactions  Avhose 
existence  is  wrapped  up  in  that  simple  and  rustic 
monosyllable.  We  have  nothing  to  do  with  Lord 
Derby's  private  concerns,  and  if  when  he  quits  the 
Treasury  Bench  he  likes  to  return  to  the  turf,  tha: 
is  a  matter  for  his  own  good  taste  and  feeling  on 
which  Ave  shall  never  venture  to  intrude.  But  Ave 
must  sa}'  Ave  haA'e  felt  it  as  very  greatly  to  be  re- 

gretted that  a  nobleman  occupying  the  position  of 
Prime  IMinister  of  this  country  should  lend  the  in- 

fluence, not  only  of  his  high  rank,  but  of  his  polit- 
ical station,  to  patronize  and  promote  among  the 

people  of  this  land  a  taste  for  an  amusement  to 
Avhich  is  directly  traceable  more  misery,  more 
ruin,  and  more  demoralization  than  to  any  other 
laAvful  pastime.  Wheli  the  Prime  Minister  shall 
have  retired  from  the  turf,  the  apprentice  .vho  robs 
his  master's  till,  the  clerk  Avho  embezzles  his  re- 

ceipts, or  the  butler  Avho  pawns  his  plate  can  no 
longer  allege  in  excuse  for  their  peculation  their 
devotion  to  a  sport  Avhich  they  carry  on  under  the 
sanction  of  the  name  of  the  Prime  Minister  of  En- 

gland. Something,  therefore,  has  been  gained,  on 
the  supposition  always  that  Lord  Derby  is  sincere 
in  his  resolution  to  retire  from  the  turf,  ;\t  least 
till  the  term  of  his  INIinistry  is  expired.  We  say 
on  the  supposition  that  Lord  Derby  is  sincere,  for 
there  are  circumstances  connected  Avith  the  sale  to 
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which  persons  familiarized  hy  some  experience 
with  the  ways  of  this  wicked  world  might  tend  to 
cast  a  doubt  on  the  subject.  Our  readers  may  re- 

member some  time  ago  a  Litter  complaint  in  our 
columns  from  a  correspondent  wlio  seemed  to  be 
not  without  some  reason  for  his  exasperation.  The 
complaint  of  our  correspondent  was  that  the  pos- 

sessors of  celebrated  studs  were  in  the  habit  of  ad- 
vertising the  sale  of  the  whole  of  them,  that  by 

this  means  a  large  assembly  was  collected,  and 
persons  were  induced  to  travel  long  distances  to 
attend  the  sale,  which  turned  out  only  to  be  a 
means  of  getting  rid  of  all  the  inferior  stock,  every 
thing  that  Avas  good  being  bought  in  on  account  of 
the  owner." It  sounds  not  a  little  curiously  to  hear  the  Times 
newspaper,  which  devotes  annually  so  much  of 
space  and  of  money  to  the  heralding  and  illustra- 

tion of  affairs  of  the  turf,  taking  suddenly  this 
grave,  Scotch  turn  ;  quite  as  extraordinary,  indeed, 
as  if  Ave  were  to  find  one  of  our  own  newspapers  at 
home,  Avhich  had  been  constant  and  earnest  in  its 
condemnation  of  a  pugilism  and  dead-rabbitism 
generally,  suddenly  illuminating  its  columns  with 
full  telegraphic  reports  of  the  last  fight  betAveen 
Jem  Ilyer  and  Dick  Poole. 

Yet  such  things  happen.  The  limes  has  a  heart 
(if  it  can  only  be  reached)  to  sigh  over  the  brutali- 

ties of  horse-racing.  Our  papers,  too,  have  hearts  ; 
at  least  thcA"  say  they  have.  The  Palmerston 
journals  all  kept  alive  this  sudden  morality  for  a 
AA'eek ;  the  administration  organs  meantime  com- 

mending the  patriotism  of  a  Peer,  Avho,  for  the  bet- 
ter fulfillment  of  his  ardent  public  engagements, 

was  Avilling  to  forego  the  ennobling  pleasures  of 
the  turf.  They  congratulated  the  country,  Avhile 
they  condoled  with  "  the  Derb}'." 

At  the  end  of  a  Aveek,  hoAA'CA'cr,  it  appeared  from 
actual  account  of  sale,  that  his  lordship  had  no  in- 

tention Avhatever  of  retiring  from  the  ring,  and 
that  all  the  horses  that  had  any  chance  at  all  of 
securing  winnings  had  been  bought  in  by  his  lord- 

ship, Avho  had  succeeded  in  disposing  of  his  inferior 
animals  at  a  very  handsome  figure. 

The  Timeshas  ceased  preachments  against  horse- 
racing,  and  the  Derby  organs  are  silent. 

The  Avhole  matter  has  made  \'ery  abundant  talk 
in  the  Jockey  Club.  This  turf  talk  reminds  one 
that  Fox,  the  riA'al  of  Pitt,  was  as  much  addicted 
to  sporting  as  the  present  Premier;  almost  as  un- 

lucky too;  yet  it  is  recorded  that,  on  a  fiimous 
Newmarket  day,  in  April,  1772,  he  Avon  something 
over  fifteen  thousand  guineas.  On  becoming  a 
member  of  Lord  North's  administration,  in  1783, 
Fox,  too,  advertised  the  sale  of  his  stud,  and  pro- 

fessed to  retire  from  the  turf.  The  sale  Avas  in  his 
case  a  honajide  one  ;  but  only  a  fcAA'  months  after 
he  purchased  a  ncAV  stud,  and  appeared  again  upon 
the  XcAvmarket  course  in  October  of  the  same  year : 
and  here  a  king's  messenger  found  him  to  command his  presence  at  court. 

Apropos  of  betting — do  you  hear  (it  is  true)  that 
one  hundred  and  fift}^  thousand  francs  are  staked 
Hpan  the  chess  match  betAveen  Morphy  and  Harr- 
Avitz  among  the  denizens  of  the  Cafe  de  la  Regence 
alone  ?  The  last  game  Avon  by  Morphy,  being  sixth 
in  their  order,  has  particularly  delighted  Parisian 
observers.  "  He  electrified,"  say  they,  "  CA'ery  one 
by  giving  the  Prussian  checkmate  par  une  slrie  de 
coups  foudroy ants:''  Needless  to  say  that  the  chess 
Cafe  {de  la  Regence')  has  been  thronged  latterly  past endurance.     The  illness  of  the  Prussian  player 

leaves  us,  as  we  Avrite,  still  in  doubt  as  to  the  issue 
of  the  match. 

Shall  AA'^e  say  any  thing  of  the  fearful  establish- 
ment of  a  Russian  force  in  the  near  port  of  Villa- 

franca,  upon  the  Sardinian  coast?  Essentially  a 
very  unimportant  business  arrangement  betAveen 
the  governments  of  Russia  and  of  Sardinia ;  but  hy 
the  noisy  hue  and  cry  of  the  lesser  London  journals 
bloated  into  a  transitory  importance.  A  Mediter- 

ranean port  had  been  ceded ;  a  ncAv  Sebastopol  AA'as 
to  be  founded  ;  the  highAvay  to  India  cut  off;  and 
unceasing  gasconade  of  this  sort,  until  knoAvledge 
of  the  simple  facts  of  the  case  shamed  the  alarm- 

ists into  reason. 
The  truth  is,  for  the  better  training  of  steam 

commanders,  or  for  damage  to  Austrian  lines,  Rus- 
sia has  determined  to  establish  steam  communica- 
tion betAveen  Odessa  and  various  ports  in  the  IMed- 

iterranean  for  tlie  transport  of  mails  and  passengers. 
The  boats  of  the  line  Avill  very  naturally  stop  at 
Constantinople  and  the  Greek  ports,  perhaps  also 
at  Smyrna ;  they  Avill  thus  be  throAvn  into  direct 
competition  Avith  the  long-established  line  of  the Austrian  Lloyds. 

An  entrepot  for  refitment,  etc.,  Avas  needed  in 
the  West,  and  Yillafranca,  Avhich  has  a  pleasant 
harbor  lying  a  fcAV  miles  east  of  Nice,  Avas  solicit- 

ed for  this  purpose  of  the  Sardinian  Government, 
and  the  necessary  right  secured. 

The  affair  has  been  the  occasion  of  a  good  many 
gallant  periods,  but  has  now  faded  entirely  from vicAV. 

NoAV  that  all  is  so  dull  hereabout  in  the  AA'ar 
AA\ay,  it  is  pleasant  to  refresh  one's  self  from  time 
to  time  Avith  the  piquancies  of  life  in  India  or  in 
China.  Just  noAv  Ave  ha\'e  been  regaling  our- 

selves Avith  this  private  letter  of  an  English  avo- 
man  at  IIong-Kong. 

What  a  very  sorry  time  her  husband  must  have 
had  of  it !    She  says  : 

"  He  has  a  friend  living  about  one  mile  and  three 
quarters  off,  Avhom  he  often  goes  to  see  before  break- 

fast, and  takes  a  short  cut  across  the  hill  to  his  res- 
idence ;  but  he  ahvays  goes  armed  Avith  his  rcA'olv- 

er  and  prepared  for  emergencies,  knoAving  avcII  the 
temper  of  the  Chinese  just  noAV.  Last  Tuesday 
(June  15)  he  set  off  for  his  morning  Avalk,  and  I 
Avas  sorry  to  see  it  begin  pouring  Avith  rain  soon 
after  he  started.  ToAvard  nine  o'clock  I  Avas  made 
aAvare  of  his  return  by  our  little  dog  (Avho  had  ac- 

companied him)  rushing  up  stairs;  and  soon  after 
he  himself  walked  in,  but  such  an  object  that  I 
never  can  forget — the  blood  streaming  doAvn  both 
sides  of  his  Avhite  face,  and  the  color  of  his  hair 
quite  hidden  in  a  mass  of  blood  and  dirt,  though 
he  had  taken  the  precaution  of  going  to  the  bath- 

room first,  and  changing  his  clothes  and  Avashing 
himself,  so  as  to  frighten  me  as  little  as  possible. 
INIoreover,  he  Avas  bent  double  with  pain,  and  could 
scarcely  moA^e  from  some  extensiA'e  injury  in  his 
side.  I  sent  for  a  medical  man  at  once,  Avho  came 
very  quickly  and  examined  him  ;  but  the  side  was 
such  a  complete  smash  and  so  swollen  that  lis 
could  not  then  tell  if  any  ribs  Avere  broken.  It 
seems  that  three  Chinamen  suddenly  set  upon  him, 
though  he  Avas  in  a  measure  prepared  for  them  too, 
and  even  had  his  hand  on  his  pistol  at  the  time  he 
met  them  ;  but,  he  says,  their  agility  of  movement 
quite  astonished  him,  and,  Avith  a  most  instanta- 

neous spring,  the  first  man  was  pinioning  both  his 
hands  by  the  Avrists.    But  with  a  strong  wrench 
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he  threw  him  olV,  and  started  back  u  pace  or  two 
to  lire.  His  |tistol  was  almost  cU)se  to  the  wretch's 
breast  when  he  pulled  the  trig-^cr,  and  the  cup 
missed  fire.  With  a  yell  of  triumph  they  all  rush- 

ed toward  him,  when  he  sprang  down  the  side  of 
the  mountain  path  to  gain  time  to  rccock  his  re- 

volver; and  in  turning  round  to  fire  his  revolver 
a  second  time,  his  foot  slipped,  and  he  rolled  over 
and  over  down  the  side  of  the  ravine  into  a  watei- 
course,  all  among  the  bed  of  rocks,  and  was  com- 

pletely stunned  and  wedged  in  there.  One  of  the 
gang  fell  too,  and,  to  make  matters  worse,  came 
down  with  his  whole  weight  on  his  chest.  The 
two  other  men  followed  very  quickly,  and  of  course 
he  was  at  their  mercy  then.  The  wretches  first 
began  pounding  his  head  with  stones,  and  broke 
it  open  in  several  places.  Then  they  put  mud  in 
his  eyes  to  prevent  his  seeing  their  faces,  and  so 
recognizing  them  afterward,  and  one — the  man  at 
whose  breast  he  had  fired— liit  him  a  violent  blow 
with  his  fist  just  between  his  eyes ;  but,  strange  to 
say,  he  did  not  lose  his  consciousness  for  more 
than  a  few  seconds,  and  kept  his  senses  clear  to 
the  last.  Two  men  held  down  his  hands,  and  one 
knelt  on  his  chest  and  rifled  his  person.  Of  conrsc 
they  took  every  thing— pistol,  watch,  ring,  even  his 
handkerchief — and  I  only  wonder  they  left  him  any 
clothes,  or  left  him  alive  to  tell  the  tale  ;  but  I  sup- 

pose they  were  satisfied  with  their  booty,  and  so 
made  oft'  before  they  were  surprised.  One  circum- 

stance seems  to  me  most  providential.  The  China- 
man Avho  fell  down  the  hill,  when  he  got  up,  had  a 

huge  knife  handle  in  his  hand,  but  no  blade — that 
must  have  been  broken  oft"  in  the  tumble — and  he 
spent  some  time  in  looking  for  it  among  the  grass. 
Had  that  weapon  been  whole  and  sound,  he  might 
have  cut  off"  my  poor  husband's  head  with  it,  taken 
it  to  Canton,  and  obtained  the  head-money.  Since 
this  attack  he  has  made  up  his  mind  to  have  a  good 
big  dog  at  once  from  England,  to  be  his  walking 
companion.  Fire-arms  are  not  to  be  depended  upon 
in  this  damp  climate,  and  if  he  had  only  had  a 
faithful  dog  with  him  on  this  occasion,  I  fancy  it 
would  have  created  a  diversion  in  his  favor.  So 
will  Mr.  be  so  good  as  to  be  on  the  look-out 
for  a  thorough-bred  Newfoundland  pup,  and  by 
next  mail  I  hope  Mr.  will  be  able  to  write 
to  him  himself  about  shipping  and  forwarding  it. 
My  mind  seems  so  full  of  this  one  subject  that  I 
can  scarcely  think  of  any  thing  else ;  but  I  can 
not  finish  my  letter  without  saying  how  sincerely 
I  hope  you  are  all  well.  What  nice  weather  and. 
delicious  spring  produce  you  must  be  having  at 
home  noAV,  while  we  are  grilling  out  here." 

It  is  wrong  to  smile  at  such  a  letter ;  but  really  if 
the  poor  fellow  could  take  his  walk  home  after  the 
pommeling,  and  step  into  the  bath-room  for  a  wash 
and  a  change  of  clothes  before  appearing  to  his  Avife, 
with  his  head  "  broken  open  in  several  places,"  we 
have  great  hopes  of  his  ultimate  recovery. 

We  trust,  at  any  rate,  that  the  Newfoundland 
pup  may  arrive  early. 

And  while  Ave  are  upon  letters  we  will  give  you 
sight  and  reading  of  another  in  dift'erent  stz-ain. 
You  have  heard  of  poor  British  curates  ;  perhaps 
you  have  pitied  them ;  but  here  comes  forAvard  a 
resolute  man,  who  not  only  refuses  our  pit}-,  but 
insists  that  it  would  be  highly  injudicious  to  raise 
the  pay  of  curates  lest  the  Church  might  be  over- 

run with  drapers'  clerks  !    Hear  him : 
"I  am,  Sir,  a  curate  receiving  £130  a  year  for 

taking  the  sole  charge  of  a  parish,  the  rector  of 
Avhich  receives  from  ,i"HOO  to  Xl'JUO  a  year,  and  as 
it  is  rent  of  land,  it  has  increased  very  considerabh' 
of  late,  and  is  Avorth,  in  tlie  opinion  of  competent 
judges,  from  XIJOO  to  £1100  a  year;  and  for  do- 

ing tlie  Avhole  duty  of  that  pari.sb,  since  my  rector 
is  an  invalid  or  absent,  I  receive  £i;JO  a  year,  and 
yet  I  consider  myself  well  paid.  I  ana  almost  in 
the  position  of  a  gentleman  having  a  private  for- 

tune of  £i;;0  a  year;  I  am  my  own  master;  my 
Avork  is  undefined,  to  be  measured  solely  by  my 
OAvn  conscience;  and  as  I  have  an  oljjection  to 
cross-questioning  my  parishioners,  prying  into 
their  alFairs,  or  intruding  into  the  privacy  of  their 
homes,  it  becomes  \ery  light  indeed  —  no  more 
than  Avhat  at  college  I  should  ha\'e  called  '  taking 
a  constitutional.'  I  have,  perhaps,  a  funeral  once 
a  Aveek,  Avhich  takes  half  an  hour  at  the  most,  and 
as  I  lix  the  time  Avhen  it  is  to  be  in  the  church- 

yard, it  need  not  interfere  Avitli  any  arrangements 
of  mine,  or  cut  up  my  morning,  afternoon,  or  even- 

ing. I  can  go  aAvay  for  a  Icav  days  at  any  time, 
but  must  be  at  home  on  Sunday,  and  go  to  church 
tAvice  on  that  day,  Avhich  if  I  Avere  not  a  clergy- 

man I  should  do,  and,  Avhen  there,  it  is  surely  no 
great  hardship  to  read  aloud  the  prayers,  instead 
of  mumbling  them,  as  I  should  do  if  I  Avere  a  lay- 

man ;  and  as  for  the  tAvo  sermons,  if  I  am  able  to 
compose  them,  it  is  an  agreeable  amusement  or 
employment  in  the  evenings,  something  like  Avrit- 
ing  half  a  dozen  long  letters,  tAvo  sheets  crossed; 
if  1  am  not  aljle  to  compose  them,  the  copying  tAvo 
out  Avill  take  perhaps  six  hours.  3Iy  Avork,  there- 

fore, resolves  itself  into  my  being  obliged  to  be  in 
church  punctually  to  the  time  appointed  tAvice  e\'- 
ery  Sunday — and  for  that  AVork  I  receive  £130  a 
year.  If  your  correspondents  can  inform  me  Avhat 
profession,  trade,  or  labor  will,  thus,  independently 
of  ability,  pay  its  folloAvcrs  more  liberally,  not 
only  I,  but  many  hundreds  of  thousands  in  En- 

gland Avill,  I  am  sure,  feel  obliged.  And  noAv, 
Sir,  I  don't  knoAV  Avhethcr  you  are  aAvare  that  it  is 
possible  for  almost  any  man,  proA'ided  his  knoAvn 
character  is  reputable,  Avhether  he  be  draper's  as- 

sistant, laAvyer's  clerk,  journeyman  tailor,  car- 
penter, butcher,  or  farm-laborer  (I  mention  these, 

for  I  am  personally  acquainted  Avith  such  men 
noAV  in  the  church — men  of  no  genius,  and  of  still 
less  education  and  cultivation),  to  get  ordained  a 
minister  of  the  Church  of  England  Avith  no  more 
than  a  three  years'  preparation,  Avhich  preparation 
need  not,  I  think,  cost  more  than  £50  a  year.  Sup- 

pose, therefore,  tliat  every  curacy  Avas  raised,  as 
is  proposed  by  some  Avriters,  to  an  average  Avhich 
Avould,  I  believe,  make  them  £250  a  year — so  that 
any  body,  provided  he  could  get  ordainctl,  would 
be  certain  for  life  of  an  annuity  of  £"250 — Avhat 
Avould  be  the  result  in  the  present  pressure  of  an 
overcroAvding  population  ?  Why,  such  an  expe- 

dient in  fifty  years  would  ruin  the  kingdom  or  burst 
like  a  bubble  ;  for  noAVadaj  s,  since  '  the  schoolmas- 

ter has  been  abroad,'  every  bod}'  is  a  clerk,  and  to 
buy  sucli  an  annuity  could  easily  find  three  £50 

or  £150," 
We  should  think  this  a  man  not  likely  to  have 

his  forenoons  "cut  up"  by  funerals.  And  if  his 
sermons  are  "  something  like  tAvo  such  letters 
crossed,"  Ave  should  fancy  them  more  "agreeable" 
in  the  Avritiug  than  the  hearing. 
We  hope  his  "  knoAvn  character  is  reputable," 

and  can  entirely  agree  Avitli  him  Avhen  he  says  that 
the  AVork  he  does  "  is  very  light  indeed," 
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Yet  another  letter  we  have  here,  of  a  truly  trag- 
ic cast.  It  is  from  an  artist  in  Algeria,  w  ho  con- 

ceived the  strange  idea  of  photographing  an  exe- 
cution. It  appears  that  a  family  of  Arabs  (one  of 

them  a  Sheik)  had  been  convicted,  and  ver}'  prop- 
erly condemned  to  death,  for  a  most  atrocious  mur- 

der in  the  vicinity  of  Algiers. 
Our  letter-writer  says  : 
"The  crowd  of  men  was  immense,  and  as  the 

rays  of  the  rising  sun  fell  upon  their  upturned 
SY/arthy  faces  it  was  painful  to  see  the  earnest  and 
even  frightened  expression  of  their  countenances. 
I  had  been  present  not  long  before  at  an  execution 
in  France,  which  thousands  had  assembled  to  wit- 

ness ;  and  the  recollection  of  the  jests  and  laughter 
I  had  then  heard  made  the  dead  silence  on  the  pres- 

ent occasion  more  impressive.  I  at  lirst  thought 
that  this  silence  was  owing  to  the  number  about  to 
be  executed,  yet  I  could  not  reconcile  this  inter- 

pretation of  it  with  the  reports  I  had  heard  of  the 
indifference  of  the  natives  to  human  life.  I  asked 
the  driver  of  the  wagon  if  such  silence  was  usual, 
and  learned  from  him,  half  a  native  himself,  the 
reason.  The  Arabs  are  followers  of  Mohammed, 
and  believe  that  their  bodies  after  death  will,  by 
means  of  the  tuft  of  hair  tlic}'  leave  on  their  other- 

wise shaven  heads,  be  conveyed  by  their  prophet 
into  paradise.  Now  the  head,  which  is  completely 
separated  from  the  trunk  by  the  action  of  the  guil- 

lotine, can  alone,  according  to  their  belief,  be  placed 
in  paradise ;  and  as  the  body  must  be  left  on  earth, 
they  conclude  (what  is  perfectly  natural,  seeing 
the  nature  of  their  paradise)  that  this  arrangement 
will  not  contribute  much  to  the  owner's  gratifica- tion. I  have  since  heard  that  when  the  native 
chiefs  executed  a  man  by  cutting  o(f  his  head  the 
executioner  invariably  left  it  attached  to  the  body 
by  a  bit  of  flesh,  with  a  view  to  obviating  the  in- 

convenience referred  to  above  The  criminals 
were  not  brought  on  the  scaffold  together,  but  led 
up  one  at  a  time.  The  first  was  the  Sheik,  who 
seemed  perfectly  indifferent  to  his  fate.  So  rapidly 
was  he  bound  to  the  plank  and  thrust  under  the 
axe  that  I  had  barely  time  to  insert  the  plate-hold- 

er, and  get  the  instantaneous  movement  into  order 
before  the  sharp  edge  descended  and  his  head  rolled 
into  the  basket.  This  picture  was  quite  success- 

ful, and  so  was  the  second,  but  the  third  presented 
a  dim  appearance ;  the  fourth  was  nearly,  and  the 
fifth  and  sixth  were  wholly  invisible.  How  to 
account  for  this  I  know  not,  unless  the  atmosphere 
around  the  scaffold  became  in  some  way  afiected 
b}-  the  blood,  the  odor  of  which  was  distinctly  per- 

ceptible to  me." 
From  this  odor  of  blood  let  us  relieve  ourselves 

by  a  little  sketch,  from  personal  observation,  of 
Mr.  Spurgeon,  and  his  preaching.  You  have  heard 
enough  of  him,  surely,  and  have  enough  of  curios- 

ity to  read  our  notice  kindly : 
"  In  person,  Mr.  Spurgeon  is  short  and  stout ;  his 

face  is  large  and  soft,  w^ell-dcveloped  in  the  lower 
part,  and  with  an  overhanging  forehead.  His 
countenance  is  devoid  of  color,  and  he  has  a  quan- 
tit}'  of  neatly-arranged  black  hair.  His  voice  is 
penetrating  and  powerful,  but  strongly  accented 
with  an  English  provincial  twang,  and  he  uses  a 
profusion  of  gesture  and  dramatic  action.  Lately, 
Mr.  Spurgeon  preached  without  any  gown,  and 
was  not  assisted  by  notes  or  ]MS.  Mr.  Spurgeon's 
pulpit  style  is  eminently  theatrical.  He  uses  his 
hands  and  arms  forcibly,  frequently  alters  his  po- 

sition, addressing  himself  now  to  the  right  hand, 
now  to  the  left,  and  occasionalh'  turning  almost 
entirely  round  in  the  pulpit.  In  the  colloquial  and 
conversational  parts  of  his  sermon — which  are  of 
constant  recurrence— he  changes  his  voice,  and 
gives  the  dialogue  in  varying  tone  and  accent,  to 
suit  the  circumstances  of  his  dramatis personm.  The 
discourse,  consequently,  becomes  more  of  an  ora- 

tion, or  of  a  lecture  illustrated  with  action,  than  a 
sermon.  The  Avords  are  embellished  with  a  pro- 

fusion of  gestures,  starts,  sudden  uprisings,  and 
downward  movements,  which  seem  very  remarka- 

ble to  those  accustomed  to  the  gravity  of  demeanor 
which  is  generally  presented  in  a  Presbyterian  pul- 

pit. The  introduction  of  two  stanzas  of  poetry  into 
the  prayer  was  generally  remarked  as  a  very  sin- 

gular feature.  In  the  course  of  his  sermon  Mr. 
Spurgeon  presented  the  following  picture  of  the 
Day  of  Judgment:  "  1  think  I  see  the  judgment- 
seat  and  the  resurrection-day.  A  mother  with  her 
children  are  standing  there.  Three  or  four  of  her 
little  babes  are  saved  for  endless  glory.  Their  lit- 

tle bodies  have  put  on  immortality  and  life ;  and 
where  are  \o\x  who  have  been  permitted  to  live 
longer.?  The  stars  are  falling  from  heaven,  the 
sun  is  changed  to  darkness,  and  the  moon  into 
blood.  But,  lo!  there  is  silence  in  heaven,  and  a 
voice  is  heard,  'Gather  my  elect  from  the  four 
winds  of  heaven !'  Your  mother  is  about  to  be 
taken  into  tlie  company  of  the  blessed  forever. 
'  Mother !'  shrieks  the  son,  '  I  can  not  be  separated 
from  you  forever.  Save  me !  Oh,  save  me ! 
make  intercession  to  the  Judge  for  me.  He  will 
hear  th^-  cry,  though  he  will  not  hear  mine ! '  '  My 
son,'  she  will  reph-,  '  I  directed  thy  feet  to  God 
when  thou  wast  young.  On  my  breast  you  lay 
when  my  prayers  Avent  up  to  God  for  your  soul. 
I  taught  3^ou  to  lisp  the  name  of  Jesus,  and  your 
lips  to  utter  his  precious  name.  Do  yow.  not  re- 

member how,  Avhcn  you  grew  older,  I  taught  you 
the  way  to  heaven  ?  But  the  time  came  when  you 
scorned  a  father's  prayers  and  mocked  a  mother's tears.  But  noAv  your  mother  says,  noAv,  my  son, 
it  is  changed.  I  can  weep  no  more  now,  for  I  am 
glorified.  I  can  pray  no  more  for  you  uoaa',  for 
prayers  are  useless  here.  You  are  justly  lost.  You 
are  damned,  and  I  must  say  Amen  to  your  con- 

demnation.' " 
TiiEUE  has  been  latterly  an  International  Con- 

gress at  Brussels,  to  discuss  questions  relating  to 
literary  and  artistic  property.  You  knoAv  this,  of 
course.  You  know  it  has  been  in  no  sense  govern- 

mental ;  you  know  its  proceedings  have  carried  no 
more  weight  with  them,  legally  considered,  than  if 
they  had  been  held  in  the  chamber  of  a  private  pub- 

lisher of  Edinburgh  or  of  Ncay  York. 
And  yet  those  proceedings  have  a  Aveight :  thej' 

have  a  Aveight  as  embodying  masses  of  opinion,  and 
opinion  of  those  supposed  to  be  best  entitled  to  speak 
in  regard  to  the  subject  at  issue.  These  interna- 

tional congresses  arc,  in  fact,  the  committees  of  na- 
tions, made  up  of  those  specially  informed,  and  ea- 

ger to  bring  to  light  all  that  may  have  a  bearing 
upon  the  particular  object  of  the  assemblage. 

It  is  not  a  little  remarkable  that  the  kingdom  of 
Belgium  should  have  become  the  arena  for  these 
international  meetings.  Within  the  past  ten  years 
there  haA'e  assembled  AA'ithin  her  borders  the  great 
Peace  Congress,  the  Statistical  Congress,  the  Healtli 
Congress,  and  now  the  Literary  and  Artistic  Con- 

gress. 
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It  lias  been  alleged  that,  in  causing  to  be  sum- 
moned in  Brussels  this  last  Congress,  Helgium  has 

desired  to  make  honorable  amende  for  her  old  sins 
of  book  piracy;  for  in  this  matter  you  must  know 
that  the  publishers  of  Brussels  have,  in  years  gone, 
out-pirated  all  the  publishers  of  the  world.  We 
can  recall  well  the  time  when,  as  we  journeyed 
eastward  from  France,  Ave  found  in  the  delightful 
little  capital  over  which  King  Leopold  presided 
the  last  book  of  Lamartine,  or  of  Dumas,  as  the 
case  miglit  be,  for  one  fourth  or  one  lifih  of  its 
price  at  Paris.  To  us,  who  made  no  books,  it 
seemed  a  charming  cheapness ;  but  the  Didots  and 
the  Bal/.aos  were  righteously  enraged. 

Yet  Belgium  did  no  worse  than  the  rest  of  the 
world,  save  that  she  did  a  bad  thing  more  promptly 
and  better.  Sureh'  a  nation  was  never  better  sit- 

uated to  seize  upon  and  reproduce  the  literary  work 
of  a  neighbor.  Separation  was  by  an  imagin- 

ary line  ;  distance  was  nothing ;  language  was  the 
same.  Only  across  the  channel,  in  England,  were 
half  a  million  of  readers  at  least  who  desired  French 
books,  and  who  could  procure  them  from  Belgium 
at  one  fourth  the  price  demanded  in  France. 

Naturally  enough  the  publishers  of  Belgium, 
who  had  invested  largely  in  presses,  were  startled 
at  the  project  of  an  international  copyright.  But 
justice  prevailed,  and  French  authors  were  secured 
tlieir  ovv-n. 

What  was  the  result  ?  Did  the  trade  of  Belgium 
break  down  ?  We  have  a  few  statistics  for  answer. 
In  the  year  1845,  the  year  of  largest  business  prior 
to  the  Copyright  Act,  the  book  exportations  of  Bel- 

gium amounted  to  the  value  of  1,G67,000  francs. 
In  the  year  185G,  the  first  after  the  establishment 
of  an  international  law  upon  the  subject  of  literary 
property,  the  exportations  of  Belgium  amounted  to 
the  value  of  1,305,710  francs. 

Does  any  one  suppose  for  a  moment  that  fewer 
books  would  be  printed  in  America  if  British  au- 

thors were  allowed  right  in  their  works  Does 
any  one  suppose  that  the  profits  of  publishers  would 
be  less  ? 

But  wo  are  nof  going  to  plunge  into  any  argu- 
mentation upon  so  dry  a  subject,  so  far  gone  as  we 

are  with  our  gossip. 
We  defer  talk  till  we  see  the  Compte-rejidu  of  the 

Congress ;  and  all  further  talk  till  the  month  to 
come. 

IN  this,  the  first  Number  of  the  new  Volume,  the 
Drawer  Avould  be  pardoned  for  a  brief  interview 

with  its  troops  of  contributors  and  friends.  The 
talking  must  be,  like  the  handle  of  a  pitcher,  all 
on  one  side ;  but  if  the  Drawer  understands  itself 
—and,  as  the  Court  said,  "she  thhiks  she  do"~ 
the  interview  can  be  made  agreeable. 

The  Drawer  is  very  grateful  to  its  friends  all  the 
world  over  for  their  favors.  The  life  of  it  is  in  the 
kindness  of  those  who  love  good  things,  hear  them, 
tell  them,  write  them,  and  send  them  to  the  Draw- 

er. The  source  is  inexhaustible.  Of  this  we  need 
no  better  evidence  than  the  increasing  supply  Avhich 
pours  in  with  every  returning  month  ;  so  that, 
from  the  rich  stores  that  arc  furnished,  the  labor  is 
to  select  those  that  are  the  most  refreshing  to  the 
reader.  Some  of  this  abundance  overflows  into 

Harper'' s  WeeJdi/,  a  Journal  of  Civilization,  that  is fast  finding  its  way  into  every  nook  and  corner,  so 
that  it  carries  the  same  cheerful  face  and  sunny 
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smiles  abroad  that  the  Drawer  wears  and  gives, 
(iood-htnnor  is  one  of  the  first  elements  of  civillzu- 
ti(.n.  Tlie  Drawer  is  thercf(;rc  a  true  civilizer, 
and  a  l)ettcr  reformer  tlian  many  who  wear  the name. 

'l  lie  Drawer  lias  on  hand  a  large  number  of  ad- 
mirable contributions  —  capital  anecdotes,  inci- 

dents of  young  and  old — from  the  bench,  bar,  and 
pulpit;  from  senates,  fields,  and  streets;  the  hu- 

mors of  the  day — which  will  appear  as  soon  as  cir- 
cumstances will  admit.  In  the  mean  time,  send 

every  thing  that  will  make  this  Avinter  glorious 
summer;  every  thing  to  cheer  and  not  inebriate; 
every  thing  to  make  the  heart  merry,  Avhich  the 
Bible  says  is  good,  and  avc  l)elieve  it  all  the  Avay 
down  to  the  bottom  of  the  DraAver.  But  send  us 
nothing  that  Avill  give  even  a  momentary  pain  to 
a  living  soul;  nothing  to  Avound  the  sensiljilities 
of  relatives  or  friends  ;  nothing  that  Avill  be  regret- 

ted by-and-by,  Avhcn  old  accounts  are  settled.  The 
DraAver  is  to  gladden,  not  to  grieve.  It  Avill  not 
intentionally  hold  a  line  that  any  good  man  reads 
Avitlx  regret.  It  means  to  be  sunshine  in  CA'ery 
house  it  enters;  to  be  vA'clcomed  always  yv'ith  a smile.  And  here  it  opens  itself  and  another  vol- ume. 

Mr.  Edavaud  Evekf/ft  Avas  not  knoAvn  as  a 
humorist  until  he  made  so  many  good  hits  at  the 
Springfield  Horse  Fair  last  fall.  It  is  due  to  the 
distinguished  statesman  and  orator  that  at  least 
one  of  his  witticisms  should  go  doAvn  to  posterity 
in  the  DraAver,  and  Ave  therefore  cite  the  following 
passage  from  his  speech  on  that  occasion  : 

"The  noble  qualities  of  the  horse  seem,  indeed, 
to  have  made  an  impression  upon  the  most  brutal- 

ized of  our  OAvn  species.  I  suppose  it  is  this,  if  it 
Avere  Avorth  Avhile  to  attempt  to  account  for  the 
freaks  of  a  madman,  Avhich  led  the  Emperor  Calig- 

ula to  erect  a  marble  stable  for  his  horse,  Incitatus, 
to  provide  him  Avith  an  iA'ory  manger,  Avith  hous- 

ings of  imperial  purple,  a  breast-plate  studded  Avith 
diamonds  and  pearls,  and  then  to  elevate  him  to 
the  dignity  of  the  consulship.  This  seems,  to  be 
sure,  a  mere  freak  of  madness ;  and  yet,  I  am  in- 

clined to  think  that  at  that  time  it  Avas  a  better 
choice  than  could  have  been  made  out  of  the  venal 
courtiers  and  factious  pretorians  of  the  imperial 
court ;  and  I  believe,  Sir,  had  it  been  put  to  the 
vote  throughout  the  Koman  empire,  then  cocxten- 
siA'e  Avith  the  civilized  Avorld,  they  Avould  have  de- 

cided that  they  had  a  better  consul  in  the  horse 
than  in  the  Emperor.  [Laughter  and  applause.] 
Sir,  they  had  been  too  familiar  Avith  the  rapacity 
of  the  tyrants  who  chased  each  other  over  the 
stage,  dagger  in  hand,  not  to  be  pleased  Avith  the 
elevation  of  a  ruler  avIio  took  nothing  but  oats  out 
of  the  public  crib— [Laughter]— a  ruler.  Sir,  Avho, 
Avhile  the  reins  Avere  Avith  him,  Avoidd  at  least  haA'e 
given  them  a  '  stable'  administration.  [ReneAved 

laughter.]" A  North  Carolina  contributor  enters  next : 
"Hamilton  C.  Jones,  our  Supreme  Court  re- 

porter, is  not  unknoAvn  to  the  Avorld  of  humor  be- 
yond the  borders  of  the  Old  North  State.  His 

'  Cousin  Sally  Dillard'  has  been  read  and  enjoyed 
almost  every  Avhere,  and  has  outlived  numberless 
imitations.  Mr.  Jones  is  noAv  avcII  advanced  in 
years,  yet  he  is  an  active,  laborious  man,  and  as 
genial  a  companion  as  e\'er.  Like  all  true  humor- 

ists, he  has  a  keen  perception  of  the  genuine  arti- 
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cle,  and  enjoys  the  severest  joke  when  made  even 
at  his  own  expense.  He  tells  the  following  on 
himself;  and  although  it  has  suffered  in  its  pres- 

ent hands,  I  think  it  worthy  of  preservation : 
"The  Calabria  settlement  in  Eowan  County, 

North  Carolina — rather  contemptuously  denom- 
inated 'Callobry' — in  former  days  was  a  wild, 

helter-skelter,  unlettered  people,  true  to  their  old 
Dutch  icays^  and  true  as  steel  to  the  candidate  of 
their  choice  on  election-day.  Ham  had  several 
times  been  elected  to  the  State  Legislature,  and 
always  with  plumping  majorities  from  '  Callobr3\' 
Presuming' upon  his  personal  popularity,  in  the contest  between  Judge  White  and  Mr.  Van  Buren 
he  took  the  field  for  White,  and  stumped  it  through 
the  county.  At  the  hatter's  shop,  the  head-quar- 

ters of  Calabria,  he  addressed  a  large  concourse  of 
the  natives;  and  having  his  whole  soul  in  the  bus- 

iness, he  laid  himself  out — told  his  best  jokes,  rid- 
iculed the  'little  bald-headed  magician,'  rung  the 

changes  upon  extravagance  and  taxation,  and 
played  on  his  harp  of  a  thousand  strings  to  catch 
the  popular  ear.  But,  as  he  told  us  himself,  he 
soon  found  it  was  no  go. 

' '  Never  was  any  thing  more  flat  that  the  Presi- 
dential election  of  1836.  Nowhere  could  the  peo- 

ple be  waked  up  to  take  an  interest  in  it ;  and  em- 
inentl}'  so  was  it  on  the  occasion  to  which  we  refer. 

"Finding  all  efforts  vain  to  get  up  a  breeze,  our 
friend  fairly  gave  up  the  effort  in  despair.  One 
of  his  old  friends — a  leader  and  ma^'n  stake — sym- 

pathizing in  his  friend's  evident  mortification,  and 
thinking  it  necessary  to  make  the  amende^  or  ex- 

planation, beckoned  him  off,  and  opened  the  sub- 
ject thus : 

"  '  Old  hoss !  we  don't  know  nothing  down  here 
about  White  and  Van  Borem,  nor  we  don't  care  a 
bit  fur  'em ;  but  s'pose  you  cum  out  yourself?' 

"  '  What!  for  President .5'  said  Ham. 
"  '  To  be  sure,'  said  his  friend  ;  '  why  not  ?' 
"  Well,  Ham  said  it  would  never  do  for  him  to 

say  he  was  not  fit  for  the  office,  for  his  friend  Avould 
have  sworn  he  knew  better  than  that ;  and  being 
aw^are  that,  in  those  days,  nothing  could  be  done 
without  treating,  he  replied  that  he  was  '  too  poor 
a  man.'  '  Cris,'  says  he,  '  my  money  would  give 
out  before  I  had  treated  half  the  nation.' 

"  '  Egad,'  said  Cris,  '  I  didn't  think  of  that !  I 
s'pose  it  does  take  a  sight  of  money  to  go  the  rounds 
in  one  of  these  big  elections  ?' 

"  He  looked  as  if  he  thought  a  hopeless  darkness was  about  to  settle  on  the  fate  of  all  concerned.  At 
length  his  face  brightened  up  as  a  new  hope  dawn- 
en  upon  his  fancy. 

"  'Egad,'  says  he,  'Jones,  I  have  it!  If  you 
can't  come  out  for  President,  s'pose  you  come  out 
for  Sheriff! — we'll  all  go  for  you  down  here.' 

"Ham  didn't  canvass  much  more  in  that  cam- 
paign ;  but  it  is  said  he  made  amends  for  it  in  the 

next.  He  had  lots  of  fun  with  Cooney,  but  wheth- 
er he  was  laughing  at  his  comrades  or  with  them 

never  could  be  determined." 

Missoura  follows  wnth  some  fin»  skatclies : 
"My  piscator}'  friend,  Bob,  had  never  been  out 

of  sight  of  our  majestic  Mississippi  River  until  last 
fall,  when  the  notion  strongly  possessed  him  that 
a  trip  through  the  Atlantic  cities  would  be  pleas- 

ant and  profitable.  On  reaching  New  York  he 
straightway  put  up  at  Gunter's.  Among  his 
friends  in  St.  Louis  he  had  frequently  asserted 
that  his  principal  object  in  visiting  '  the  East'  was 

for  the  purpose  of  eating  some  salt-water  fish  fresh 
from  the  ocean.  Accordingly  he  took  the  earliest 
opportunity  to  enter  the  restaurant,  and,  with 
nervous  haste,  called  for  '  fish.' "  '  Salt  or  fresh.  Sir  V  asked  the  waiter. 

"  Bob,  imagining  that  the  distinctive  terms  im- 
plied salt-water  or  fresh-water  fish,  with  some  im- 

patience replied, 
"  '  Why,  salt^  of  course !' 
"During  the  waiter's  absence  to  fill  this  order, 

Bob  smacked  his  lips  with  joyful  anticipation  at  the 
prospect  of  soon  realizing  his  brightest  gastronom- 
ical  hopes.  The  dish  was  speedily  prepared  and  set 
before  him,  when,  to  his  utter  chagrin  and  sore  dis- 

appointment, he  recognized  the  well-known  form 
and  snuffed  the  familiar  odor  of  a  dastardly  pickled 
MACKEREL !  Fearing  (as  he  honestly  alleges)  to 
expose  his  ignorance,  he  philosophically  SAvallowed 
his  indignation  and  the  fish,  firmly  resolving  to 
make  up  for  his  mistake  at  dinner-time.  With 
exemplarj'  patience  Bob  awaited  the  arrival  of  one 
o'clock,  at  which  hour  he  seated  himself  at  the 
same  table  at  which  he  had  taken  breakfast,  and 
being  waited  on  by  the  same  waiter — Mike — he 
called  for  the  same  dish : "'Fish!' 

Mackerel,  Sir.''  inquired  Mike,  innocently enough. 

"'No!  consarn  you!  Give  me  some /7-c5i^ 
fish !'  at  the  same  time  inwardly  muttering,  '  You 
can't  catch  this  sucker  a  second  time  with  that  bait.' 

"  An  enumeration  of  the  various  kinds  of  ocean 
fish  on  hand  resulted  in  the  choice  of  halibut.  And 
on  nothing  but '  halibut'  did  Bob  luxuriate  during 
the  balance  of  his  stay  in  New  York.  He  '  allows' that  there  is  a  vast  difference  between  fish  fresh 

from  the  'briny  deep'  and  fish  fresh  from  the hrine. 

"  This  affair  of  Bob's  was  brought  to  my  mind 
the  other  daj-  when  I  happened  to  be  looking  over 
a  parcel  of  old  letters  WTitten  by  a  j'oung  Ameri- 

can friend  on  his  travels  in  Europe.  With  your 
permission,  dear  Drawer,  I  append  a  couple  of  ex- 

tracts from  his  correspondence,  showing  one  of  the 
difficulties  to  be  encountered  by  tourists  who  enter 
la  helle  France  without  possessing  the  slightest 
knowledge  of  its  language  ; 

"  '  On  reaching  Paris  I  took  up  my  abode  at  the 
Ilutel  de  Blanque,  where  a  comfortable  apartment 
is  furnished  me  at  the  cost  of  several  francs  per 
diem.  My  meals  I  take  at  the  restaurant  that 
happens  to  be  nearest  at  hand  when  I  feel  hungry. 
This  arrangement  works  admirably;  for  I  may 
stroll  throughout  the  city  without  troubling  my- 
self  about  being  home  at  meal-times,  as  eating- 
houses  abound.  In  many  of  the  streets  every 
other  house  is  a  restaurant  or  a  cafe.  On  the  sec- 

ond day  of  my  arrival,  finding  myself  in  a  remote 
part  of  the  city  at  my  usual  dinner-hour,  I  stepped 
into  one  of  these  establishments,  that  announced 
itself,  in  gilt  letters  over  the  door,  as  the  "Res- 

taurant du  Cheval."  A  bill  of  fare  was  handed 
me.  I  selected  a  dish  styled  ̂ '■fotage  de  fourrage,'' 
which  I  found  to  be  excellent ;  then  a  "  cheval ji"ic- 
assee,"  which  was  delicious;  winding  up  with  a 
^^pdte  de  cheval, which  was  superb.  I  retired 
from  the  house  well  pleased  with  my  meal;  but 
for  the  life  of  me  I  couldn't  guess  whether  the 
dishes  I  had  been  devouring  with  so  much  gusto 
were  beef,  mutton,  or  pork.  To  satisfy  a  natural 
curiosity,  I  brought  home  one  of  the  bills  of  fare. 
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ami  consulted  my  French  and  English  dictionary 
on  the  doubtful  points.  You  may  iniagino  my 
horror  and  disgust  on  discovering,  after  a  careful 
examination  of  my  lexicon,  tliat  I  had  actually 
been  enjoying  an  unusually  hearty  dinner  com- 

posed entirely  of  horsc-m-  nt ! 
"'I  assure  you  that  in  futuro  I  will  give  the 

"  Restaurant  du  Clieviil"  a  wide  l)orth.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  precaution  I  have  purchased  a  small  pocket- 

dictionary,  whii:h  I  shall  hereafter  ahvays  keep 
about  me.  I  have  already  learned  to  cut  fm^s, 
and  to  relish  them;  but  this  French  fashion  of 
dining  on  horses  doesn't  exactly  suit  my  ideas  of the  uses  to  which  that  noble  animal  should  be 

put.' In  a  subsequent  letter  my  facetious  and  unfor- 
tunate friend  describes  his  ingenious  escape  from  a 

similar  fate  to  that  above  narrated  : 
"  '  Then  toward  the  north  of  France  by  the  Brus- 

sels Railroad.  Took  dinner  at  Amiens.  This  city 
is  noted  for  many  things,  the  principal  of  which 
are  its  p'ltes  de  canards.  On  seating  myself  in  the 
restaurant  I  called  for  one  of  those  pies,  and  was 
about  to  dive  into  it  with  avidity  when  the  idea 
struck  me  that  I  might  as  well  find  out  what  the 
word  canard"  signified.  My  horse-meat  dinner 
was  fresh  in  my  memory,  and  I  had  no  notion  of 
being  caught  again  in  the  same  Ava^y.  According- 

ly I  took  the  precaution  to  consult  my  pockct-dic- 
tionar3^  As  sure  as  I'm  a  sinner  the  following 
definition  appeared  therein : 

"'Canard — A  Duck;  a  Wafer- Spaniel  f 
"  '  I  congratulated  myself  upon  the  foresight 

that  had  provided  me  with  so  convenient  an  in- 
terpreter as  a  pocket-dictionary ;  3'et  now  was  in 

nervous  doubt  whether  in  reality  a  "duck"  or  a 
"water-spaniel"  lay  hidden  beneath  the  crust  of 
the  tempting  pie  under  my  nose.  I  naturally  hes- 

itated about  tasting  the  dish — my  hunger  almost 
overcoming  my  scruples.  Several  times  I  was  on 
the  point  of  digging  into  the  savory  mess,  do[j  or 
no  dog ;  but  the  power  of  principle  invariably  over- 

came the  promptings  of  appetite,  and  at  length  I 
pushed  the  suspicious  joi/^e  out  of  reach  of  my  sus- 

ceptible olfactories.  Vainly  I  looked  around  the 
room  in  search  of  somebody  to  whom  I  could  con- 

fide my  dilemma,  and  from  whom  I  could  get  an 
answer  in  plain  English  as  to  tlie  materials  which 
composed  my  intended  meal.  None  but  jabbering 
Frenchmen  met  my  view.  I  had  not  eaten  a  bite 
since  breakfast— it  was  now  three  o'clock — and  the 
gnawings  of  my  stomach  excited  my  envj'  toward 
the  frog-horse-and-dog-eating  people  that  sur- 

rounded me.  I  felt  inclined  to  "lick"  some  of 
them  on  the  spot;  but,  my  better  judgment  inter- 
rening,  I  merely  licked  my  chops  instead. 

"'Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention.  My 
ravenous  appetite  finally  suggested  to  my  mind  a 
method  of  settling  my  doubts  on  the  point  in  ques- 

tion. I  sagaciously  hit  upon  the  original  and  ex- 
cellent plan  of  cutting  the  pie  open  in  order  to 

discover  its  contents.  I  did  so.  An  undeniable 
"drum-stick"  and  an  unmistakable  duck-wing 
were  immediatcl}'  disclosed.  Setting  my  remark- 

able reasoning  faculties  to  work  upon  these  facts, 
I  speedil}'  arrived  at  a  triumphantly  satisfactoiy 
conclusion.  As  fowl's  wings  and  drum-sticks  do 
not,  as  a  general  thing,  appertain  peculiarly  to  wa- 

ter-spaniels, I  shrewdly  decided  in  my  own  mind 
that  the  dish  before  me  must  be — something  else. 

" '  Whereupon  I  demolished  the  duck-pie,  and 
left  upon  my  plate  a  monument  of  bones  in  com- 

memoration of  my  victorious  solutioa  of  a  very 

dilfu  ult  problem.'  " 
Tin:  Old  Xfjrtli  Slate  .sends  again: 
"(iovcrnor  S         was  a  splendid  lawyer,  and 

could  talk  a  jury  out  of  their  seven  senses.  lie 
was  esi)ecially  noted  for  his  success  in  criminal 
cases,  almost  alwaj's  clearing  his  client.  lie  was 
once  counsel  for  a  man  accused  of  hor.-e-stealing. 
He  made  a  long,  eloquent,  and  touching  speech. 
The  jury  retired,  but  returned  in  a  few  moments, 
and,  with  tears  in  their  e}-es,  proclaimed  the  man 
not  guilty.  An  old  acquaintance  stepped  up  to  the 
prisoner  and  said : 

"'Jem,  the  danger  is  past;  and  now,  honor 
bright,  didn't  you  steal  that  horse?' "To  which  Jem  replied  : 

"  '  Well,  Tom,  I've  all  along  thought  I  took  that 
horse;  but  since  I've  heard  the  Governor's  speech 
I  don't  believe  I  did !'  " 

The  city  of  Cincinnati  is  the  source  of  the  fol- 
lowing, which  is  as  well  done  as  any  thing  we  have 

had  in  many  a  month : 
"Dear  Drawei:, — T  have  been  one  of  your 

most  'devoted  admirers'  from  the  day  you  com- 
menced drawing  in  the  good  things  from  all  parts 

of  our  'glorious  Union,'  imshing  them  to  every 
quarter  of  the  globe,  and  leaving  them  to  make 
glad  the  hearts  of  your  millions  of  readers.  I  have 
often  noticed  that  the  '  (iucen  City'  was  far  behind 
in  furnishing  contributions  for  you.  I  hope  you 
will  notice  this  letter  some  day  (don't  care  which 
way),  for  the  expi'css  purpose  of  seeing  if  your 
readers  in  'Porkopolis'  can  pen  any  thing  better 
than  pigs.  Do  urge  them  to  try  something  besides 
lard,  and  if  they  have  not  man}'-  ribs  to  attend  to 
they  will  spare  a  little  time  for  you,  and  then 
smoke  hams  and  Ilavanas  in  peace.  I  have  not 
seen  any  thing  lately  in  the  Drawer  about  the  '  lit- 

tle folks,'  and  the  next  time  you  fill  a  page  or  col- 
itmn  about  them,  perhaps  you  will  insert  the  fol- lowing : 

"Little  Johnny  was  the  pride  and  pet  of  his  pa- 
rents— a  bright,  blue-eyed  '  six  3'ear  old.'  His 

father,  one  morning  after  reading  a  chapter  in  the 
Bible,  asked  him  what  a  famine  was.  His  quick 
reply  was  :  '  A  cob  without  any  corn  on  it.'  " 

From  Virginia  we  have  the  following : 
"At  a  meeting  of  our  Legislature  several  years 

ago,  some  scheme  of  internal  improvement  was  un- der consideration.  A  member  from  one  of  the 
Valley  Counties,  who,  though  an  intelligent  man, 
was  rather  fond  of  making  long  speeches,  had  taken 
the  trouble  to  write  out  a  speech  upon  the  ques- 

tion, filling  thirty  or  forty  pages  of  foolscap  paper, 
which  he  proposed  to  deliver.  Lmfortunately  for 
him,  however,  the  question  was  called  up  one  day 
while  he  was  absent  and  disposed  of.  Determined 
that  his  labor  should  not  be  in  vain,  and  ihat  the 
public  should  not  lose  the  benefit  of  his  vicAvs,  ho 
took  occasion  a  few  days  afterward,  while  the 
House  Avas  in  Committee  of  the  Whole  upon  some 
other  measure,  to  '  deliver  himself.'  As  he  pro- 

ceeded the  monbers,  one  by  one,  rose  and  left  the 
house,  until  finally  there  Avas  qiaite  '  a  beggaidy 
account  of  empty  boxes.'  Some  five  or  six  mem- bers had  remained,  and  one  of  them  arose  to  a  point 
of  order.    At  this  juncture  Mr.  N  •  arose  and 
remarked :  '  I  hope  the  gentleman  Avill  not  insist 
upon  the  point  of  order,  but  Avill  permit  the  gentle- 
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man  from  to  finish  his  soliloquy.'    Strange  to 
say,  the  gentleman  from  did  finish  his  speech. 

"A  MARRiKD  woman  was  brought  before  one  of 
the  justices  of  the  county  in  which  I  reside,  charged 
with  the  hirceny  of  some  pewter  plates.  After 
hearing  the  evidence,  and  deciding  that  the  woman 
was  guilty,  he  ordered  that  ten  lashes  should  be 
inflicted  upon  her  husband,  who  was  then  and  there 
present,  giving  as  a  reason  that  the  Scriptures  de- 

clared that  man  and  wife  were  one  flesh,  and  as  the 
wife  was  the  weaker  vessel,  it  was  right  that  the 
man  should  bear  the  penalty.  For  the  honor  of 
my  native  county  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  say  that 
this  happened  a  long  time  since ;  but  it  undoubted- 

ly did  happen,  as  tiie  records  of  the  county  show 
that  a  suit  was  brought  by  the  husband  against  the 

justice  for  damages." 

This  is  from  away  down  South,  and  is  darky  all 
over : 

"  Some  time  in  the  spring  of  '57  the  steamer  St. 
Nicholas  '  opened'  in  this  city  with  a  caliope — the 
first  one  ever  heard  in  these  parts — causing  the 
greatest  consternation  among  the  servants,  most 
of  whom  supposed  they  must  now  give  an  account 
of  their  sins  sure  enough.  But  one  of  them,  a  girl, 
stood  and  listened  for  some  time,  and  at  last  walk- 

ed into  the  house  and  expressed  her  opinion  thus : 
"  'Missus,  I  don't  b'leve  dat  ar's  Gabriel,  'cause 

I  a'nt  'feard  a  bit ;  hut  if  it  is  him,  hehplayin'  "  Wait 
for  the  Wagin,''''  sure's  you're  born!'  " 

AN  ODE 
ON  THE  WRECK  OF  THE   SCHOONEE    "  MEDOKA,"  WITH 

THE  LOSS  OP  ALL  ON  BOAED,  FEBEUARY  29,  1836. 
Come  all  kind  husbands,  now  behold 
A  scene  which  makes  my  blood  run  cold. 
All  loving  wives,  pray  now  appear, 
In  solemn  mourning,  drop  a  tear. 
Come,  let  us  weep  for  those  that  weep 
For  their  lost  friends  plunged  in  the  deep; 
And  let  us  now  all  take  some  part 
In  grief  which  breaks  the  tender  heart. 
'Tis  now  these  lines  I  bring  to  view, 
The  captain  and  his  vessel's  crew, ******* 
And  how  and  when  they  lost  their  lives. 
On  Tuesday  morning,  as  we  do  hear, 
The  Mcclora  from  the  canal  did  steer; 
'Twas  east-northeast  they  her  did  steer, 
Bound  for  Oswego,  as  we  do  hear. 
They  had  not  sail-ed  long  before 
The  winds  did  blow,  the  sea  did  roar. 
Which  caused  each  heart  to  lament  full  sore,  j 
And  strive  to  gain  some  port  on  shore. 
The  winds  increas-ed  all  the  night, 
Which  did  the  seamen  much  affright; 
The  captain  says,  "With  us  'tis  o'er: 
We  never  more  shall  reach  the  shore!" 
Thus  one  by  one  on  board  was  lost, 
Till  eight  poor  souls  were  drowned  at  last; 
Were  drown-ded,  buried  in  the  deep. 
Which  causes  many  for  to  weep. 
Oh  Thursday  morning  'twas  cold  and  clear, The  12th  of  November,  as  you  shall  hear, 
'Twas  early  at  the  dawn  of  light. 
When  the  Medora  appeared  in  sight. 
Scarce  could  one  to  the  Medora  go, 
The  billows  over  her  did  flow; 
Her  people  plunged  in  the  deep, 
Wliich  causes  many  for  to  weep. 
Her  masts  were  broke,  her  men  were  gone, 
Her  hull  was  left  to  face  the  storm, 

The  people  from  the  country  round 
Came  flocking  to  the  doleful  ground. 
The  shores  were  lined  both  far  and  near. 
To  see  what  they  could  find  and  hear; 
At  last  some  friends  they  did  appear, 
Inquiring  for  their  children  dear. 
Near  little  Stony  Creek  were  found 
These  bodies  four,  which  there  were  drowned ; 
Were  drown-ded,  buried  in  the  lake, 
Which  causes  many  a  heart  to  ache. 
On  Wednesday  morning,  at  break  of  day. 
Two  men  were  found  upon  the  lake, 
And  from  the  water  we  did  them  take. 
And  carried  them  to  a  solemn  place. 
Their  names  we  now  would  here  describe, 
One  Thaddeus  Clark  we  can't  deny. There  was  Mr.  Hezekiah  Morse, 
Who  from  the  water  we  took  first. 
The  other  names  you  soon  shall  hear, 
'Twas  Charles  M'Dade  as  doth  appear, 
Lay  in  the  Medora  all  the  while, 
We  searched  upon  the  shore  for  miles. 
There's  one  more  name  for  to  describe, 
'Tis  Mr.  Doozenbury  drowned; 
He  was  the  last  that  came  on  shore,  \ 
But  yet  we  looked  and  searched  for  more. 
And  when  their  bodies  we  did  find, 
It  was  a  dreadful  solemn  time, 
To  see  the  people  flocking  round. 
To  see  the  corpses  on  the  ground. 
But  oh!  how  dreadful  to  relate, 
There's  four  more  men  lays  in  th.is  lake, 
Lays  floating  this  wide  lake  all  o'er! 
Which  grieves  their  parents'  hearts  full  sore. 
But  oh !  how  dreadful  'tis  to  hear 
The  parents  mourning  far  and  near. 
For  their  poor  children  lies  in  the  deep. 
Which  causes  many  for  to  weep. 
Altho'  these  lines  which  I've  enrolled, 
'Tis  not  one  tenth  that  can  be  told. 
Who  lost  their  lives  in  all  that  gale, 
And  found  at  last  a  wateiy  grave. 
Upon  our  upper  lakes,  we  hear. 
There's  many  a  friend  and  parent  dear Was  swept  into  the  foaming  deep. 
Which  causes  many  for  to  weep. 
Come  all  ye  seamen  far  and  near, 
Come  listen  to  these  lifes  so  dear, 
Before  with  you  it  all  is  o'er, You  sink  at  last,  to  rise  no  more. 
I  hope  you  will  in  time  prepare  - 
To  meet  your  God,  Avhere'er  you  are, AVhether  by  water  or  by  land, 
When  he  shall  give  the  dread  command. 

A  California  gentleman  writes  to  the  Drawer 
a  little  one  that  is  ver}-  good  : 

"At  a  Democratic  meeting  held  here  last  night, 
a  certain  windy  orator  w^as  introduced  to  the  crowd, 
and  began  a  speech.  A  sturdy  miner  persisted  in 
calling  out,  at  the  top  of  his  bent,  'Jones!  Jones  ! 
Jones!'  This  was  the  very  man  who  was  speak- 

ing, and  the  President  so  informed  the  calling 
miner,  who,  with  great  disgust,  replied,  '  Oh,  git 
out !  He's  the  same  little  skeesick  that  told  me  to 

call  for  Jones!'' "Jones  was  not  the  least  disconcerted  by  this 
revelation ;  but,  when  order  was  restored,  pushed 

on." 

A  Boston  barrister  mentions  a  court  incident 
that  will  bear  repeating  here : 

"A  young  lawyer  before  Judge  had  occa- 
sion, in  support  of  a  motion  that  he  made,  to  con- 



tend  that  his  client  was  di-ad.  The  Judge  asked 
him  what  reason  he  had  for  believing  that  his 
client  had  deceased.  The  young  linil)  of  tiic  law 
mentioned  several  very  unsatisfactory  reasons,  and 
wound  up  by  saying:  'And  furthermore,  your 
honor,  I  received  a  letter  from  him  a  few  days 
since,  in  which  he  stated  that  he  was  dead!'  The 
Judge  smiled,  the  bar  smiled,  and  the  young  law- 

yer subsided." 

This  is  very  well  for  five  years  old.  It  comes 
from  Louisiana,  Avhere  the  happy  mother  writes: 

"  When  Willie  was  five  years  old  I  often  amused 
him  by  taking  from  its  shelf  a  '  Pictorial  History 
of  America,'  showing  him  the  illustrations,  and  re- 

lating the  incidents  they  were  designed  to  repre- 
sent. One  day  a  quantity  of  cotton-wool  was 

lying  near  us.  Willie  had  been  busy  with  the 
snowy  heap,  and  presently  he  came  to  my  side,  a 
paper  soldier-cap  on  his  head,  a  wooden  sword  in 
his  hand,  and  the  bosom  of  his  frock— for  he  had 
not  yet  been  advanced  to  the  dignity  of  '  unmen- 

tionables'—filled with  cotton. 
"  '  Look,  sister!'  he  cried,  '  I  am  General  Jack- 

son at  the  Battle  of  New  Orleans !' 
"  '  General  Jackson!'  I  exclaimed,  laughing  at 

the  comical  appearance  he  presented.  '  How  so, 
Willie.?' 

"  '  Wh}'.'  he  said,  his  blue  ejQS  spreading  with 
wonder  as  he  clapped  his  little  hand  on  his  well- 
wadded  chest,  ̂   doiiH  you  see  tmj  cotton  breast- works V 

"The  same  dear  little  fellow  said  to  his  sister 
one  night  when  he  saw  a  mist  around  the  moon : 
'  Oh,  Eee' — a  pet  name  for  her — a  sadness  stealing 
over  the  little  uplifted  face,  'the  moon  has  its 
crown  of  thorns  on  to-night  I' " 

And  this  is  good  for  Charley,  a  California  young- 
ster : 

"  Winney,  the  District  Attorney,  rode  up  to  a 
tavern  at  the  county  town  when  Court  was  in  ses- 

sion, and  Charley  was  on  the  piazza  ringing  a  bell 
right  lustily.  The  lawyer  was  powerful  hungry, 
and  observing  that  the  people  did  not  go  in  to  din- 

ner at  the  first  ringing  of  the  bell,  asked  Charley 
if  they  rung  two  bells  for  dinner  at  that  house. 

"  Charley  looked  at  the  bell,  and  then  at  the 
lawyer,  and  then  at  the  bell  again ;  and  with  eyes 
all  aglow,  answered, 

"  '  They  ring  this  bell  two  times.' 

A  VERSION  of  the  following  story  appeared  some 
years  since  in  the  St.  Augustine  News.  It  has 
died  with  the  News.  It  is  "true  as  holy  writ," 
and  too  good  to  be  lost  in  oblivion : 

"  Some  days  after  the  '  corps  d'armee,'  led  by 
General  Gaines  from  Louisiana  to  Florida,  was  re- 

lieved from  the  log-pen  in  which  they  had  been 
cabined  and  cribbed  by  the  Seminoles,  and  was 
safely  encamped  at  Fort  King,  while  the  valiant 
Captain  Thistle — who,  at  the  head  of  a  'gallant 
band  of  heroes  bold,'  had  come  all  the  way  from 
the  Opelousas — was  taking  his  matutinal  walk  in 
the  environs  of  the  encampment,  as  usual,  '  like 
Turk  or  Tartar,  armed  to  the  teeth,'  double-bar- 

reled-gun in  hand,  rifle-carbine  slung  over  his 
shoulder,  a  brace  of  double-barreled  pistols  (this 
was  before  the  days  of  revolvers),  bowie-knife  and 
tomahawk  in  belt,  and  two  small  pistols  in  the 
breast-pocket  of  his  hunting-shirt,  he  met  with 
General  Clinch. 
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"  '  (iood-moniin' !  good-mornin',  Gineral !'  says the  Captain. 

"  '  (Jood-morning,  Captain  I'  replied  the  General. 
'  Why  vou  are  a  complete  walking  armorv,  ( "ajv 

tain!' 

"  '  Yes,  Gineral,  so  they  calls  me  in  camp.' 
"  'Well,  Captain,'  says  the  General,  'I  should 

really  like  to  know  how  ̂ -ou  manage  to  figlxt  all 

your  guns.' "  '  Gineral,'  answered  tlie  (.'aptain,  'you  do  me 
proud  ;  I'll  examplify  it  to  you  immediiuly.' 

"So,  without  more  ado,  he  lired  his  gun  right 
and  left,  laid  it  down  before  him,  unslung  carbine 
and  fired  direct  in  front,  then  drew  bowie-knife 
with  his  right  hand,  with  the  left  drew  a  double- 
barreled  pistol,  fired  to  the  right,  and  was  in  the 
act  of  half-facing  to  the  left  to  lire  the  other  barrel, 
when  the  General,  'almost  convulsed  with  laughter, cried  out, 

"  'Stop,  stop,  Captain,  fur  Heaven's  sake,  stop; 
you'll  alarm  the  camp !  1  see  it  now,  I  see  it  all ; 
but.  Captain,  tell  me  what  do  you  do  with  the  lit- 

tle pistols  ?' "'Oh,  Gineral,'  sa3'S  the  Captain,  'them's  for 
the  little  Ingins.' 

"The  redoubtable  Captain  was  subsequently 
made  Uncle  Sam's  guardian  angel  of  live  oak  and 
other  ship  stuff,  in  East  Florida,  and  while  in  that 
capacity  cut  such  pranks  before  high  heaven  as 
made  his  brother  angek  sometimes  laugh,  and 
sometimes  cry. 

''He,  that  is  the  Captain,  first  inventciV  a  gun 
or  swivel  to  be  carried  on  and  fired  from  the  back 
of  a  horse  or  mule  ;  and  when  it  was  suggested  by 
an  artillery  ofiicer  that  the  recoil  would  be  distress- 

ing to  the  animal,  he  answered  that  '  it  would  not 
rekile  a  bit,  or  if  it  did,  the  rekile  would  be  more 
for'ards  than  back'ards.'  " 

"  A  GREAT-UNCLE  of  miuc,  ouc  of  the  early  grad- 
uates of  Dartmoutli  College,  used  to  relate  the  fol- lowing : 

"  'In  some  of  the  earliest  days  of  the  college, 
during  the  presidency  of  one  of  the  venerable  Whee- 
locks,  it  was  frequently  unsafe  for  any  one  to  ride 
outside  the  town  to  any  considerable  distance  on 
account  of  the  danger  of  attack  from  hostile  Indians, 
as  well  as  from  wild  beasts,  as  the  town  was  still 
closely  hemmed  in  by  the  dense,  primitive  forest. 
But  one  pleasant  afternoon  in  autumn,  the  venera- 

ble President  was  observed  jogging  out  of  the  vil- 
lage on  his  little  ̂ )oc/</y  black  horse,  on  one  of  the 

thoroughfares  leading  into  the  woods ;  no  further 
notice  was  taken  of  the  circumstance  until  just  be- 

fore dark  a  noise  of  alarm  heai'd  in  the  street  at- 
tracted all  the  citizens  to  see  what  was  the  matter, 

when,  behold,  the  Doctor  hove  in  sight,  bending 
over  his  horse's  neck,  his  hat  off  and  his  white  hair 
streaming  in  the  wind,  and  belaboring  his  horse's 
sides  with  a  stout  cudgel,  at  the  same  time  shout- 

ing at  the  top  of  his  voice,  Bear  and  r  hie  cubs! 
bear  and  nine  cubs! I 

'"As  soon  as  he  could  recover  his  breath  he 
hastily  explained  to  tlie  alarmed  by-standers  that 
at  the  corner  of  a  certain  corn-field,  but  a  little  dis- 

tance from  the  village,  they  would  find  the  objects  of 
his  terror,  which  had  disputed  his  further  progress 
and  for  more  than  an  hour  kept  him  at  a  staiid, 
afraid  even  to  turn  and  fly.  The  citizens  hastily 
armed  themselves  and  proceeded  to  the  well-known 
spot  to  secure  the  game,  and  avenge  this  outrage 
on  the  highest  dignitary  of  the  place.    But  no  bear 
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was  to  be  seen  ;  the  field  had  been  newly  cleared 
up,  and  the  tree  tops  and  limbs  burned  on  the 
ground ;  and  at  the  corner  indicated  by  the  Doctor 
stood,  in  threatening  attitude,  the  blackened 
stump  of  a  large  toliite  hirch,  with  those  of  several 
smaller  ones  immediately  around  it,  and  which, 
from  one  point  of  view,  did  indeed  hear  a  close  re- 

semblance to  the  varmints  in  question. 
"'Thus  ended  the  affright,  and,  in  the  multi- 

tude of  similar  alarms  at  that  day,  both  real  and 
false,  the  affair  was  soon  forgotten.  But  the  Pres- 

ident was,  at  the  time,  filling  the  chair  of  Profess- 
or of  jMental  Philosophy  in  the  college,  and  the 

recitation  of  the  senior  class  in  this  department,  a 
few  days  after  the  above  incident,  chanced  to  be 
on  the  emotions^  the  particular  topic  of  the  day  be- 

ing the  emotion  of  terror.  As  was  his  wont  in 
conducting  these  exercises,  the  Doctor  called  upon 
each  member,  in  due  order,  to  give  extempore  an  il- 

lustration of  the  emotion  of  terror.  Accordingly, 
one  named  a  ship  foundered  on  a  lee-shore,  the 
surf  beating  around  her,  passengers  and  crew  hang- 

ing to  the  bulwarks  and  shrieking  for  help,  when 
no  help  could  be  afforded  them.  Another  named 
a  burning  house,  and  a  delicate  female  on  the  roof 
with  outstretched  arms,  begging  for  succor  when 
no  ladder  could  be  found  to  reach  her.  Some  drew 
their  illustration  from  the  bloodj^  scenes  of  savage 
warfare  so  common  and  so  true,  too,  at  that  day ; 
and  so  on,  some  one  thing  and  some  another,  to  the 
end  of  the  list,  except  one,  a  lazy  little  wag,  the 
youngest  in  the  class,  a  mere  stripling,  who  had 
never  made  his  voice  heard  in  that  department  of 
study;  but  the  President,  noticing  an  unwonted 
look  of  intelligence  in  his  bright  eye,  in  his- very 
blandest  tone  of  voice,  said,  "  Now,  George,  can 
you  give  us  an  illustration  of  this  emotion  that 
Avill  compare  with  those  we  have  just  heard?" 

"  '  The  boy  instantl}'  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  has- 
tily running  his  fingers  through  his  hair  to  dishevel 

it,  he  bent  forward  and  threw  himself  into  a  posi- 
tion, as  he  well  knew  how  to  do,  to  imitate  "old 

prex,"  and,  with  both  hands  raised  and  fingers 
spread,  exclaimed,  vnih.  his  eyes  and  every  feature 
and  muscle  fixed  as  in  extreme  terror,  "^1  hear and  nine  cubs  !  bear  and  nine  cubs  ! 

"'Even  the  Doctor  was  forced  to  admit  that 
this,  manner  and  matter  included,  was  the  best  il- 

lustration of  the  emotion  that  had  been  given,  and 
the  poor  boy's  standing  was  not  a  little  elevated 
by  this  his  first  success.' 

"  TiiR  same  great-uncle,  before  mentioned,  was, 
in  his  day,  a  Baptist  clergyman,  and  was  a  good 
deal  distinguished  for  his  gift  at  off-hand  or  ex- 

tempore sermonizing,  which  peculiar  kind  of  preach- 
ing many  of  that  persuasion,  even  at  the  present 

day,  deem  the  only  kind  of  preaching  that  is  preach- 
ing.   At  a  meeting  of  his  Association  once,  in  the 

town  of  W  ,  a  young  and  aspiring  brother,  and 
not  a  little  conceited  withal,  had  contrived  to  ob- 

tain the  appointment  as  preacher  of  the  annual 
sermon.    Elder  M  ,  as  the  oldest  minister  in 
the  Association,  was  seated  in  the  pulpit  and  as- 

sisted in  the  preliminarj^  exercises.  Soon  the  time 
came  for  the  sermon.  The  youngster  arose,  opened 
the  Bible,  read  his  text,  and,  with  a  great  flourish, 
made  a  splurge  to  begin  his  discourse,  but,  after  sev- 

eral trials,  became  confused  and  finally  broke  down 
entirely,  whispering  in  the  ear  of  the  aged  elder  as 
he  sank  back  on  the  sofa  beside  him,  '  You  must 
speak  to  them.  Father  M  ,  I  can't  say  a  word.'  | 

"The  old  gentleman  immediately  arose  to  the 
desk,  and  Avithovit  opening  the  Bible  or  naming 
the  chapter  and  verse  of  the  text,  said,  '  Give  us 
of  your  oil,  for  our  lamps  are  gone  out,'  and  mere- 

ly added,  '  It  isn't  necessary  to  enlarge  upon  this 
subject,  brethren,  the  application  is  obvious.'  It 
was  an  entire  sermon  of  itself." 

Old  Jacob  J  was  a  shrewd  Quaker  mer- 
chant in  Burlington,  New  Jersey,  and,  like  all 

shrewd  men,  was  often  a  little  too  smart  for  him- 
self. 

An  old  Quaker  lady  of  Bristol,  Pennsylvania, 
just  over  the  river,  bought  some  goods  at  Jacob's 
store,  ichen  he  was  absent^  and  in  crossing  the  river 
on  her  way  home,  she  met  him  aboard  the  boat, 
and,  as  was  usual  with  him  upon  such  occasions, 
he  immediately  pitched  into  her  bundle  of  goods 
and  untied  it  to  see  Avhat  she  had  been  buying. 

"  Oh  now,"  says  he,  "  how  much  a  yard  did  you 
give  for  that,  and  that,  and  that?"  taking  up  the 
several  pieces  of  goods.  She  told  him  the  price 
without,  however,  saying  where  she  had  got  them. 

"  Oh  now,"  says  he,  again,  "  I  could  have  sold 
you  those  goods  for  so  much  a  yard,"  mentioning 
a  price  a  great  deal  lower  than  she  had  paid. 
"You  know,"  says  he,  "I  can  undersell  every 
body  in  the  place ;"  and  so  he  went  on  criticising 
and  undervaluing  the  goods  till  the  boat  reached 
Bristol,  when  he  was  invited  to  go  to  the  old  lady's 
store,  and  when  there  the  goods  were  spread  out  on 
the  counter,  and  Jacob  was  asked  to  examine  the 
goods  again,  and  say,  in  the  presence  of  witnesses, 

I  the  price  he  would  have  sold  them  at  per  yard,  the 
old  lady,  meanwiiilc,  taking  a  memorandum.  She 
then  went  to  the  desk  and  made  out  a  bill  of  the 
difference  between  what  she  had  paid  and  the  price 
he  told  her ;  then,  coming  up  to  him,  she  said, 

"Now,  Jacob,  thee  is  sure  thee  could  have  sold 
those  goods  at  the  price  thee  mentioned?" 

"  Oh  now,  yes,"  says  he. 
"  "Well,  then,  thy  young  man  must  have  made a  mistake  ;  for  I  bought  the  goods  from  thy  store, 

and,  of  course,  under  the  circumstances,  thee  can 
have  no  objection  to  refund  me  the  difference." 

Jacob  being  thus  cornered,  could,  of  course,  un- 
der the  circumstances,  have  no  objection.  It  is  to 

be  presumed  that  thereafter  Jacob's  first  inquiry 
must  have  been,  "  Oh  now,  where  did  you  get  such 
and  such  goods  ?"  instead  of  "  Oh  now,  how  much 
did  you  pay  ?" 

The  late  General  John  M'Niel,  brother-in-law 
of  President  Pierce,  formerly  surve^'or  of  the  port 
of  Boston,  talked  of  for  Governor  for  New  Hamp- 

shire, a  prominent  politician,  was  Major-General 
of  the  militia  of  that  State,  and  a  man  of  high  mil- 

itary bearing.  In  the  war  with  Great  Britain  he 
had  received  an  honorable  wound  in  the  knee  that 
caused  it  to  be  stiff  during  his  life.  Like  all  other 
war-wounded  veterans,  he  was  proud  of  his  scars. 
At  one  of  his  military  revieAvs  a  distinguished  poll 
tician,  who  had  recently  risen  into  notice,  observ- 

ing the  Genei'al's  lameness,  remarked : 
"I  perceive  you  have  a  stiff  knee.  General. 

How  did  you  injure  it  ?" The  General  was  piqued  to  think  that  any  body 
should  be  ignorant  of  so  memorable  an  event  as  his 
wound,  and,  looking  at  him  with  great  contempt, 
responded : 

"  Fell  off  a  horse,  Sir !  You  never  read  the  his- 
I  tory  of  your  country,  did  you?" 
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BY  BENSON  J.  LOSSING. 
FEW  years  ago  I  was  sojourning  for  a  day  or  two  in 
the  beautiful  village  of  Burlington,  Vermont,  which 

spreads  out  so  pleasauth'  over  a  gentle  slope  upon  the 
eastern  margin  of  Lake  Champlain.  I  had  just  come 
from  Ticonderoga  and  Crown  Point,  and  was  on  my  way 

toward  St.  John's,  Chambk'e,  Montreal,  and  Quebec.  It was  in  sultry  August.  At  early  dawn  I  mounted  a  horse,  and  in  company  with  a  young  lady 
upon  another,  rode  to  a  little  embowered  cemetery  within  sound  of  the  cascades  of  the 
charming  Wiuooski.  There  sleep  several  of  the  patriarchs  and  some  of  the  heroes  of  that 
northern  border ;  and  among  them  reposes  the  mortality  of  Ethan  Allen,  the  colossus  of  the 
group.  We  clambered  over  the  style,  and  waded  through  the  deep  grass,  which  was  sparkling 
with  dew,  until  wc  reached  the  tomb  of  the  hero,  encanopied  by  maples  and  a  drooping  willow. 
It  is  a  tomb  appropriate  for  such  a  sturdy  republican.  Upon  a  granite  base  rests  a  plain  white 
marble  slab,  bearing  the  following  unostentatious  inscription : 

Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1S58,  by  Harper  and  Brothers,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  Dis- trict Court  for  the  Southern  District  of  New  York. 
Vol.  X VII.— No.  102.— Z  z 
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TUE 
COEPOEEAL  TABT 

OF 
GENERAL  ETHAN  ALLEN 

BESTS  BENEATH  THIS  STONE, 
THE  12th  day  of  FEBEUAEY,  1TS3, 

AGED  50  YEAE8. 
HIS  SPIRIT  TEIED  the  MEECIES  OF  HIS  GOD, 

IN  WHOM  ALONE  HE  BELIEVED  AND  STEONGLY  TBTTSTED. 

Near  this  humble  monument  are  the  graves 
of  several  of  his  relatives,  and  that  of  his  brother 
Ira,  the  earliest  historian  of  Vermont  as  a  State 
of  our  confederation.  Their  earth-beds  were 
inclosed  by  a  chain,  supported  by  small  granite 
obelisks,  and  curtained  with  shrubs  of  seringo, 
lilac,  and  rose.  In  the  branches  of  the  maples 
the  birds,  lately  so  silent,  were  chanting  matin 
hymns,  and  the  fragrance  of  flowers  went  up 
from  the  opening  petals  like  sweet  incense  to 
the  God  of  the  birds  and  blossoms.  There  was 
a  charm  within  that  consecrated  acre. 

''I  like  that  ancient  Saxon  phrase  which  calls 
The  burial-ground  God's  Acre!    It  is  just; It  consecrates  each  grave  Avitbin  its  walls. 
And  breathes  a  b3nison  o'er  ,  the  sleeping  dust GocVs  Acre!   Yes,  that  blessed  name  imparts 
Comfort  to  those  who  in  the  grave  have  sown 

Tiie  seed  that  they  had  garnered  in  their  hearts, 
Their  bread  of  life,  alas!  no  more  their  own.'' Longfellow. 

There  was  a  peculiar  charm  there  in  that 
early  morning  light,  in  the  midst  of  the  birds 
and  blossoms,  and  the  unceasing  chorus  of  the 
Winooski.  History  opened  wide  her  wonderful 
volume,  romance  delineated  its  glowing  pic- 

tures, while  patriotism  and  poetry,  uniting  lofti- 
est sentiment  and  sweetest  melody,  filled  the 

heart  with  exquisite  emotions.  Who  can  stand 
at  the  grave  of  a  man  whose  deeds  sparkle  like 

diamonds  upon  the  pages  of  his  country's  his- 
tory and  not  feel  a  spirit  akin  to  worship  stir- 
ring within  him  ?  Such  a  man  was  tlie  leader 

of  the  Green  Mountain  Boys  through  many  try- 
ing scenes. 

Ethan  Allen  was  not  a  native  of  the  State  in 
whose  historic  drama  he  acted  a  conspicuous 
part.  He  was  born  in  Connecticut  in  1739,  in 
the  town  of  Litchfield,  it  is  believed,  before  his 
parents  left  there  for  a  residence  in  Cornwall. 
He  was  not  much  favored  in  early  life  with  the 
schoolmaster's  instructions  by  book  and  birch. 
"The  critic,"  he  observes,  in  the  introduction 
to  his  Narrative  of  his  Captivity,  "will  be 
pleased  to  excuse  any  inaccuracies  in  the  per- 

formance itself,  as  the  author  has  unfortunate- 
ly missed  of  a  liberal  education. "  That  "miss" 

did  not  aflfect  his  future  usefulness.  The  vigor 
of  his  intellect  and  his  physical  energy  supplied 
all  wants  of  college  learning  in  fitting  him  for 
the  peculiar  sphere  in  which  he  was  called  to 
act.  He  was  not  the  coarse,  ignorant,  unsocial, 
and  arrogant  man  whom  popular  belief  is  dis- 

posed to  contemplate  in  the  character  of  Ethan 
Allen.  He  was  not  polished  by  the  attrition 
of  refinement,  nor  was  he  expert  in  the  delicate 
arts  of  social  communion ;  for  his  home  was 
among  pioneers  in  a  rude  wilderness,  whose 

chief  reliance,  in  the  battle  of  life,  was  upon 
physical  strength  rather  than  upon  convention- 

al proprieties.  He  was  truly  a  Boanerges — 
a  son  of  thunder — among  his  associates ;  honest 
in  his  intentions,  fearless  in  the  performance 
of  his  duties,  frank  in  the  expression  of  his 
opinions,  generous  toward  his  enemies  and  op- 

ponents, eminently  judicious  in  council,  and  a 
civil  and  military  leader  who  never  disappointed 
the  expectations  of  his  followers.  Such  was 
the  man — the  chief  instrument  in  laying  the 
foundations  of  one  of  the  sovereign  States  of  our 
confederacy — whose  career  we  are  about  to  con- 

sider. It  is  to  be  lamented  that  a  man  so  con- 
spicuous should  have  passed  from  among  us 

without  a  memento  traced  by  the  pencil  of  art. 
The  true  lineaments  of  his  face  and  person  are 
lost  forever.* 

Ethan  was  the  eldest  of  six  brothers,  four  of 
whom,  with  himself,  emigrated  to  the  fertile 
teiTitory  west  of  the  Green  jNIountains,  which 
stretches  along  almost  the  entire  length  of  Lake 
Champlain,  on  its  eastern  border.  Thither  they 
went,  among  the  earlier  settlers,  disputed  the 
mastery  with  the  beasts  of  the  forest,  and  opened, 
Avith  the  axe  and  plow,  the  generous  bosom  of 
mother  earth  to  the  blessed  sunlight  and  the 
fattening  rain.  The  French  and  Indian  war 
had  just  ended,  and  no  question  of  political 
jurisdiction  over  that  wilderness  had  yet  been 
raised  when  the  Aliens  built  their  first  rude 
cabins  there.  That  question,  however,  was 
soon  presented  to  the  settlers  for  a  practical 
decision  ;  and  we  must  briefly  surv'cy  its  history 
in  order  to  comprehend  the  dawning  of  the 
public  life  of  our  hero. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  the  western 
boundaries  of  provinces  in  America  for  which 
charters  were  originally  obtained  from  the  Brit- 

ish monarchs  were  wholly  indefinite,  some  of 
them  being,  by  the  words  of  the  instrument,  on 
"the  South  Sea,"  or  Pacific  Ocean.  The  in- terior of  the  vast  continent  and  the  distance 
from  ocean  to  ocean  were  unknown ;  and  the 
forecast  of  statesmen  did  not  perceive  the  proba- 

bility of  the  establishment  of  a  series  of  empires, 
extending  inward,  and  having,  by  necessity, 
fixed  boundaries  and  defined  sovereign  privi- 

leges. Herein  was  concealed  the  kernel  of 
many  difficulties,  especially  in  connection  vciib. 
the  New  England  colonies. 

AVhen  Charles  the  Second  of  England  gave 
the  province  of  New  Netherland  (which  he  did 
not  possess)  to  his  brother,  the  Duke  of  York, 
the  eastern  boundary  was  defined  by  the  patent 
as  being  on  the  Connecticut  River,  while  the 
western  boundaries  of  Massachusetts  and  Con- 

necticut were,  by  their  charters,  upon  the 
"  South  Sea,"  or  Pacific  Ocean.    Here  was  di- 

*  The  portrait  of  General  Ethan  Allen  was  never 
painted.  The  picture  at  the  head  of  this  article  con- 

tains a  drawing  of  an  heroic  statue  of  the  hero  made  by 
the  skillful  hand  of  Mr.  B.  H.  Kinney,  of  Burlington, 
Vermont,  kindly  furnished  to  the  writer  by  the  artist.  It 
is  an  ideal  of  the  celebrated  leader.  The  drawing  of  the 
tomb  of  the  patriot  was  made  by  the  writer  at  the  time 
of  his  visit  above  alluded  to. 
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rect  and  palpable  conflict,  which  nothini;  but 
mutual  concessions  and  coinj)roinises  could  set- 

tle. It  was  an  oj)cn  question  when  the  Duke 
o1)tained  his  new  jmssessions  by  conquest,  and 
he  name  of  the  province  was  changed  to  that 
of  New  York,  one  of  the  ])r()pnetor's  titles. 
Commissioners  settled  it,  by  agreeing  that  the 
boundary  line  between  the  New  England  prov- 

inces and  New  York  should  be  at  twenty  miles 
eastward  of  the  Hudson,  and  running  ])arallel 
with  that  river.  This  line  was  first  established 
between  New  York  and  Connecticut,  and,  by 
precedent,  some  time  afterward,  between  New 
York  and  Massachusetts.  New  Hampshire 
finally  api)cared,  and,  pleading  those  precedents, 
asked  to  have  the  line  of  its  sister  colonies  ex- 

tended northward  as  its  own  definite  western 
boundary.  New  York  had  already  controverted 
the  right  of  Massachusetts  to  the  northern  ex- 

tension of  the  Connecticut  line  ;  now  that  prov- 
ince emphatically  protested  against  the  new 

claim.  As  the  country  had-  never  been  sur- 
veyed or  settled,  the  claim  and  the  protest  were 

of  little  immediate  consequence,  but  of  great 
prospective  importance.  Thus  the  matter  stood 
when  Benning  Wentworth  became  governor  of 
New  Hampshire  in  1741. 

Wentworth,  on  receiving  his  commission, 
was  authorized  by  the  King  to  issue  patents  for 
unimproved  lands  within  the  limits  of  his  prov- 

ince. Settlers  were  then  penetrating  the  wil- 
derness westward  of  the  Connecticut  Kiver,  and 

some  had  gone  over  the  Green  Mountains  and 
built  their  pioneer  fires  even  upon  the  W'Ooded 
borders  of  Lake  Champlain.  Numerous  appli- 

cations for  grants  were  made,  and  in  17-49, 
Governor  Wentworth  gave  a  patent  for  a  town- 

ship of  land,  six  miles  square,  near  the  north- 
western angle  of  Massachusetts,  having  for  its 

western  limit  a  line  parallel  with  that  of  the 
two  adjoining  provinces,  or  twenty  miles  east- 

ward of  the  Hudson  Eiver.  In  honor  of  the 
Governor  of  New  Hampshire  the  township  was 
called  Bennington.  That  grant  first  brought 
the  territorial  question  between  New  York  and 
New  Hampshire  to  a  direct  issue. 

New  York  claimed  the  whole  territory  north 
of  Massachusetts,  as  for  eastward  as  the  Con- 

necticut liiver,  and,  of  course,  protested  against 
the  grants  of  Governor  Wentworth,  declaring 
them  illegal  and  null.  The  latter  disregarded 
all  remonstrances,  because  he  asserted  the  claims 
of  his  province  to  be  just,  and  at  the  com- 

mencement of  the  French  and  Indian  war  in 
175-1  he  had  issued  patents  for  fourteen  town- 

ships westward  of  the  Connecticut  River.  That 
war  periled  the  frontier  settlements,  for  Indian 
invasions  were  frequent,  and  for  five  years  very 
few  men  were  bold  enough  to  seek  a  new 
home  in  that  northern  wilderness.  But  when, 
in  1759  and  1700,  Canada  passed  from  under 
the  French  dominion  to  that  of  the  English,  and 
this  border  territory  became  a  place  of  compara- 

tive safety,  a  great  number  of  adventurers  sought 
possessions  there.  There  was  a  sudden  gush 
of  enterprise,  and  the  consideration  of  applica- 
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tions  for  patents  composed  much  of  Govcnnjr 
Wentworth's  daily  business.  Within  four  years 
he  issued  grants  for  one  hundred  and  thirfy- 
eiglit  townships  of  the  size  of  Bennington  ;  and 
that  territory,  comprising  a  greater  jjortion  of 
the  j)resent  State  of  Vermont,  was  known  as 
the  "New  Hami)shire  Grants"  from  that  time 
until  the  kindling  of  tlie  war  for  Indcj>endence. 

The  original  proprietors  of  the  (i rants  had 
received  their  domain  from  Governor  Went- 

worth on  easy  terms.  The  territorial  disputes 
had  awakened  some  doubts  in  their  minds  re- 

specting the  validity  of  their  titles,  and  many 
of  them  sold  their  lands  in  parcels  to  practical 
farmers  at  a  large  advance.  Among  these 
fiirmcrs  were  the  Aliens  and  several  of  their 
friends  from  Connecticut,  who  settled  in  the 
township  of  Bennington  at  about  the  year  17G3. 
Emigration  fiowed  in  that  direction  with  a  con- 

tinually augmenting  stream.  All  the  town- 
ships became  its  receptacles,  and  were  rapidly 

filling  with  a  hardy,  independent  resident  pop- 
ulation, w^hen  the  authorities  of  New  York  per- 

ceived the  necessity  of  immediate  and  efficient 
interference,  before  it  should  be  forever  too  late. 
Lieutenant-Governor  Colden  (then  acting  Gov- 

ernor), accordingly,  wrote  an  energetic  letter  to 
Governor  Wentworth,  protesting  against  his 
grants.  He  also  sent  a  proclamation  among 
the  people,  declaring  the  Connecticut  Hiver  to 
be  the  boundary  between  New  York  and  New 
Hampshire.  Protests  and  proclamations  were 
alike  unheeded  by  Wentworth  and  the  people, 
until  17CA,  when  the  matter  was  laid  before 
the  King  in  council  for  adjudication.  It  was 
decided  in  faA'or  of  New  York.  Bowing  to 
royal  authority,  Wentworth  ceased  issuing  pat- 

ents for  lands  westward  of  the  Connecticut 
Kiver,  and  a  source  of  immense  wealth  for 
himself  was  thus  suddenly  checked.  The  set- 

tlers, regarding  the  question  as  one  of  territo- 
rial jurisdiction  only,  felt  very  little  interest  in 

the  decision,  for  they  believed  their  civil  rights 
and  property  would  be  as  much  respected  by 
the  authorities  of  one  colony  as  another.  They 
were  contented.  But  their  pleasant  dream  of 
confidence  w^as  soon  dispelled. 

New  York  acted  unwisely  if  not  unjustly. 
Not  content  with  the  award  of  territorial  juris- 

diction over  the  Grants,  it  was  claimed,  on 
the  authority  of  able  legal  decisions,  that  that 
jurisdiction  included  the  right  of  property  in 
the  soil  as  well  as  of  government.  The  au- 

thorities of  New  York  declared  all  the  patents 
for  lands  Avcstward  of  the  Connecticut  River, 

issued  by  Wentworth,  to  "be  void,  and  proceeded to  order  the  survey  and  sale  of  farms  in  the 
possession  of  actual  settlers  who  had  bought 
and  paid  for  them,  and  in  many  instances  had 
made  great  progress  in  improvements.  This  op- 

pression was  a  fotal  mistake.  It  was  like  sow- 
ing dragon's  teeth  to  see  them  produce  a  crop 

of  full-armed  men.  The  settlers  had  been  dis- 
posed to  be  quiet,  loyal  friends  of  New  York ; 

now  they  were  converted  into  determined,  re- 
bellious, and  defiant  foes.    A  new  and  power- 
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ful  element  of  opposition  to  the  claims  of  New 
York  was  thus  evoked.  It  was  no  longer  the 
shadowy-,  unsubstantial  govermnent  of  New  Hamp- 

shire, panoplied  in  proclamations,  that  opposed 
the  arrogant  pretensions  of  New  York ;  it  was 
the  sinews  and  muskets  of  the  people  of  the 
Grants,  backed  by  all  New  Hampshire  —  ay, 
by  all  New  England — who  now  stood  in  battle- 
array  against  her.  She  gave  them  the  degrad- 

ing alternative  of  leaving  their  possessions  to 
others,  or  of  repurchasing  them — an  alternative 
to  which,  as  freemen  conscious  of  being  right, 
they  could  not  submit.  They  did  not  submit, 
but  declared  their  readiness  to  defend  their  soil, 
hand  to  hand,  against  any  force  the  oppressor 
might  send.  Foremost  among  those  who  coun- 

seled resistance,  and  resolved  to  fight  for  vested 
rights,  Avas  Ethan  Allen,  then  in  the  prime  of 
young  manhood. 
^t  length  the  Governor  and  Council  of  New 

York  summoned  all  the  claimants  under  the 
New  Hampshire  Grants  to  appear  before  them 
at  Albany,  with  their  deeds  and  other  evidences 
of  claim,  within  three  months,  failing  in  which, 
the  claims  of  all  the  delinquents  should  be  re- 

jected. The  settlers,  governed  by  the  advice 
of  Allen  and  other  leading  men,  paid  no  atten- 

tion to  the  summons,  and  their  lands  were  con- 
sidered forfeited.  In  the  mean  time  New  York 

speculators  had  been  busy  in  purchasing  large 
tracts  of  these  menaced  estates,  and  the  people 
of  the  Grants,  foreseeing  much  trouble  from 
this  new  element  of  mischief,  sent  one  of  their 
number  to  England  to  lay  their  case  before  the 
King  and  Council.  He  obtained  an  order  for 
the  Governor  of  New  York  to  abstain  from  is- 

suing any  more  patents  or  lands  eastward  of 
Lake  Champlain.  That  order  was  issued  in 
July,  1767.  As  it  was  not  ex  post  facto  in  its 
operation,  the  New  York  patentees  proceeded 
to  take  possession  of  their  grants  by  writs  of 
ejectment.  These  were  served  on  the  actual 
occupants  of  land  for  which  they  had  paid. 
Some  forcibly  resisted  the  officers  sent  to  serve 
the  writs,  but  a  majority  seemed  disposed  to 
meet  their  opponents  in  the  courts.  A  resident 
of  Shaftesbury  was  taken  to  Albany  for  trial,  in 
a  suit  of  ejectment.  A  decision  in  his  case 
would  affect  all  others,  and  Ethan  Allen  was 
employed  as  general  agent  of  the  people  of  the 
Grants  to  attend  the  trial  and  defend  their 
claims.  He  first  procured  a  copy  of  Went- 
worth's  commission,  then  employed  Mr.  Inger- 
soll,  an  eminent  Connecticut  lawyer,  as  counsel, 
and  in  June,  1770,  they  appeared  in  court  at 
Albany.  The  whole  proceedings  proved  to  be 
a  solemn  farce  ;  many  of  the  judges  and  lawyers 
in  that  province  were  connected  with  the  spec- 

ulators, and  the  case  in  hand  was  predetermined 
before  the  trial  commenced.  The  verdict  was 
in  favor  of  the  New  York  complainant.  Allen 
was  exceedingly  indignant,  and  it  was  with 
great  difficulty  that  he  could  treat  Attorney- 
General  Kemp  courteously  when  that  officer 
called  upon  him  the  next  morning.  Kemp 
tried  to  flatter  the  sturdy  pioneer,  and  then  ad- 

vised him  to  go  home  and  persuade  his  Green 
Mountain  friends  to  make  the  best  terms  they 
could  with  theij:  new  landlords,  at  the  same 
time  reminding  him  that  their  case  was  a  des- 

perate one,  for  ' '  might  often  prevails  over  riyht.'' 
The  suggestion  thoroughly  aroused  the  sleeping 
lion  of  Allen's  nature,  and  he  vehemently  ex- 

claimed, "  The  gods  of  the  valleys  are  not  the 
gods  of  the  hills ! "  The  startled  Attorney-Gen- 

eral asked  him  to  explain  his  meaning.  "  Come 
to  Bennington,"  said  Allen,  with  a  frown,  '*and 
you  shall  understand  it!" When  Allen  reported  to  his  constituents  the 
result  of  his  mission,  they  perceived  the  altern- 

ative to  be  slavery  or  resistance.  They  did 
not  long  hesitate  in  their  choice  of  evils.  The 
news  spread  from  hill  to  hill,  from  valley  to 
valley,  and  from  hamlet  to  cottage,  and  the 
indignant  people,  as  with  one  voice,  expressed 
their  determination  to  defend  their  rights  at  all 
hazards.  They  saw  the  door  of  justice  violently 
closed  against  them,  and  they  resolved  not  to 
listen  longer  to  fair  words  from  their  oppressors. 
The  time  for  talking  about  charters,  and  grants, 
and  jurisdiction,  had  passed,  and  the  bold 
mountaineers  prepared  to  fight  rather  than 
yield.  Suits  for  ejectment  continued  to  be 
brought  before  the  courts  at  Albany,  to  which 
the  settlers  paid  no  attention.  Then  sheriffs  and 
civil  magistrates  were  ordered  to  go  into  the 
Grants  and  execute  the  mandates  of  the  law. 

Now  came  the  crisis.  The  parties  had  hith- 
erto waged  their  contests  by  words,  at  a  dis- 

tance ;  now  officers  of  the  law  and  the  people 
met  face  to  face.  Men  from  New  York,  already 
on  the  Grants  under  titles  from  the  civil  author- 

ities there,  beheld  the  gathering  storm  and  fled 
for  shelter  beyond  the  disputed  boundary.  The 
Green  Mountain  Boys  met  in  council  at  Ben- 

nington, and,  by  unanimous  vote,  "Resolved  to 
support  their  rights  and  property,  which  they 
possessed  under  the  New  Hampshire  Grants, 
against  the  usurpations  and  unjust  claims  of 
the  Governor  and  Council  of  New  York,  by 

FORCE,  as  LAW  and  justice  were  denied  them." 
I'his  was  the  gauntlet  of  defiance  which  sher- 

iffs and  civil  magistrates  had  the  temerity  to take  up. 

The  sheriffs  came  with  attendants  ;  their  op- 
ponents always  outnumbered  them  and  drove 

them  away.  The  opponents  were  indicted  as 
rioters,  but  the  sheriffs  found  it  as  hard  to  catch 
the  bodies  of  any  of  the  settlers  as  it  was  to  seize 
their  property.  Dunmore,  then  Governor  of 
New  York,  a  haughty  hireling  of  the  Crown,  be- 

came very  indignant.  He  issued  a  thundering 
proclamation,  and  ordered  the  sheriffs  to  call 
out  the  posse  comitatus — the  power  of  the  coun- 

try— to  aid  them.  Sheriff  Ten  Eyck,  of  Al- 
bany, with  seven  hundred  and  fifty  New  York 

militia  at  his  back,  marched  to  arrest  James 
Brackenridge.  He  found  eighteen  armed  men 
in  the  house,  who  defied  him.  He  threatened 
to  break  in  the  door.  "Attempt  it,  and  yoi'. 
are  a  dead  man  !"  exclaimed  a  burly  voice  from 
within.    He  was  on  the  point  of  executing  the 
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threat,  when  he  perceived  three  hundred  armed 
settlers  who  had  been  concealed  in  ambush 
around  him.  A  quick  but  bloodless  retreat  was 
effected,  and  Sheriff  Ten  Eyck  went  back  to  Al- 

bany and  reported  the  New  Hampshire  Grants 
in  a  state  of  rebellion. 

Dunmore  loved  his  ease,  and  of  course  loved 
peace.  He  attempted  to  gain  by  strategy  what 
he  could  not  hope  to  effect  by  force.  Bribes 
were  offered ;  settlements  of  new  lands  in  the 
Grants  were  promoted,  so  as  to  secure  for  New 
Yorkers  a  squatter  sovereignty ;  and  measures 
were  taken  to  sow  divisions  among  the  mount- 

aineers. The  people  had  more  to  dread  from 
these  silent  measures  than  from  the  strong  arm 
of  the  law.  The  leaders  perceived  it,  and  long 
before  Samuel  Adams  or  Dabney  Carr  invented 
that  powerful  engine  of  the  Revolution,  the  Com- 

mittee of  Correspondence,  the  Green  Mountain 
Boys  had  set  the  machine  in  motion.  In  ev- 

ery township  they  formed  Committees  of  Safety 
and  Correspondence,  and  all  over  the  Grants 
the  most  subtle  vigilance  was  exercised. 

The  people  also  assembled  in  general  conven- 
tion, and  resolved  that  no  man  should  be  taken 

from  the  Grantsby  a  New  York  officer  without  the 
permission  of  some  Committee  of  Safety.  They 
did  more.  They  formed  a  general  military  asso- 

ciation to  assist  in  maintaining  the  spirit  of  that 
resolve  of  the  Convention.  And  Ethan  Allen 
was  chosen  Colonel  Commandant  by  unanimous 
consent.  Seth  Warner,  Remember  Baker,  and 
others  of  less  note  in  history,  were  made  captains, 
and  under  these  the  people  were  disciplined  in 
the  art  of  war.  The  bold  hunters  also  enrolled 
themselves,  and  devoted  their  sure  rifles  to  the 
service  of  the  people.  Civil  authority,  in  rela- 

tion to  intruders,  was  executed  by  martial  force, 
and  every  stray  offender  from  New  York  caught 

upon  the  disputed  domain,  was  summarily  tried 
by  a  Committee  of  Safety,  and  punished  as  sum- 

marily, not  in  a  way  to  imperil  life  or  limb,  but, 
as  the  sentence  significantly  declared,  "chas- 

tised with  the  twigs  of  the  wilderness."  Many  a 
poor  wight  departed  the  Grants  with  a  receipt  in 
full,  thus  legibly  written  upon  his  back,  attest- 

ing the  payment  of  the  penalty  of  transgression. 
Colonel  Allen  now  became  a  marked  man. 

The  winter  and  spring  of  1772  was  a  memora- 
ble one  in  his  life.  He  then  first  wore  a  sword 

in  defense  of  right.  William  Tryon,  who  had 
lately  come  from  North  Carolina,  where  he  had 
severely  handled  the  Regulators — the  opponents 
of  0})pression  in  that  province,  was  now  Govern- 

or of  New  York,  and  he  regarded  Allen  as  a 
traitor.  The  people  regarded  him  as  a  patriot. 
His  relative  position  to  Governor  and  people 
made  him  both,  and  with  energy  he  performed 
the  acts  of  both  traitor  and  patriot.  With  the 
rigor  of  martial  law  he  enforced  the  expressed 
will  of  the  people,  opposing  sheriffs  here,  and 
driving  off  New  York  settlers  there.  Tryon 
offered  twenty  pounds  sterling  for  the  apprehen- 

sion of  Allen,  and  the  same  for  each  of  his 
chief  associates.  They  were  not  apprehended. 
Then  he  offered  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
for  Allen,  and  fifty  for  each  of  his  six  chief 
associates.  They  were  not  apprehended.  They 
were  not  even  intimidated.  They  wer<>  em- 

boldened, and,  with  ludicrous  pomp,  Allen  of- 
fered a  reward  of  five  pounds  to  any  person 

who  would  deliver  the  ALtorncy-General  of  New 
York  to  any  officer  of  the  military  association 
of  Green  Mountain  Boys.  These  were  certain- 

ly bold  measures,  and  Colonel  Allen  frankly 
confessed  that  the  conduct  of  himself  and  asso- 

ciates, interpreted  by  the  laws  of  New  York  or 
of  well-ordered  society,  Avas  certainly  riotous. 
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But  he  excused  it  with  the  plea  that  the  oppres- 
sions of  the  strong,  denying  undoubted  rights 

to  the  weak,  had  forced  them  to  take  the  only 
method  left  them  to  defend  those  rights.  They 
stood  upon  the  soil  they  had  purchased  w^th 
money  and  improved  by  labor.  They  went  not 
upon  the  domain  of  that  strong  oppressor,  but 
stood  only  on  the  defensive ;  and  he  thought 
it  cruel  and  unjust  for  them  to  be  branded  as 
outlaws,  and  have  a  price  set  upon  their  lib- 
erty. 

One  mild  evening  toward  the  close  of  April, 
1772,  the  people  of  Bennington  w^ere  alarmed 
by  intelligence  that  Governor  Tryon  was  moving 
up  the  Hudson  River  with  an  army  to  invade  the 
Grants,  chastise  offenders,  and  enforce  submis- 

sion. The  news  spread  rapidly,  and  soon  the 
leading  civilians  and  military  men  were  assem- 

bled in  convention.  They  took  grave  counsel 
together;  resolved  that  "it  was  their  duty  to 
oppose  Governor  Tryon  and  his  troops  to  the 
utmost  of  their  power ;"  dragged  two  cannons 
and  a  mortar  from  Hoosic  fort  to  Bennington ; 
called  out  the  militia,  and  made  every  prepara- 

tion to  give  the  expected  invader  a  warm  recep- 
tion. But  Tryon  had  no  such  belligerent  in- 

tentions. He  had  heard  of  the  fruitless  expe- 
dition of  sheriff  Ten  Eyck,  and  had  conceived 

the  idea  that  the  Regulators  of  the  New  Hamp- 
shire Grants  were  more  formidable  than  the 

Regulators  of  the  Haw  and  Eno.  Instead  of 
marching  with  power  into  their  countr}-,  he  sent 
them  a  mild  proclamation,  and  sweetly  proposed 
a  tilt  in  diplomacy.  He  promised  protection 
to  any  deputation  they  might  send  to  negotiate 
excepting  Ethan  Allen  and  his  associate  out- 
la;vs.  The  proposition  was  agreed  to.  Two 
delegates  went  to  New  York,  bearing  a  letter 
from  the  people  of  the  Grants  to  the  Governor 
and  Council,  and  also  a  firm  but  respectful  pro- 

test, both  drawn  up  by  Ethan  Allen.  These 
contained  a  summary  of  the  wrongs  which  they 
had  suffered,  and  abounded  with  much  logic 
respecting  the  position  they  had  assumed.  They 
contained  a  noble  defense  of  the  Green  Mount- 

ain Boys,  and  were  highly  honorable  to  the 
head  and  heart  of  our  hero.  The  negotiations 
were  friendly,  and  the  brothers  Fay  went  back 
to  Bennington,  at  about  the  middle  of  July, 
messengers  of  precious  promises  for  good.  The 
people  gathered  there  from  hill  and  valley, 
heard  the  good  news,  and  shouted  lustily.  They 
felt  that  they  had  achieved  a  triumph,  and  now 
would  come  long  days  of  peace.  The  old 
Hoosic  cannon,  and  one  belonging  to  Benning- 

ton, were  brought  out  and  made  to  thunder  ap-  | 

plause,  and  Seth  "Warner's  company  of  Green  j Mountain  Boys  made  a  grand  display,  and  con-  j 
eluded  with  a  feu  de  joie  in  the  midst  of  loud  j 
huzzas  from  the  excited  multitude.  That  night  | 
was  one  of  pleasant  dreams  all  over  the  Ben-  , 
niugton  region.  | 

Almost  as  early  as  the  next  day-dawn  clouds  ! 
of  difficulty  appeared.    Even  while  the  Com-  i 
missioners  were  in  pleasant  treaty,  or  while  the 

Eays  were  hastening  homeward  with  the  good  ' 

news.  Colonel  Allen  and  his  armed  Green 
Mountain  Boys  were  executing  the  laws  of  the 
Convention  against  an  unlucky  surveyor  and 
some  New  York  settlers.  The  former  was 
caught  in  the  wilderness  exercising  his  profes- 

sion in  behalf  of  over-the -line  speculators. 
They  broke  his  instruments,  passed  sentence 
of  perpetual  banishment  against  him,  and  prom- 

ised him  the  delights  of  suffocation  by  a  halter, 
if  they  should  ever  catch  him  within  the  domains 
of  the  Grants  again.  Settlers  upon  Otter  Creek 
were  as  summarily  dealt  with  at  the  same  time. 
On  the  spot  where  Vergennes  now  stands,  at 
the  Falls  of  the  Otter,  a  New  Hampshire  settler, 
who  owned  a  saw-mill  there,  had  been  driven 
off  by  tenants  of  Colonel  Reed,  a  New  Y^ork 
speculator.  Colonel  Allen  proceeded  to  regu- 

late matters  there.  He  gave  the  invading  ten- 
ants notice  to  quit  as  soon  as  they  could  pack 

up  their  personal  property.  He  then  burned 
their  tenements,  destroyed  the  stones  of  a  grist- 

mill they  had  erected  by  pitching  them  over 
the  Falls,  and  restored  the  saw-mill  to  its  origin- al owner. 

The  feu  de  joie  at  Bennington  fell  sweetly 
upon  the  ears  of  Tryon,  but  the  harmony  was 
soon  disturbed  by  the  discordant  notes  from 
Otter  Creek.  His  anger  was  fiercely  kindled, 
and  he  wrote  a  sharp  letter  of  rebuke  to  the  in- 

habitants of  the  Grants,  and  peremptorily  or- 
dered them  to  reinstate  the  New  Y''ork  settlers 

at  the  Falls.  The  people  immediately  assem- 
bled in  convention  at  Manchester,  and  chose 

Colonel  Allen  for  their  secretary.  In  their 
behalf  he  wrote  a  firm  but  respectful  answer  to 

Tryon's  letter,  in  which  he  justified  the  meas- 
ures at  the  Falls,  truly  represented  that  the  act 

took  place  before  the  return  of  the  Commission- 
ers to  Bennington,  and  then  told  the  Governor 

plainly  that  the  New  York  settlers  should  not  be 
reinstated.  He  also  assured  the  Governor  that 
if  surveyors  and  settlers  were  still  to  be  sent  to 
the  Grants,  then  the  people  of  that  domain  must 
consider  the  negotiations  of  the  Commissioners 
a  nullity.  Here,  then,  the  old  difiS culties  were 
fully  renewed,  and  the  people  further  resolved 
to  expel,  or  othei-wise  punish,  any  person  within 
the  disputed  district  who  should  presume  to 
accept  an  office,  civil  or  military,  under  the 
authority  of  New  York. 

Several  persons  were  soon  punished  under 
the  new  regulation.  One  for  accepting  office 
from  Tryon,  and  endeavoring  to  perform  its 
functions,  was  "chastised"  by  a  very  large 
hickory  "twig  of  the  wilderness,"  to  the  amount 
of  two  hundred  stripes ;  while  a  boasting,  in- 

judicious physician  of  Arlington,  escaped  with 
a  whole  skin,  but  with  no  less  mortification. 
He  had  openly  ridiculed  the  Convention  and  the 
military  force,  declared  himself  a  partisan  of 
New  York,  defied  the  power  of  the  authorities 
of  the  Grants,  and  armed  himself  in  defense  of 
his  defiant  position.  He  was  caught  at  some 
unguarded  hour  and  conveyed  to  the  Green 
Mountain  Tavern,  in  Bennington,  for  trial. 
In  front  of  the  tavern  was  a  sign-post  twenty- 
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five  feet  in  height,  on  the  top  of  which  liad 
been  placed  the  stuffed  skin  of  a  huge  cata- 

mount with  its  head  toward  New  York.  It  had 

ghiring  glass  eyes,  and  the  animal's  own  teeth 
grinned  terribly  toward  those  who  might  ap- 

proach from  that  direction.  The  doctor  being 
considered  a  better  subject  for  jest  than  for 
anger,  the  court  sentenced  him  to  be  tied  in  a 
chair,  and  hoisted  up  to  the  side  of  the  cata- 

mount, there  to  remain  for  two  hours  the  sport 
of  the  merry  multitude.  No  doubt  the  author 
of  "MTingal"  remembered  this  case  when  he 
conceived  the  record  of  the  punishment  of  the 
Tory  constable : 

"Then  from  the  polo's  snblimost  top The  active  crew  let  dowu  the  rope, 
At  once  its  other  end  in  haste  bind 
And  make  it  fast  upon  his  ̂ vaistbanJ ; 
Till  like  the  earth,  as  stretch'd  on  tenter, 
He  hung,  self-balanced,  on  his  centre. 
Then  upward,  all  hands  hoisting  sail, 
They  swung  him,  like  a  keg  of  ale, 
Till  to  the  pinnacle  in  height, 
He  vaulted  like  balloon  or  kite." 

The  authorities  of  New  York  were  greatly 
perplexed.  They  properly  regarded  Ethan  Al- 

len as  the  chief  in  both  civil  and  military  affairs 
in  the  Grants,  for  his  pre-eminent  abilities  were 
acknowledged,  and  he  exerted  an  unbounded 
influence  over  the  people.  To  secure  his  per- 

son was  a  desirable  object,  and  several  attempts 
were  made  by  New  Yorkers  to  win  the  Govern- 

or's offered  reward  by  capturing  him.  On  one 
occasion  two  sergeants  and  ten  men  came  very 
near  effecting  that  object,  while  Allen  and  a 
single  companion  were  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  present  Burlington.  His  own  sagacious 
vigilance  and  tlie  fidelity  of  a  young  girl  saved 
him.  On  another  occasion,  some  people  of 
Duchess  County  formed  a  \)\an  to  seize  him 
while  he  was  on  a  visit  to  his  friends  in  Salis- 

bury, in  Connecticut.  They  intended  to  ab- 
duct him  and  carry  him  to  the  Toughkeepsie 

jail.  The  plot  was  timely  discovered,  and  the 
hero  was  saved  for  greater  deeds  at  hand. 

In  the  mean  time  the  spirit  of  hostility  in- 
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creased  in  intensity,  and  commotions,  riots, 
and  bloodshed  became  quite  common  near  the 
border.  The  Green  Mountain  Boys,  under  the 
judicious  guidance  of  Allen,  carefully  acted  on 
the  defensive,  and  never  pursued  aggressors  be- 

yond the  claimed  limits  of  the  Grants.  At 
length,  in  the  spring  of  1774,  the  New  York 
Legislature  passed  a  most  despotic  law,  entitled 
an  Act  for  preventing  tumultuous  and  riotous 
assemblies,  and  for  punishing  rioters.  It  em- 

powered the  governor  and  council  to  order  "in- 
dicted rioters,"  as  Ethan  Allen  and  other  lead- 

ers were  called,  to  surrender  themselves  for 
trial  within  seventy  days  after  the  date  of  the 
order,  or  to  be  considered  as  convicted  and 
sentenced  to  suffer  death — the  Supreme  Court 
having  power  given  by  the  Act  to  order  the 
execution,  whenever  the  offender  should  be  ar- 

rested, the  same  as  if  there  had  been  an  actual 
trial  and  a  judicial  sentence  !  This  law,  instead 
of  intimidating  the  people  of  the  Grants,  united 
them  in  closer  affiliation  ;  and  in  a  general 
convention,  assembled  at  Bennington,  they  re- 

solved to  hold  themselves  in  readiness,  at  a  min- 
ute's warning,  to  "  defend  those  who,  for  their 

merit  in  the  great  and  general  cause,  had  been 
falsely  denominated  rioters."  The  proscribed 
persons  also  issued  a  manifesto,  drawn  up  by 
Ethan  Allen  and  signed  by  him  and  his  asso- 

ciate "  outlaws,"  which  contained  a  logical  de- 
fense of  themselves,  and  severe  remarks  on  the 

course  pursued  by  their  oppressors.  "  Printed 
sentences  of  death  will  not  kill  us,"  they  said; 
"and  if  the  executioners  approach  us,  they  will 
be  as  likely  to  fall  victims  to  death  as  we:"  for 
they  had  fully  resolved,  that,  if  any  person 
should  attempt  to  apprehend  any  of  them  or 
their  friends,  they  would  kill  them  on  the  spot. 
The  people  of  the  Grants  then  closed  the  door 
apon  further  parley  or  controversy,  and  armed 
themselves  to  fight  for  their  leaders,  their  homes, 
and  their  vested  rights.  The  quarrel  was  about 
to  culminate  in  a  bloody  crisis. 

While  on  that  northern  border  a  little  storm 
of  war  was  rising,  the  whole  political  atmos- 

phere of  the  colonies  was  becoming  black  with 
a  gathering  tempest.  All  local  troubles  soon 
ceased  to  have  paramount  interest,  for  all  eyes 
were  turned  anxiously  toward  the  brooding 
darkness.  The  low,  rumbling  thunder,  in  colo- 

nial assemblies  and  in  popular  gatherings,  be- 
came more  and  more  distinct.  The  lightning 

first  leaped  from  the  clouds  at  Lexington,  and 
the  thunder-peal  awoke  a  continent  to  arms. 
It  is  not  our  province  to  detail  the  opening 
events  of  that  Revolution,  which  resulted  in  the 
freedom  of  thirteen  Anglo-American  colonies 
and  gave  birth  to  a  new  empire.  Our  hero  was 
a  prominent  actor  in  an  important  episode  in 
the  opening  of  that  great  drama,  and  to  that  we 
will  turn  without  preface. 

The  British  Government,  perceiving  the  great 
importance  of  preserving  Canada  as  a  loyal  col- 

ony when  the  inevitable  contest  should  com- 
mence, had  used  the  most  energetic  and  extraor- 
dinary efforts  to  accomplish  that  object.  The 

great  concessions  made  to  the  Roman  Catholic 
population,  called  the  Quebec  Act,  and  which 
deeply  offended  Protestant  England,  was  the 
first  of  those  efforts.  Remarkable  vigilance 
was  every  where  exercised  in  that  province  by 
royal  officers  ;  and  in  order  to  keep  open  a  free 
communication  between  Canada  and  the  inte- 

rior of  the  province  of  New  York,  the  old  for- 
tresses of  Ticonderoga  and  Crown  Point — the 

scenes  of  many  struggles  between  the  French 
and  English  twenty  years  earlier — were  strength- 

ened and  garrisoned.  Those  far-sighted  patriots 
of  Boston,  Samuel  Adams  and  Joseph  Warren, 
also  appreciated  the  importance  of  winning 
Canada  to  the  Republican  cause,  or,  in  the 
event  of  a  failure  to  do  so,  to  acquire  possession 
of  those  strongholds  upon  Lake  Champlain. 
Accordingly,  almost  a  month  before  the  skir- 

mish at  Lexington,  they,  as  members  of  the 
Boston  Committee  of  Correspondence,  sent  a 
secret  agent  into  Canada  to  ascertain  and  re~ 
port  the  political  feelings  of  the  people.  He 
soon  became  convinced  that  fear  alone  kept  the 
Canadians,  and  especially  those  of  British  ex- 

traction, from  joining  the  other  colonies  in  their 
opposition;  and  from  Montreal  he  sent  urgent 
advice  to  his  employers  to  take  immediate  meas- 

ures to  capture  Ticonderoga.  On  his  way  north 
he  had  consulted  w'lth.  the  Aliens  and  other 
leaders  of  the  people  of  the  Grants,  and  they 
had  agreed  to  undertake  the  enterprise  them- 

selves when  the  proper  time  should  arrive. 
The  whole  matter  was  kept  a  profound  secret, 
except  among  a  few  leading  men ;  and  yet, 
eight  days  after  the  affair  at  Lexington,  a  cir- 

cumstance occurred  which  seemed  to  indicate  a 
concert  of  action  between  the  patriots  of  Massa- 

chusetts, Connecticut,  and  the  New  Hampshire 
Grants. 

At  that  time  the  minute-men  of  New  En- 
gland, armed  and  unarmed,  were  rushing  to- 

ward Boston  to  confine  the  British  troops  to 
that  peninsula.  The  Colonial  Assembly  of  Con- 

necticut was  in  session,  and  some  leading  mem- 
bers of  that  body  conceived  and  concocted  a  plan 

for  seizing  Ticonderoga,  and  appropriating  its 
cannons  and  other  munitions  of  war  to  the  use 
of  the  gathering  army.  They  acted  only  as 
private  citizens,  but  procured  a  loan  of  eighteen 
hundred  dollars  from  the  Assembly.  They 
appointed  Edward  Mott  and  Noah  Phelps  a 
committee  to  proceed  to  the  frontier  towns,  as- 

certain the  condition  of  the  fort  and  the  strength 
of  the  garrison,  and,  if  possible,  induce  Colonel 
Ethan  Allen  to  join  the  expedition  with  his 
Green  Mountain  Boys.  On  their  way  they  laid 
their  plans  before  Colonel  Easton  and  Mr.  John 
Brown,  at  Pittsfield,  in  Massachusetts,  and  these 
men,  afterward  leaders  of  troops,  accompanied 

the  committee  to  Bennington.  Easton'  enlisted 
about  forty  volunteers  from  his  regiment  of  mi- 

litia on  the  way,  and  these  reached  Bennington 
the  following  day.  Colonel  Allen  promptly 
responded  affirmatively,  immediately  assembled 
his  Green  Mountain  Boys,  and  sent  detachments 
to  watch  the  roads  northward  to  prevent  intel- 
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ligence  bcin;j:  conveyed  to  the  doomed  fortresses.  ] 
At  dusk  on  the  7th  of  May  quite  a  little  army  j 
j^athercd  at  Castleton,  fourteen  miles  east  of 
Skenesborou-ih  (now  Whitehall),  when  Allen 
was  chosen  coinmandcr-in-chicf,  with  Colonel 
Easton  and  Seth  Warner  for  his  lieutenants. 
At  the  same  time  a  party  was  sent  to  Skenes- 
borough  to  capture  Major  Skene  (a  son  of  the 
Governor),  secure  boats,  and  hasten  to  join  the 
invaders  at  Shoreham,  opposite  Ticonderoga. 
Another  party  was  sent  down  tlic  lake,  beyond 
Crown  Point,  to  secure  boats  and  bateaux  in 
that  direction. 

In  the  mean  time  another  scheme  had  been 
formed  elsewhere  for  the  same  object.  When 
intelligence  of  the  bloodshed  at  Lexington 
reached  New  Haven,  Benedict  Arnold,  captain 
of  an  independent  company  there,  marched  with 
them  immediately  to  Cambridge.  No  doubt  he 
had  received  some  hint  of  the  enterprise  against 
Ticonderoga,  for,  on  his  arrival  at  Cambridge, 
he  went  before  the  Massachusetts  Committee 
of  Safety  and  proposed  a  similar  expedition 
in  the  same  direction.  His  representations  co- 

inciding with  tlie  advice  of  the  secret  agent  in 
Canada  made  the  Committee  accept  his  propo- 

sition with  eagerness.  They  granted  him  a 
colonel's  commission,  and  authorized  him  to 
raise  a  corps  of  troops  not  exceeding  four  hun- 

dred in  number.  Furnished  with  money  and 
munitions  of  war,  he  went  into  the  western 
counties  of  Massachusetts  to  raise  his  men.  At 
Stockbridge  he  heard  of  the  expedition  under 
Allen,  already  on  its  march.  He  engaged  oth- 

ers to  enlist  men,  while  he  hastened  forward 
with  a  single  servant,  joined  the  party  at  Cas- 

tleton, and  with  a  singular  want  of  courtesy  in 
his  manner  (for  his  ambition  was  really  more 
pow^erful  than  his  patriotism),  he  claimed  the 
chief  command  by  virtue  of  what  he  called  his 
superior  commission.  This  was  objected  to, 
for  he  came  single-handed,  without  officers  or 
troops ;  and  the  soldiers  declared  they  would  club 
their  muskets  and  march  homeward  rather  than 
serve  under  any  but  their  chosen  leader.  Mak- 

ing a  virtue  of  necessity,  the  ambitious  Arnold 
joined  the  party  as  a  volunteer,  and  on  the 
evening  of  the  9th,  after  stealthy  marches,  two 
hundred  and  seventy  resolute  men  (of  whom 
two  hundred  and  thirty  were  Green  Mountain 
Boys)  Avere  encamped  on  the  shore  of  Lake 
Champlain,  opposite  Ticonderoga,  while  the 
garrison  w^ere  totally  unsuspicious  of  the  pres- 

ence of  an  enemy.  On  the  previous  day  Phelps 
had  gone  forward,  gained  admission  into  the 
fort  as  an  aw^kward  inhabitant  of  the  neighbor-- 
hood  who  wished  to  be  shaved,  and,  asking 
many  simple  questions,  obtained  a  great  amount 
of  necessary  information,  and  then  returned  to 
the  camp. 

The  night — clear,  staiTy,  and  a  little  frosty — 
wore  away,  and  yet  the  boats  expected  from 
Skenesborough  or  below  did  not  arrive.  With 
the  few  in  possession,  Allen,  with  the  officers 
and  eighty-three  men,  crossed  the  lake  and 
landed  beneath  the  steep  shore  under  the  Gren- 

adiers' Battery.  Nathan  Beman.  then  a  shrewd 
lad,  and  afterward  a  famous  wolf-hunter  in  the 
northern  wilderness,  consented  to  be  their  guide, 
for  he  was  familiar  with  every  part  of  the  fort, 
where  he  played  daily  with  the  boys  of  the  gar- 

rison. The  day  hail  almost  dawned,  yet  the 
boats  had  not  returned  with  more  troops.  De- 

lay would  be  dangerous,  and  Allen  was  about 
to  proceed  with  the  fourscore  men,  when  Ar- 

nold declared,  with  an  oath,  that  he  alone  would 
lead  the  men  into  the  fort.  Allen  as  stoutly 
swore  that  he  should  not.  Fortunately  the 
prudence  of  others  put  an  end  to  the  dispute 
by  a  compromise,  which  allowed  Arnold  to 
march  by  the  side  of  Allen,  the  latter,  however, 
to  be  considered  the  cliief  commander.  Again 
Arnold  was  compelled  to  yield,  and  just  as  the 
east  was  brightening  with  the  unfolding  day, 
the  little  band  were  draA^Ti  up,  in  three  ranks, 
upon  tlie  shore,  a  few  rods  from  the  fort. 
Stealthily  but  quickly  they  ascended  the  emi- 

nence to  the  sally-port.  The  sentinel  snapped 
his  fusee,  but  it  missed  fire,  and  he  retreated 
into  the  fort  along  the  covered  way,  followed 
closely  by  the  Americans,  who  were  thus  guided 
directly  to  the  parade  within  the  area  of  the 
barracks.  Another  sentinel  was  felled  by  Al- 

len's sword,  and  as  the  invading  troops  rushed 
into  the  parade  they  gave  a  tremendous  shout. 
The  alarmed  soldiers  of  the  garrison  leaped 
from  their  pallets,  seized  their  arms,  and  rushed 
to  the  parade,  but  only  to  be  made  prisoners 
by  the  intrepid  New  Englanders.  At  the  same 
moment  Colonel  Allen,  with  young  Beman  at 
his  side,  ascended  the  steps  to  the  door  of  the 
quarters  of  Delaplace,  the  commandant  of  the 
fort,  and  giving  three  loud  raps  with  the  hilt  of 
his  sword,  he,  with  a  voice  of  peculiar  power, 
ordered  the  captain  to  appear  immediately  or 
the  whole  garrison  should  be  sacrificed.  The 
commander  and  his  wife  both  rushed  to  the 
door,  when,  to  their  astonishment,  they  saw 
the  face  of  an  old  acquaintance,  for  Allen  and 
Delaplace  had  long  been  friends.  With  a 
frown,  the  commander  instantly  demanded  his 
disturber's  errand.  Pointing  to  his  armed  men, 
before  whom  the  whole  garrison  were  quailing, 
Allen  sternly  replied — "I  order  you  instantly 
to  surrender."  "By  what  authority  do  yoti  de- 

mand it?"  said  Delaplace.  "Li  the  name  of 
the  Great  Jehovah  and  the  Continental  Con- 

gress !"  thundered  Allen,  and,  raising  his  sword 
over  the  head  of  the  captain,  who  Avas  about 
to  speak,  ordered  him  to  be  silent,  and  to 
surrender  immediately.  There  was  no  altern- 

ative. Delaplace  had"  about  as  much  respect for  the  Continental  Congress  as  Allen  had  for 
Jehovah,  and  they  respectively  relied  upon  and 
feared  powder  and  ball  more  than  either.  In 
fact,  the  Continental  Congress  was  then  but  a 
shadow  ;  for  it  had  no  existence  until  six  hours 
afterward,  when  it  assembled  in  Carpenter's 
Hall,  in  Philadelphia,  and  its  "authority"  was 
hardly  acknowledged  in  prospect,  even  by  the 
armed  patriots  in  the  field.  But  the  order  was 
obeyed,  the  garrison  of  forty-eight  men  were 
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made  prisoners  of  war  and  sent  to  Hartford, 
and  more  than  a  hundred  iron  cannon,  with 
mortars,  and  swivels,  and  ammunition,  were  the 
spoils  of  victory.  These  were  afterward  taken 
to  Cambridge,  and  used  by  the  troops  under 
Washington  in  driving  the  British  from  Boston 
the  following  spring. 

Warner  arrived,  with  the  rear  division,  soon 
after  the  surrender  of  the  fort ;  and  forty-eight 
hours  afterward  he  was  in  possession  of  Crown 
Point.  Arnold,  ambitious  for  fame,  was  like 
a  chafed  tiger.  He  saw  the  laurels  resting 
solely  on  the  Green  Mountain  Boys,  and  for  a 
moment  his  covetousness  rose  superior  to  his 
generosity.  He  asserted  his  right  to  the  chief 
command  of  the  garrison  at  Ticonderoga,  but 
the  troops  disregarded  his  orders.  His  anger 
flashed  out  in  oaths  and  loud  threats  when  the 

Connecticut  Committee,  clothed  in  semi-official 
authority,  formally  installed  Allen  in  command, 
and  ordered  him  to  keep  it  until  he  should  re- 

ceive orders  from  higher  authority.  Arnold 
sent  a  written  protest  to  the  Massachusetts  Com- 

mittee of  Safety,  but  that  body  confirmed  the 
action  of  the  Connecticut  Committee.  Arnold 
yielded,  and,  like  a  good  patriot  and  sensible 
man,  he  joined  Allen  in  planning  other  enter- 

prises. The  upper  part  of  Lake  Champlain  was  ugav 
in  complete  possession  of  the  New  Englanders. 
Major  Skene  and  his  people  at  Skenesborough 
had  been  captured  by  the  party  sent  thither 
from  Castleton,  and  with  a  schooner  and  sever- 

al bateaux  they  were  brought  to  Ticonderoga. 
These  vessels  formed  the  nucleus  of  a  fleet  on 
the  lake,  and  with  these  Allen  and  Arnold  pro 
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ccccU'd  to  capture  a  Hritisli  anncd  schooner  ami 
some  boats  at  St.  John's  on  the  Sorel.  ArnoUl 
having  been  a  seaman  in  his  youth,  was  installed 
as  a  sort  of  eoninioJore  on  the  lake,  and  d^'part- 
cd  in  the  sclioouer.  Allen  followed  in  the  ba- 

teaux. All  were  armed  and  provisioned  from 
the  spoils  taken  at  Ticonderoga.  The  schooner 
outsailed  the  rest,  and  at  six  o'clock  on  the 
morning  of  the  18th  of  May  the  little  garrison 
at  St.  John's  and  the  British  armed  schooner 
there  were  surrendered  to  Arnold.  Informed 
that  large  reinforcements  were  approaching, 
Arnold  departed  with  his  booty,  and  in  the 
course  of  a  few  hours  met  the  descending  ba- 

teaux. Allen  had  with  him  one  hundred  Green 
Mountain  Boys,  and  with  these  he  resolved 
to  proceed  to  St.  John's,  garrison  the  fort, 
and  hold  it,  if  possible,  as  the  key  to  Canada  ; 
for  doubtless  the  idea  of  an  invasion  of  that 
province  had  already  assumed  a  tangible  form 
in  his  mind.  He  took  possession  of  the  fort, 
and  sent  out  a  detachment  to  ambuscade  the 
approaching  reinforcements,  but  soon  learn- 

ing the  fact  that  their  numbers  were  great,  he 
prudently  crossed  to  the  east  side  of  the  river. 
There  he  was  attacked  by  a  large  party  the  next 
morning,  and  being  compelled  to  fly  to  his  ba- 

teaux, he  hoisted  sail  and  returned  to  Ticon- 
deroga.  Arnold  assumed  command  at  Crown 
Point,  and  there  he  fitted  out  other  naval  ex- 

peditions on  the  lake  during  the  summer. 
These  proceedings  placed  the  authorities  of 

Massachusetts  and  Connecticnt  in  an  awkward 
position.  They  had  connived  at  these  ostens- 

ibly private  enterprises  which  had  resulted  so 
gloriously;  yet,  doubtful  how  the  Continental 
Congress  might  view  the  matter,  each  felt  will- 

ing to  let  the  other  take  the  responsibility  of 
further  aggressive  movements.  Governor  Trum- 

bull of  Connecticut  was  willing  to  assume  that 
responsibility,  and  he  immediately  enlisted  four 
hundred  men  to  garrison  Ticonderoga  and  Crown 
Point.  In  the  mean  time  he  sent  messengers 
to  Philadelphia  and  New  York,  to  ascertain  the 
feelings  of  the  Continental  Congress  and  of  the 
New  York  Provincial  Convention.  The  cap- 

tured forts  were  within  that  province,  and  com- 
mon courtesy  demanded  an  interchange  of  sen- 

timents. Congress  heartily  approved  of  all 
that  had  been  done,  and  requested  Governor 
Trumbull  to  send  troops,  and  the  New  York 
Convention  to  provision  them.  All  this  was 
done  with  alacrity,  and  soon  Colonel  Hinman 
was  on  his  march  for  Ticonderoga  with  a  requi- 

site number  of  Connecticut  soldiers. 
Inspired  by  his  successes,  and  prompted  by 

noble  motives,  Colonel  Allen  now  gave  expres- 
sion to  a  scheme  for  invading  Canada,  in  a 

letter  marked  by  great  ability,  written  a  fort- 
night before  the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill,  and  ad- 

dressed to  the  New  York  Provincial  Convention. 
The  current  of  his  own  feelings  caused  him  to 
assume  that  the  feuds  that  existed  between  the 
authorities  of  New  York  and  the  Green  Mount- 

ain Boys  would  be  forgotten  and  disappear  in 
the  eiforts  for  the  general  good,  and  he  wrote 

to  them  us  brothers  and  conipatri(Hs.  After 
alluding  to  what  hud  been  accomplished,  and 
excusing  himself  for  not  sooner  conferring  with 
them,  on  the  i)k'a  that  "common  fame  report- 

ed" that  there  were  "  a  numl>er  of  overgrown 
Tories  in  the  i)rovinre,"  whose  treachery  might 
have  ruined  the  enterprise,  he  said — "The  key 
is  ours  yet,  and,  provided  the  colonies  would 
suddenly  i)usli  an  army  of  two  or  three  thousand 
men  into  C/anada,  they  might  make  a  conquest 
of  all  that  would  oppose  them  in  the  extensive 
province  of  Quebec,  unless  reinforcements  from 
England  should  i)revent  it.  Such  a  division 
would  weaken  General  Gage  or  insure  us  Can- 

ada. I  would  lay  my  life  on  it,  that  with 
fifteen  hundred  men  I  could  take  Montreal. 
Provided  I  could  be  thus  furnished,  and  an 
army  could  take  the  field,  it  would  be  no  in- 

superable difficulty  to  take  Quebec.  This  object 
should  be  pursued,  though  it  should  take  ten 
thousand  men,  for  England  can  not  spare  but  a 
certain  number  of  her  troops  ;  nay,  she  has  but 
a  small  number  that  are  disciplined,  and  it  is 
as  long  as  it  is  broad,  the  more  that  are  sent  to 
Quebec  the  less  they  can  send  to  Boston,  or  any 
part  of  the  continent.  And  there  will  be  this 
unspeakable  advantage  in  directing  the  war  into 
Canada,  that,  instead  of  turning  the  Canadians 
and  Indians  against  us,  as  is  wrongly  suggested 
by  many,  it  would  unavoidably  attach  and  con- 

nect them  to  our  interest.  Our  friends  in  Can- 
ada can  never  help  us  until  we  first  help  them, 

except  in  a  passive  or  inactive  manner.  There 
are  now  about  seven  hundred  regular  troops  in 
Canada."  Allen  then  laid  before  them  a  plan 
for  such  invasion,  and  concluded  with  a  pro- 

position to  raise,  himself,  a  regiment  of  Rangers, 
provided  the  Provincial  Convention  would  agree 
to  commission  the  officers  and  put  the  troops 
under  pay.  "Probably,"  he  said,  "you  may 
think  this  an  impertinent  proposal.  It  is  truly 
the  first  favor  I  ever  asked  of  the  Government, 
and,  if  granted,  I  shall  be  zealously  ambitious 
to  conduct  for  the  best  good  of  my  country  and 
the  honor  of  the  Government." 

This  was  the  first  public  proposition  to  invade 
Canada.  The  Continental  Congress  chose  rath- 

er to  conciliate  than  to  alarm  or  irritate  the 
Canadians,  and  only  the  day  before  Allen  wrote 
his  letter,  that  body,  by  resolution,  expressed 
a  decided  opinion  that  no  scheme  for  the  inva- 

sion of  Canada  ought  to  be  countenanced.  And 
it  did  seem  "  impertinent"  for  Allen  to  address such  a  letter  to  the  authorities  of  New  York. 
They  were  the  successors  of  other  authorities, 
Avhich,  only  the  year  before,  had  pronounced 
him  an  outlaw,  and  placed  him  undei*  legal 
sentence  of  death.  By  the  Congress  and  the 
Convention  his  letter  was  considered  a  bold  and 
injudicious  production  of  an  ambitious  and  reck- 

less man.  But  in  less  than  ninety  days  after- 
ward the  Continental  Congress  authorized  an 

invasion  of  Canada,  and  the  whole  people,  from 
Maine  to  Georgia,  who  longed  for  freedom,  ap- 

proved of  the  measure.  Colonel  Allen  had  the 
honor  of  being  a  pioneer  in  that  important  move- 
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ment,  which,  if  it  had  been  commenced  when 
first  proposed  by  him,  before  the  British  Gov- 

ernment had  concentrated  its  strength  to  repel 
invasion,  might  have  resulted  in  an  easy  conquest 
of  Canada,  instead  of  such  a  disastrous  failure  as 
marked  the  campaign  in  the  winter  of  1775-76. 

On  the  arrival  of  Colonel  Hinman  at  Ti- 

conderoga.  Colonel  Allen's  command  ceased, and  most  of  his  men  went  home.  With  Seth 
Warner  he  immediately  went  to  Philadelphia  to 
ask  the  Continental  Congress  to  pay  the  Green 
Mountain  Boys  for  their  military  services,  and  to 
authorize  him  to  raise  a  new  regiment  in  the  New 
Hampshire  Grants.  Their  appearance  in  Phil- 

adelphia created  a  great  sensation.  Their  hero- 
ism was  known,  and  their  exploits  had  been 

duly  magnified.  Crowds  gazed  at  them  as  they 
walked  along  the  streets,  and  the  passage  to 
Carpenter's  Hall,  where  Congress  was  sitting, 
v/as  filled  with  people  anxious  to  get  a  glimpse 
of  the  Goliath  of  the  Green  Mountains  who  had 
defied  the  armies  of  Tryon.  They  were  intro- 

duced upon  the  floor  of  Congress,  and  allowed 
to  state  their  desires  verbally.  And  their  wishes 
were  gratified.  The  soldiers  who  assisted  in 
capturing  the  Champlain  fortresses  were  allowed 
the  same  pay  as  those  in  the  Continental  army 
just  organized ;  and  Congress  asked  the  Pro- 

vincial Convention  of  New  York  to  first  consult 
General  Schuyler,  and  with  his  approval  to 
authorize  the  raising  of  a  regiment  of  Green 
Mountain  Boys,  "under  such  officers  as  the 
said  Green  Mountain  Boys  should  choose." 
This  accomplished,  Allen  and  Warner  hasten- 

ed to  New  York,  and  boldly  presented  them- 
selves at  the  door  of  the  Convention.  The 

resolve  of  Congress  had  already  been  received, 
and  was  then  under  discussion.  The  Conven- 

tion represented  the  same  people  who  elected 
the  Assembly  of  the  previous  year,  by  whom 
Allen  and  Warner  were  outlawed,  and  sen- 

tenced to  be  hanged  when  caught.  Could  they 
receive  such  men  ?  To  some  it  was  a  perplex- 

ing question.  Some  bowed  to  the  authority  of 
law  as  supreme,  notwithstanding  they  had  re- 

pudiated those  lawgivers  as  "  enemies  of  their 
country."  Others  could  not  quiet  the  sugges- tions of  their  consciences  that  these  men  were 
outcasts  ;  but  others,  forgetting  the  past,  and 
looking  only  upon  the  recent  brave  and  patri- 

otic deeds  of  these  men  in  the  cause  of  liberty, 
vehemently  asserted  the  injustice  and  impolicy 
of  allowing  ancient  local  feuds  to  divide  brothers 
in  a  common  and  holy  cause.  The  debate  was 
suddenly  cut  short  by  Isaac  Sears — the  brave 
King  Sears — the  leader  of  the  Sons  of  Liberty 
from  the  Stamp  Act  times,  who  moved  that  Ethan 
Allen  should  be  admitted  to  the  floor  of  the 
House.  An  overwhelming  vote  was  given  in 
the  affirmative,  and  the  same  privilege  was 
granted  to  Seth  Warner.  They  entered,  and 
both  addressed  the  House;  and  when  they  had 
retired,  the  Convention  proceeded  to  authorize 
the  raising  of  a  regiment.  General  Schuyler  [ 
approved  of  the  measure,  and  Ethan  Allen  car-  | 
ried  the  proclamation  of  that  noble  patriot  to 

the  Grants,  announcing  the  pleasing  fact  that 
five  hundred  Green  ?,Iountain  Boys  were  wanted 
for  the  war,  and  that  they  might  choose  thevr 
own  officers  below  a  colonel. 

The  regiment  was  soon  raised,  and  Seth 
Warner  was  chosen  Lieutenant-Colonel,  it  being 
understood,  probably,  that  Allen  would  receive 
the  appointment  of  Colonel.  A  few  days  after 
his  return  he  joined  General  Schuyler  as  a 
volunteer,  at  Ticonderoga,  and  from  thence 
sent  a  letter  of  thanks  to  the  New  York  Pro- 

vincial Convention,  in  which  he  feelingly  al- 
luded to  ' '  the  friendship  and  union  that  had 

lately  taken  place"  between  those  who  had  been 
unhappily  controverting  for  years.  In  conclu- 

sion he  spoke  of  the  fidelity  and  courage  of  the 
Green  Mountain  Boys,  and  said,  "I  will  be 
responsible,  that  they  will  reciprocate  this  favor 
by  boldly  hazarding  their  lives,  if  ueed  .be,  in 
the  common  cause  of  America." 

General  Schuyler's  quick  perception  made 
him  regard  Colonel  Allen  as  an  exceedinglv 
useful  man,  if  he  could  be  kept  in  subordina- 

tion. He  accepted  him  as  a  volunteer  with 
some  reluctance,  and  he  was  chiefly  employed 
as  a  pioneer  among  the  Canadians,  with  whom 
he  was  well  acquainted.  On  arriving  with 
his  forces  at  Isk  Aux  Koix,  near  the  foot  of 
the  lake,  General  Schuyler  wrote  an  address 
to  the  people  of  Canada,  especially  intended 
for  the  French  inhabitants,  and  commissioned 
Allen  to  bear  it  to  them,  and  to  use  his  influ- 

ence in  winning  them  to  the  support  of  the 
Americans.  It  told  them  that  the  invading 
araiy  was  not  directed  against  them,  their  reli- 

gion, or  their  property,  but  only  against  the 
British  ;  and  earnestl}-  exhorted  them  to  make 
common  cause  with  the  Americans  in  eflforts  to 
secure  freedom.  Allen  first  went  to  Chamblee, 
twelve  miles  below  St.  John's,  and,  mingling 
with  the  most  intelligent  and  influential  in- 

habitants there,  soon  received  assurances  of 
their  sympathy  and  aid,  if  success  could  be 
made  to  appear  probable.  To  show  their  sin- 

cerity, they  furnished  him  with  an  armed  es- 
cort through  the  forests,  from  place  to  place, 

and  he  every  where  found  the  people  friendly. 
He  also  secured  expressions  of  friendship  from 
the  Caughnawaga  Indians  near  Montreal ;  and 
after  traversing  the  country  between  the  Sorel 
and  the  St.  Lawrence  for  eight  days,  he  returned 
to  the  camp  and  reported  to  General  Schuyler 
his  belief  that,  should  the  American  army  in- 

vest St.  John's  and  advance  into  Canada  with 
a  respectable  force,  the  inhabitants  would  im- 

mediately join  them.  For  his  prudence,  sagac- 
ity, industry,  and  perseverence  in  this  danger- 
ous mission  Colonel  Allen  was  highly  com- 

mended by  General  Schuyler. 
At  Isle  Aux  Noix  General  Schuyler  sickened, 

and  was  compelled  to  leave  the  command  of  the 
anny  with  General  Montgomery  and  return  to 
his  home  at  Saratoga.  Montgomery  was  then 
besieging  St.  John's,  and  he  immediately  sent 
Colonel  Allen  into  Canada  again  to  unite  as 
many  inhabitants  as  he  could  in  favor  of  the 
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Americans,  and  lead  them  to  the  Kcpublic- 
an  camp.  Allen  was  highlv  sui  ccssful.  Jle 
"prcaciicd  i)olitics,"  he  said,  and  succeeded 
well  as  "an  itinerant."  Witliin  a  week  he  had 
enrolled  and  armed  two  hundred  and  fifty  Cana- 

dians; and  "as  I  march,"  he  said,  "  they  gather 
fast."  lie  assured  Montfjjomery  that  he  could 
raise  "one  or  two  thousand  in  a  week;"  but 
that  he  preferred  to  assist  in  the  siege,  and 
would  be  with  him  "witli  five  hundred  or  more 
Canadian  volunteers"  within  three  days.  With 
this  object  he  was  pressing  forward  with  his  re- 

cruits along  the  eastern  shore  of  the  St.  Law- 
rence when  he  met  Major  Brown,  who  was  out 

on  the  same  errand,  at  the  head  of  about  two 
hundred  Americans  and  Canadians.  They  held 
a  secret  conference  and  formed  new  plans,  the 
result  of  which  was  great  disaster.  Brown  urged 
Allen  to  join  him  in  an  attempt  to  take  Mon- 

treal by  surprise,  by  which  they  would  not  only 
make  the  conquest  of  the  remainder  of  the  prov- 

ince easy,  but  ̂ vould  doubtless  secure  the  person 
of  Guy  Carlcton,  the  Governor,  then  in  that  city, 
and  controlling  the  movements  of  the  Canadians 
and  Indians  in  the  British  interest.  The  prize 
was  tempting,  its  acquisition  seemed  easy,  and 
Allen  consented.  He  was  to  cross  the  St.  Law- 

rence from  Longueuil,  a  little  below  Montreal, 
and  Brown  was  to  cross  from  La  Prairie,  a  little 
above  the  city,  and  at  dawn  the  following  morn- 

ing they  were  to  attack  the  town  and  garrison  si- 
multaneously at  opposite  points. 

It  was  a  murky  night,  the  L'  tth  of  September, 
when  the  enterprise  was  undertaken.  Allen 
l^rocured  some  small  canoes,  and  crossed  wiili 
eighty  Canadians  and  about  thirty  Americans. 
Tile  passagt!  was  perilous,  for  the  wind  was  high, 
tlie  waters  were  njugli,  and  the  vessels  were  frail. 
Three  times  each  way  these  canoes  had  to  pas.- 
before  all  were  landed,  and  then  the  day  dawned 
Brown  was  to  give  three  huzzas  as  a  signal  of 
his  landing.  The  sun  came  up  among  the 
clouds,  and  yet  no  huzzas  were  heard.  As  yet 
Allen  was  undiscovered,  except  by  persons  pass- 

ing to  or  from  the  city,  and  these  were  detained. 
To  retreat  was  iniijossible  without  discovery, 
and  then  only  a  part  could  go.  At  length  a 
man  who  had  escaped  alarmed  the  town  and 
garrison,  and  soon  armed  men  were  seen  gath- 

ering on  the  outskirts.  Allen  determined  to 
fight,  and  prepared  for  the  conflict.  Forty 
British  regulars  and  two  hundred  Canadians 
fell  upon  the  little  band  of  invaders,  yet  they 
nmintaincd  the  conflict  almost  two  hours,  fight- 

ing and  retreating  more  than  a  mile.  "I  ex- 
pected, in  a  short  time,  to  try  the  world  of 

spirits,"  says  Allen  ;  "for  I  was  apprehensive 
that  no  quarter  would  be  given  to  me,  and, 
therefore,  had  determined  to  sell  my  life  as 
dear  as  I  could."  Hard  pressed  by  ovenvhelm- 
ing  numbers,  deserted  by  nearly  every  Canadian 
volunteer,  and  some  of  his  brave  American.^ 
being  killed  and  several  wounded,  he  agreed 
to  surrender  on  honorable  terms,  which  were 

TUE  PraSO.NEES  IN  THE  "  QASPll." 
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granted.  Only  thirty-eight  of  his  companions 
remained,  and  these  became  his  fellow-prisoners. 
They  were  well  treated  by  the  British  officers 
on  the  field ;  but  when  Allen  was  brought  be- 

fore that  petty  tyrant,  General  Prescott,  who 
possessed  no  generous  impulses,  and  that  offi- 

cer learned  that  his  chief  prisoner  was  the  vic- 
tor at  Ticonderoga,  he  exhibited  extreme  pas- 

sion, brandished  his  cane  over  Allen's  head, and  threatened  to  beat  him.  At  the  same  time 
he  used  coarse  and  unfeeling  language,  de- 

nouncing Allen  as  a  rebel,  and  promising  him 
death  on.  the  gallows  at  Tyburn.  ' '  I  told  him, " 
says  Allen,  ' '  he  would  do  well  not  to  cane  me, 
for  I  was  not  accustomed  to  it,  and  shook  my  fist 
at  him,  telling  him  that  was  the  beatlc  of  mor- 

tality for  him,  if  he  offered  to  strike."  Prescott 
was  greatly  enraged,  yet  he  feared  his  unarmed 
captive  ;  so,  in  violation  of  all  honor  and  the 
common  rules  of  war,  he  ordered  his  prisoner  to 
be  bound  hand  and  foot  in  irons,  and  thrust 
into  a  confined  portion  of  the  Gaspc  schooner 
of  war.  His  irons  were  heavy  shackles  on  wrists 
and  ankles,  fastened  to  a  bar  eight  feet  in  length. 
A  generous  seaman  lent  him  his  chest  to  sit 
upon,  and  that  was  his  only  seat  by  day  and 
bed  by  night,  and  thus,  for  five  long  weeks,  was 
this  brave  man  fettered,  and  guarded  by  men 
with  bayonets,  while  almost  hourly  he  was  sub- 

jected to  coarse  jokes  or  deliberate  insults.  His 
companions  Avere  fettered  in  pairs,  and  suffered 
in  the  same  way. 

In  the  mean  time,  though  feeble-handed  in 
men  and  munitions  of  v/ar,  Montgomery  pushed 
forward  the  siege  of  St.  John's.  He  also  sent  a 
party  to  attack  the  garrison  at  Chamble'e,  twelve 
miles  below.  They  were  successful.  One  hun- 

dred men  became  their  prisoners,  and  the  spoils 
of  victory  were  more  than  a  hundred  barrels  of 
powder,  with  military  stores  and  provisions. 
They  also  took  the  standard  of  the  regiment  to 
which  the  garrison  belonged,  and  this,  the  first 
trophy  of  the  kind,  was  sent  to  the  Continental 
Congress,  and  placed  conspicuously  over  the 
chair  of  the  president  of  that  body.  At  the 
same  time  Carleton  was  endeavoring  to  send 
relief  to  St.  John's.  He  embarked  quite  a  large 
number  of  troops  at  Montreal,  with  a  view  of 
landing  them  at  Longueuil,  and  marching  to 
the  Sorel.  In  this  he  was  foiled  by  Colonel 
Seth  Warner  and  three  hundred  Green  Mount- 

ain Boys,  who  signally  repulsed  him.  On  learn- 
ing this  event,  some  British  troops  at  the  mouth 

of  the  Sorel  immediately  fled  to  Quebec,  and 
the  commander  at  St.  John's,  despairing  of  re- 

lief from  Carleton,  surrendered  to  Montgomery. 
Prescott  and  Carleton  now  became  alarmed  for 
the  safety  of  Montreal,  and  fearing  an  attempt 
to  rescue  Allen  and  his  fellow-prisoners,  they 
sent  them  all  down  to  Quebec.  There  the  Col- 

onel was  transfeiTcd  to  another  vessel,  and  soon 
to  a  third,  where  he  experienced  humane  treat- 

ment and  the  courtesy  due  to  his  rank  from 
Captain  Littlejohn.  He  removed  the  galling 
irons  from  his  prisoner,  invited  him  to  his  own 
table,  and  in  many  ways  proved  the  sincerity 

of  his  declaration  that  no  brave  man  like  Col- 
onel Allen  should  be  ill-used  on  board  of  his  ship. 

The  relief  was  temporary.  A  few  days  aft- 
erward Colonel  Arnold,  who  had  made  a  peril- 

ous journey  across  the  country,  by  way  of  the 
Kennebec  and  Chaudiere,  with  a  body  of  New 
England  troops,  suddenly  appeared  at  Point 
Levi,  opposite  Quebec.  His  apparition  shocked 
the  people  of  that  old  French  city  as  if  a  thun- 

der-bolt had  fallen  from  a  clear  sky.  They  had 
already  heard  of  the  fall  of  St.  John's  and  the 
surrender  of  Montreal  to  Montgomery,  and 
many  regarded  Quebec  as  in  imminent  (lan;^er. 
The  ship  Adamant  was  on  the  point  of  sailing 
for  England  with  dispatches  to  the  Ministry, 
and  Carleton  resolved  to  send  his  prisoners 
thither  by  the  same  vessel.  They  were  placed 
in  the  charge  of  the  notorious  spy,  Brooke  Wat- 

son, then  a  merchant  of  Montreal  and  after- 
ward Lord  Mayor  of  London.  They  were  also 

accompanied  by  Guy  Johnson,  Daniel  Clans, 
and  about  thirty  other  Loyalists  who  had  been 
driven  from  the  IVIohawk  Valley.  Under  such 
a  man,  and  in  such  company,  the  unhappy  pris- 

oners could  expect  no  mercy.  They  were  close- 
ly confined  in  irons  in  a  small,  unventilated 

apartment,  where  they  suffered  from  sickness 
and  other  privations,  and  were  daily  annoyed 
by  palpable  insults.  Yet  they  were  allowed  suf- 

ficient food,  and  each  a  gill  of  rum  a  day.  For- 
ty days  they  thus  suffered,  when  the  Adamant 

sailed  into  the  harbor  of  Portsmouth,  and  there, 
for  the  first  time,  tlie  prisoners  were  allowed  to 
enjoy  the  fresh  air  and  the  blessed  sunlight 
upon  the  deck.  When  intelligence  of  their  ar- 

rival spread  through  the  town  great  multitudes 
flocked  to  see  them  ;  and  as  the  guard  escorted 
them  to  Pendennis  Castle  the  streets,  windows, 
and  the  tops  of  houses  were  crowded  with  people 
anxious  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  famous  leader 
of  the  Green  Mountain  Boys,  whose  exploits 
on  the  shores  of  Lake  Champlain  had  become 
known  throughout  the  realm.  Allen  was,  in- 

deed, a  rough  and  curious  specimen  of  a  New 
Englander;  for  he  was  dressed  in  the  suit  of 
Canadian  clothes  in  which  he  was  captured, 
which  consisted  of  a  short  double-breasted 
fiiwn-skin  jacket,  vest  of  the  same  material, 
breeches  of  coarse  sagathay,  worsted  stockings, 
a  decent  pair  of  shoes,  two  plain  shirts,  and  a 
red  worsted  cap.  His  beard  and  hair  had  grown 
long,  shaggy,  and  matted;  and  he  appeared 
more  like  a  savage  Esquimaux  than  a  civilized 
man  of  Saxon  blood. 

Governor  Hamilton,  of  Pendennis  Castle, 
treated  the  prisoners  kindly,  and  Colonel  Allen 
Avith  distinction.  He  dared  not  disobey  orders 
by  removing  his  irons,  but  he  sent  a  breakfast 
and  dinner  every  day  from  his  own  table,  and 
occasionally  a  bottle  of  wine ;  while  another 
gentleman  sent  him  bountiful  suppers.  His 
stomach  had  never  before  been  served  so  well ; 

and  people  of  every  class,  prompted  by  curiosi- 
ty, came  to  see  him,  for  they  regarded  the  cap- tor of  the  renowned  Ticonderoga  as  no  ordinary 

man.    All,  however,  agreed  that  he  would  prob- 
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ably  be  hanp;cd,  and  this  gave  Allen  some  un- 
easiness. Yet  he  maintained  his  self-posses- 

sion, and  charmed  every  person  who  came  to 
see  him  by  his  bold  and  independent  carriage, 
his  fluency  of  language,  and  his  display  of 
strong  native  talent.  He  never  lowered  his 
high  patriotic  tone  of  sentiment  when  speaking 
of  his  country ;  and,  with  hands  and  feet  man- 

acled, and  high  walls  and  glittering  bayonets 
around  him,  he  boldly  proclaimed  the  determ- 

ination of  his  brethren  never  to  cease  resistance 
to  oppression  until  the  hand  of  the  oppressor 
was  withdrawn. 

Having  reason  to  fear  death  on  the  gallows, 
Colonel  Allen  concluded  to  employ  stratagem 
for  effect  on  the  policy  of  the  Ministry.  He  ob- 

tained permission  to  write  to  Congress.  As  the 
letters  must  be  seen  by  his  jailers,  it  was  con- 

cluded that  he  would  speak  of  the  hopelessness 
of  the  cause,  the  necessity  of  submission,  flatter 
the  Government  by  loyal  words  and  acknowl- 

edgments of  clemency,  and  that  he  would  ad- 
vise them  to  cease  rebellion  and  accept  pardon. 

They  were  disappointed.  He  gave  a  truthful 
narrative  of  his  cruel  treatment ;  told  how  he 
was  kept  in  irons  in  England  like  a  felon,  in- 

stead of  being  respected  as  an  unfortunate  pris- 
oner of  war  ;  and  requested  Congress  to  refrain 

from  the  terrible  retaliation  in  their  power  to 
exercise  until  they  should  be  advised  of  the 
final  action  of  the  Government  toward  himself 
and  fellow-prisoners.  The  letter  was  address- 

ed in  his  bold  handwriting,  to  "The  Illustrious 
Continental  Congress." 

"Do  you  think  we  are  fools  in  England," 
said  the  officer  to  whom  Allen  handed  tlie  com- 

munication, ' '  and  would  send  your  letter  to  Con- 
gress with  instructions  to  retaliate  on  our  own 

people  ?  I  have  sent  your  letter  to  Lord  North." That  was  precisely  Avhat  the  cunning  prisoner 
desired.  "This,"  says  Allen,  "gave  me  in- 

ward satisfaction,  though  I  carefully  concealed 
it  with  a  pretended  resentment ;  for  I  found  I 
had  come  Yankee  over  him,  and  that  the  letter 
had  gone  to  the  identical  person  I  had  designed 
it  for."    No  doubt  that  letter  had  the  intended 
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effect;  for  it  gave  the  Ministry  knowledge  of  the 
situation  of  the  prisoners,  and  the  important 
fact  that  their  countrymen  possessed  full  power 
to  retaliate  any  acts  of  violence  which  might  be 
used  against  these  unfortunate  men. 

The  unjust  treatment  of  these  prisoners  gave 
the  Oi)i)Osition  in  Parliament  a  powerful  weapon, 
which  they  used  against  the  Ministry  with  ef- 

fect. They  argued  that  they  were  either  rebels 
and  felons  or  else  unfortunate  prisoners  of  war; 
and  added  that  it  was  too  late,  and  altogether 
idle,  to  talk  of  rebellion,  and  propose  to  quell 
an  insurrection  by  hanging  a  few  insurgents, 
when  a  continent  of  such  rebels  was  in  arms. 
A  rumor  also  went  abroad  that  a  writ  of  habeas 
corpus  was  about  to  be  issued  to  set  the  prison- 

ers free  or  to  bring  them  to  trial  before  a  proper 
magistrate.  The  Ministry  became  alarmed  by 
the  rising  clamors  of  the  popular  voice,  and, 
yielding  to  the  logic  of  events,  clianged  their 
policy.  They  consented  to  consider  Allen  and 
his  companions  prisoners  of  war,  and,  as  such, 
they  were  placed  on  board  the  Sokhay  frigate, 
of  Sir  Peter  Parker's  fleet,  to  be  conveyed  to 
Halifax.  That  fleet  was  then  preparing  for  the 
expedition  against  the  Carolinas  which  resulted 
so  disastrously  to  the  British,  in  the  summer  of 
1776. 

Allen  was  soon  made  to  feel  that  neither 
clemency  nor  civil  treatment  were  to  be  ex- 

pected from  Symonds,  the  commander  of  tlie 
Solebay,  The  first  salutation  which  that  official 
gave  to  the  captive  Colonel  was,  "Go  below,  to 
the  cable-tier,  and  never  again  appear  on  deck, 
the  place  where  only  gentlemen  may  walk!" 
The  indignant  Colonel  obeyed;  but,  two  days 
afterward,  having  shaved  and  arranged  his 
toilet  as  well  as  he  could,  he  boldly  appeared 
on  deck.  The  commander  was  greatly  enraged 
by  this  effrontery ;  nor  was  his  anger  abated 
Avhen  the  prisoner  told  him  coolly  that  he  was 
Colonel  Allen,  and  a  "gentleman,"  and  had  a 
perfect  right  to  walk  the  deck.  As  usual,  the 
cowardice  of  the  petty  tyrant  compromised  the 
matter,  and,  with  an  oath,  he  ordered  the  Col- 

onel to  be  careful  not  to  walk  on  the  same  side 
of  the  deck  with  himself  and  other  officers.  As 
an  example  of  obedience  to  the  crew  Allen 
obeyed,  and  always  kept  on  the  leeward  side, 
but  paced  the  planks  with  as  much  haughty  dig- 

nity of  demeanor  as  Symonds  himself  could 
possibly  assume. 

Parker's  fleet  rendezvoused  in  the  harbor  of 
Cork,  from  whence  it  sailed  for  America  toward 
the  middle  of  February,  1776.  While  there, 
the  prisoners  experienced  the  proverbial  gener- 

osity of  the  Irish  people.  As  soon  as  it  became 
known  that  Allen  and  his  fellow-captives  were 
on  board  the  Solebay,  several  gentlemen  of 
Cork  combined  in  presenting  each  of  the  com- 

mon prisoners  with  a  good  suit  of  clothes,  an 
overcoat,  and  two  shirts  ;  and  to  Allen  they 
gave  a  sufficient  quantity  of  broadcloth  for  two 
suits,  also  eight  sliirts  and  stocks  (ready  made), 
several  pairs  of  silk  and  worsted  hose,  shoes, 
and  two  beaver  hats,  one  of  which  was  richlv 

trimmed  with  lace.  They  also  furnished  him 
bountifully  with  sea-stores,  and  offered  him  fifty 
guineas  in  gold.  He  would  accept  only  seven 
guineas,  because,  he  said,  "it  might  have  the 
appearance  of  avarice."  To  the  other  prison- 

ers they  also  gave  a  good  supply  of  tea  and  su- 
gar. All  of  these  things  were  taken  on  board 

by  the  second  lieutenant  during  the  absence  of 
the  commander.  Symonds  was  exceedingly 
angry  when  informed  of  it.  He  swore  that  "the 
American  rebels  should  not  be  feasted  at  that 

rate  by  the  rebels  of  Ireland;"  and  then  took 
from  Allen  all  his  liquors,  and  distributed  the 
tea  and  sugar  of  the  common  prisoners  among 
his  own  crew. 

A  terrible  storm  compelled  the  fleet  to  return 
to  Cork,  where  the  prisoners  were  separated, 
and  placed  in  different  A^essels.  Allen  remain- 

ed in  the  Solebay,  and  was  fortunate  enough  to 
be  permitted  to  employ  the  ship's  tailor  in  mak- 

ing him  a  fine  suit  of  clothes  of  his  broadcloth. 
Arrayed  in  these,  with  his  silk  stockings  and 
fine  laced  hat,  his  really  noble  and  dignified 
appearance  seemed  to  inspire  Symonds  with  a 
sentiment  of  respect,  and  he  treated  his  cap- 

tive with  more  civility.  The  voyage  was  a  long- 
one,  and  they  did  not  reach  the  American  coast, 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Cape  Fear  River,  in  North 
Carolina,  until  early  in  May.  There  the  prisoners 
were  reunited  (except  one  who  had  died,  and 
another  who  had  escaped  by  swimming  ashore), 
and  were  j^laced  on  board  the  Mercury,  to  be 
conveyed  to  Halifax.  Montague,  the  com- 

mander, was  :in  iLMiorant,  prejudiced  brute,  and 
denied  the  uiiluri  uiuite  men  every  comfort.  He 
even  forbade  the  surgeon  to  attend  them  in 
sickness.  Allen  remonstrated  with  him,  but 
received  in  reply  the  assurance  that  their  treat- 

ment was  a  matter  of  no  moment,  as  they  would 
all  be  hanged  as  soon  as  they  arrived  at  Halifax, 
and  that  General  Washington  and  the  Continent- 

al Congress  would  soon  share  the  same  fate. 
"If  you  wait  for  that  event,"  said  Allen,  with  a 
voice  and  countenance  full  of  severe  rebuke, 
"you'll  die  of  old  age." 

On  the  voyage  the  vessel  touched  at  Sandy 
Hook,  below  the  outward  harbor  of  New  York 
(Raritan  Bay),  in  which  a  British  fleet,  under 
Admiral  Howe,  was  moored.  Washington  then 
had  possession  of  the  city  of  New  York,  and 
Governor  Tryon  and  other  royal  officials  were 
fugitives  on  board  the  flag-shii^  of  Lord  Howe. 
Tryon,  and  the  old  Attorney-General  Kemp, 
whom  Allen  had  met  at  Albany  during  the  bit- 

ter controversies  between  New  York  and  the 
New  Hampshire  Grants,  came  on  board  the 
Mercury.  They  saw  and  knew  Allen,  but  did 
not  speak  to  him.  "Tryon,"  he  says,  "viewed 
me  with  a  stern  countenance,  as  I  was  walking 
on  the  leeward  side  the  deck  with  the  mid- 

shipmen;" and  adds,  "What  passed  between 
the  officers  of  the  ship  and  these  visitors  I  knov/ 
not ;  but  this  I  know,  that  my  treatment  from 
the  officers  was  more  severe  afterward." 

The  prisoners  arrived  at  Halifax  at  about  the 
middle  of  June  ;  and  for  six  weeks  they  were 
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confined  on  board  a  sloop,  in  that  harbor,  un- 
der the  immediate  command  of  the  brutal  Mon- 

tague. There  they  were  treated  with  the  great- 
est cruelty.  They  were  half-starved;  denied 

the  services  of  a  physician,  though  many  were 
sick  with  the  scurvy ;  and,  finally,  the  command- 

er, to  whom  Allen  had  addressed  several  re- 
spectful letters,  petitioning  for  some  relief,  for- 

bade any  more  letters  being  brought  to  him 
from  "  the  rebel."  At  length  the  Colonel  found 
means  to  communicate  with  Governor  Arbuth- 
not.  The  prisoners  were  immediately  placed 
in  Halifax  jail,  sufficient  food  given  them,  and 
the  attendance  of  a  physician  allowed.  Still 
they  suffered  much.  At  first  there  were  thirty 
of  them  crowded  in  a  small  room,  some  sick 
with  the  scurvy.  Soon  some  were  sent  to  the 
hospital,  others  were  sent  to  labor  on  the  public 
works,  and  by  the  close  of  August  only  thirteen 
of  the  captives  taken  with  him  at  Montreal  re- 

mained with  Colonel  Allen. 
Among  the  prisoners  whom  Allen  found  in 

Halifax  jail  was  James  Lovell,  of  Boston,  who 
had  been  carried  thither  when  the  15ritish  evac- 

uated that  city  in  the  i)receding  spring,  because 
he  was  an  influential  patriot.     He  afterward 
became  a  member  of  the  Continental  Congress, 
and  active  as  one  of  the  committee  on  foreign  I 
afltairs.    Although  entitled  to  a  parole,  it  had  I 
been  withheld,  and,  with  others  who  claimed  ̂  
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the  same  privilege,  he  was  kept  in  close  con- 
finement. When  Allen's  friends  heard  of  his 

arrival  at  Halifax  they  joined  with  those  of 
Lovell  in  Massachusetts,  and  of  others  from 

Connecticut,  in  efforts  to  procure  their^  ex- change. While  these  negotiations  were  going 
on,  and  partial  arrangements  were  effected  be- 

tween General  Washington  and  General  Howe 
respecting  the  exchange  of  prisoners,  Howe  or- 

dered those  at  Halifax  to  be  sent  to  Kew  York. 
This  order  produced  a  happy  change  in  the 
condition  of  the  captives,  for  they  were  placed 
on  board  the  Lark  frigate,  \\  hich  was  command- 

ed by  a  gentleman  and  humane  man,  Captain 
Smith.  "When  I  came  on  deck,"  says  Allen, 
"he  met  me  with  his  hand,  welcomed  me  to 
his  ship,  invited  me  to  dine  with  him  that  day, 
and  assured  me  that  I  should  be  treated  as  a 

gentleman"  by  himself  and  his  ship's  crew. This  unexpected  kindness  made  the  big  tears 
roll  down  the  hardy  hero's  cheek,  and  the  emo- 

tions of  gratitude  made  him  speechless  for  a 
moment.  As  soon  as  he  could  command  his 
voice,  Colonel  Allen  assured  the  Captain  that 
his  kindness  should  be  reciprocated,  if  an  op- 

portunity should  allow  the  service.  "This  is 
a  mutable  world,"  said  Captain  Smith,  "and 
one  gentleman  never  knows  but  it  may  be  in 

his  power  to  help  another." The  opportunity  was  not  long  delayed,  and 
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the  sentiment  of  the  humane  commander  was 
signally  verified. 

There  were  aboiit  thirty  American  prisoners, 
besides  Allen  and  Lovell,  on  board  the  Lark^ 
and  among  them  was  one  who  had  recently  been; 
commander  of  an  American  armed  schooner. 
A  few  days  after  leaving  Halifax  he  had  suc- 

ceeded in  forming  a  conspiracy,  with  part  of  the 
i)ri3oners,  to  kill  Captain  Smith,  seize  the  ves- 

sel, and  divide  among  themselves  almost  two 
hundred  thousand  dollars  of  hard  money,  known 
to  be  on  board.  They  had  also  enlisted  some 
of  the  crew  in  their  scheme.  The  chief  con- 

spirator revealed  his  designs  to  Allen  and  Lov- 
ell, and  solicited  their  co-operation  in  bringing 

over  the  remainder  of  the  prisoners.  Allen  did 
not  allow  a  thought  of  the  justification  of  the 
rules  of  war  for  such  an  infamous  act  to  intrude 
itself,  but  immediately  and  most  decidedly  con- 

demned the  scheme  as  a  base  and  wicked  return 
for  kind  treatment.  He  assured  the  ringleader 
that  he  would  peril  his  own  life  in  defense  of 
that  of  Captain  Smith,  and  advised  him  to  de- 

sist. The  conspirators  then  solicited  Allen  to 
remain  neutral,  and  let  them-  proceed  in  their 
own  way.  This  concession  he  peremptorily  re- 

fused, and  promised  them  pardon  and  secrecy 
only  on  condition  that  they  should  solemnly 
pledge  themselves  to  abandon  the  design  in- 

stantly. They  cowered  beneath  the  rebuking 
glance  of  his  stern  eye,  gladly  accepted  his 
terms,  and  Colonel  Allen  had  the  pleasure  of 
thus  paying  his  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  excel- 

lent Captain  Smith. 
Toward  the  end  of  Oi'tober  the  Lark  arrived 

in  the  harbor  of  New  York,  and  the  prisoners 
were  placed  on  board  the  Glcifigow  transport. 
Mr.  Lovell  was  soon  afterward  exchanged  and 
set  at  liberty,  but  Colonel  Allen  was  only  ad- 

mitted to  parole  within  the  limits  of  the  city. 
He  landed  at  about  the  first  of  December,  and 
a  day  or  two  afterward  a  scene  occurred  between 
iiira  and  Rivington,  the  "King's  printer,"  the 
memory  of  Avhich  undoubted  tradition  has  pre- 

seiwed.  Allen  had  been  made  acquainted  with 
the  course  pursued  by  Rivington  toward  the 
Whigs,  and  the  harsh  mauncr  in  wliich,  on  sev- 

eral occasions,  he  had  spoken  of  himself  during 
his  long  captivity.  Being  free  to  act  witliin 
the  limits  of  his  parole,  he  resolved  to  chastise 
the  offending  printer,  and  made  no  secret  of  his 
resolution.  Rivington  was  informed  of  it,  and 
was  prepared  for  the  reception  of  the  wrathy 
Colonel.  He  saw  him  one  day,  just  after  din- 

ner, come  up  the  street  and  stop  at  his  door. 
"I  was  certain  the  hour  of  reckoning  had  come," 
says  Rivington,  in  his  humorous  account  of  the 
interview.  "There  was  no  retreat.  He  enter- 

ed the  store  and  asked  of  the  clerk,  'Does  James 
Rivington  live  here?'  He  answered,  'Yes,  Sir.' 
'Is  he  at  home?'  He  said  lie  Avould  see,  and 
went  up  to  my  room  to  inquire  what  should  bo 
done.  I  had  made  up  my  mind.  I  looked  at 
the  bottle  of  Madeira — possibly  took  a  glass. 
There  was  a  fearful  moment  of  suspense.  I 
heard  him  on  the  stairs.  In  he  stalked.  'Is 
your  name  James  Rivington  ?'  '  It  is,  Sir,  and 
no  man  could  be  more  happy  than  I  am  to  see 

Colonel  Ethan  Allen.'  '  Sir,  I  have  come — ' 
'  Not  another  word,  my  dear  Colonel,  until  you 
have  taken  a  seat  and  a  glass  of  old  Madeira.' 
'But,  Sir,  I  don't  think  it  proper — '  'Not  an- 

other word,  Colonel,  Taste  this  wine  ;  I  have 
had  it  in  glass  for  ten  years.  Old  wine,  you 
know,  unless  it  is  originally  sound,  never  im- 

proves by  age,'  He  took  the  glass,  SAvallowed 
the  wine,  smacked  his  lips,  and  shook  his  head 

approvingly.  '  Sir,  I  come—'  '  Not  another word  until  you  have  taken  another  glass ;  and 
then,  my  dear  Colonel,  we  Avill  talk  of  old  af- 

fairs;  and  I  have  some  droll  events  to  detail.' 
In  short,"  says  Rivington,  "we  finished  two  bot- 

tles of  Madeira,  and  parted  as  good  friends  as 
if  we  never  had  cause  to  be  otherwise." 

The  tender  heart  of  Colonel  Allen  was  sorely 
afflicted  by  the  scenes  of  suffering  which  he  be- 

held among  the  American  prisoners  in  New 
York.     The  sugar- houses,  the  jail,  and  old 

ALLEN  AND  KIVINGTON. 



lyriiAX AI.r.HN. 

hulks  in  tho  Imvbor  wero  used  as  prisons  for  the 
ciiptives  taken  in  the  recent  battles  near  Brook- 

lyn antl  Fort  W;islun;^'toii.  Privation,  sickness, 
and  death  hold  hi;^'h  carnival  there;  and  tiie 
picture  of  their  sullcrin,L,'s,  drawn  by  tlie  unpol- 

ished pen  of  Colonel  Allen,  chills  the  blood  and 
makes  tlie  involuntary  curse  u])on  tho  inflictors 
rise  to  the  lips  and  jilead  for  utterance.  These 
things  arc  on  the  records  of  history ;  and  we  will 
here  pass  them  by  with  the  remark  that  all  that 
Colonel  Allen  could  do,  in  his  own  destitute  con- 

dition, by  his  oilicial  influence,  for  tiic  relief  of 
the  sufferers,  was  done  by  him  in  full  measure 
during  his  parole.  He  also  suffered  mucii,  for 
he  became  destitute  of  money,  and  was  not  al- 

lowed communication  with  his  friends  in  Ver- 
mont. Yet  bis  stout  heart  was  not  moved  by 

personal  ti'oubles,  nor  his  zeal  for  liberty  in  the 
least  subdued ;  and  when  a  British  oflEicer  of 
high  rank  came  to  him  and  spoke  of  his  great 
fidelity,  thougii  in  a  wrong  cause,  and  the  desire 
of  General  Howe  to  show  him  great  favors,  by 
appointing  him  commander  of  a  regiment  of 
Loyalists,  and  then  tried  to  dazzle  him  with 
brilliant  pros])ects  of  official  promotion,  and  the 
possession  of  large  sums  of  money  and  broad 
acres  of  land  by  the  thousand  in  wliichever  of 
the  subdued  colonies  he  might  choose  them,  the 
inflexible  patriot  indignantly  spurned  the  tempt- 

er, saying,  in  his  own  recorded  language,  "That 
if  by  faitlifulness  I  had  recommended  myself  to 
General  Howe,  I  should  be  loth,  by  unfaithful- 

ness, to  lose  the  General's  good  opinion ;  be- 
sides that,  I  viewed  the  offer  of  land  to  be  sim- 

ilar to  that  which  the  devil  offered  to  Jesus 
Christ,  to  give  him  all  the  kingdoms  of  the 
world  if  he  would  fall  down  and  worship  him, 
when,  at  the  same  time,  the  damned  soul  had 
not  one  foot  of  land  upon  earth.  This,"  says 
Allen,  "closed  the  conversation,  and  the  gentle- 

man turned  from  me  with  an  air  of  dislike,  say- 
ing I  was  a  bigot."  Colonel  Allen,  with  a  big- 
ot's tenacity,  adhered  to  that  bigotry,  which  was, 

properly  defined,  true  patriotism. 
The  bold  and  powerful  stroke  given  to  British 

power  on  the  frozen  banks  of  the  Delaware,  and 
which  put  many  prisoners  into  the  hands  of  the 
Americans,  caused  a  slight  lifting  of  the  heel 
of  oppression  from  the  poor  captives  in  New 
York.  Allen  was  allowed  to  go  to  Long  Island 
early  in  January,  1 777,  where  his  condition  was 
quite  tolerable,  by  comparison.  There,  w^ithin 
prescribed  limits,  he  remained  until  the  follow- 

ing August,  when,  under  the  false  pretense  that 
he  had  infringed  his  parole,  he  was  conducted 
by  a  strong  guard  to  New  York,  and  immured 
in  the  provost  jail.  There  he  lay  for  three  days, 
without  a  morsel  of  food,  and  exposed  to  the 
insults  of  Keef,  the  sergeant  of  the  guard,  who 
stood  at  his  door  and  administered  prison  law 
under  the  brutal  provost  marshal,  Cunningham. 
At  sunset  on  the  third  day  the  sergeant  gave 
him  some  boiled  pork  and  a  biscuit,  and  a  week 
afterward  he  was  transferred  to  a  more  comfort- 

able apartment.  There  he  remained  in  close 
confinement  until  the  following  May,  sometimes 

treated  to  a  day  in  the  dungeon  below  because 
of  his  freedom  of  speech  in  the  presence  of 
Keef  Soon  aft(!r  the  capture  of  liurgoyne  the 
fact  became  known  to  one  of  his  fellow-j)rison- 
ers  in  a  room  above.  lb'  communicated  the 
news  to  Colou(d  AUcn  by  thrusting  a  little  bil- 

let througii  the  open  lioor  into  his  njom.  The 
overjoyed  patriot  couhl  not  sufiprcss  his  emo- 

tions, and  he  shouted  from  his  grated  window 
to  some  British  soldiers  in  the  street,  '*Bur- 
goyue  has  marched  to  Boston  to  the  tune  of 
Yankee  Doodle  !"  For  tiiis  he  spent  a  night  in 
the  damp  dungeon,  and  was  menaced  with  more 
severe  punisiiment ;  l)Ut  the  fact  which  he  had 
proclaimed  was  so  significant  of  danger  to  scores 
of  British  officers  in  tlie  power  of  tiie  Americans 
that  good  treatment  of  (Colonel  Allen  appeareci 
to  be  wise  policy. 

Allen's  captivity  ended  on  the  3d  of  May, 
1778,  when  he  was  taken  to  Staten  Island  ;  and 
there,  two  days  afterward,  he  was  exchanged 
for  Colonel  Archibald  Campbell,  of  the  British 
army,  who  was  brought  there  by  Flias  Boudi- 
not.  Commissary  of  Prisoners.  Campbell  "sa- 

luted me,"  says  Allen,  "in  a  very  liandsome 
manner,  saying  that  he  never  was  more  glad  to 
see  any  gentleman  in  his  life  ;  and  I  gave  him 
to  understand  that  I  was  equally  glad  to  see 
him,  and  was  apprehensive  that  it  was  from  tiie 
same  motive."  They  all  parted  with  friendly 
expressions  ;  and  Colonel  Sheldon,  of  the  Li^ht 
Horse,  immediately  escorted  Colonel  Allen  to 
the  head-quarters  of  the  army  at  Valley  Forge. 
Washington  received  him  most  cordially  ;  and 
Allen  poured  out  the  gratitude  of  his  full  heart 
for  the  interest  the  Commander-in-Chief  had 
taken  in  his  behalf  during  his  long  and  cruel 
captivity  of  thirty-one  months.  He  obtained 
permission  of  Washington  to  return  to  his  home 
to  recruit  his  health  and  strength.  He  then 
set  off  for  the  North  in  company  with  General 
Gates,  who  was  proceeding  to  Fishkill,  to  take 
command  of  the  army  on  the  Hudson  River. 
Already  the  Continental  Congress,  sitting  at 
York,  had  honored  Allen  with  a  brevet  commis- 

sion of  colonel  in  the  regular  army,  and  award- 
ed him  back  pay  as  lieutenant-colonel  during 

his  captivity. 

Bearing  these  testimonials  of  his  coimtry's 
gratitude,  the  gallant  soldier  hastened  home- 

ward, every  where  receiving  the  most  marked 
attention  of  people  of  all  classes.  Farly  in  the 
evening  of  the  last  day  of  May  he  arrived  at 
Bennington.  His  appearance  there  was  unex- 

pected, for  his  friends  supposed  he  had  gone  to 
Valley  Forge  to  join  the  army  for  actual  serv- 

ice. The  news  of  his  arrival  spread  from  house 
to  house.  The  peojjle  of  the  neighborhood  gath- 

ered around  him  with  every  expression  of  joy ; 
and  the  Green  JMonntain  Boys  gave  audibility 
to  these  expressions  among  the  distant  hills  by 
firing  cannons,  and  shouting  long  and  loud 
huzzas.  At  sunrise  the  next  morning  the 
whole  country  around  was  in  motion  ;  and  Col- 

onel Herrick,  who  had  nobly  seconded  Stark  in 
the  battle  near  Bennington  the  previous  year, 
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ordered  fourteen  discharges  of  cannon — "thir- 
teen for  the  United  States,  and  one  for  Young 

Vermont." 
"  One  for  Young  Vermont  I"  In  that  there 

was  deejD  significance.  During  Allen's  long  cap- 
tivity the  people  of  the  New  Hampshire  Grants 

had  been  making  rapid  political  progress.  They 
had,  in  convention  at  Westminster,  in  January, 
1777,  declared  themselves  free  and  independent 
of  New  Hampshire,  New  York,  and  all  other 
sovereignties ;  adopted  a  State  Constitution, 
and  organized  a  new  government,  under  the  ti- 

tle of  Vermont,  in  allusion  to  its  chief  physical 
feature  —  the  Green  Mountains.  This  move- 

ment had  awakened  the  old  feud  between  the 
inhabitants  of  that  territory  and  New  York. 
Governor  Clinton,  and  other  active  men  in  the 
latter  State,  had  from  the  beginning  opposed 
the  claims  of  Vermont  to  independence  ;  and 
the  new  government  of  New  York,  established 
a  few  months  later,  reasserted  the  supremacy 
ef  that  State  over  the  territory  east  of  Lake 
Champlain  to  the  Connecticut  River.  The 
bloody  enactments,  and  the  claims  to  lands  oc- 

cupied by  settlers,  promulgated  by  the  Colonial 

Assembly,  were  not  revived  ;  and  the  matter 
assumed  the  features  of  a  political  question 
only.  In  that  shape  it  Avas  sufficiently  import- 

ant to  array  the  Green  Mountain  Boys  against 
New  York  ;  and  hence  the  significance  of  that 
"  one  gun  for  Vermont." 

Colonel  Allen  soon  comprehended  the  state 
of  affairs.  He  regarded  Vermont  as  in  the 
right  position,  and  immediately  panoplied  him- 

self in  her  defense.  The  old  colonial  battle- 
ground again  felt  his  tread,  and  his  voice  was 

more  potent  than  ever  among  his  former  com- 
panions and  associates.  He  cotmseled  great 

caution,  for  he  saw  fatal  danger  covered  by  the 
fair  professions  of  New  York  ;  and  he  resolved 
to  reject  every  proposal,  from  whatever  quarter, 
which  did  not  imply  the  absolute  independence 
of  Vermont.  He  embodied  this  sentiment  and 
a  recapitulation  of  past  grievances  in  an  address 
which  he  sent  forth  to  the  inhabitants  of  Ver- 

mont. Sagacity,  logic,  forecast,  and  patriot- 
ism marked  that  documefnt,  and  it  met  a  heart} 

response.  It  was  respectful,  but  defiant ;  and 
closed  with  the  peroration,  "  What  enemy  of 
the  State  of  Vermont,  or  what  New  York  land- 



ETHAN 

inonopoliziT,  shall  be  able  to  stiiml  before  you 

in  the  day  of  your  fierce  anger  !''  We  can  not, 
in  the  space  allotted  to  this  article,  detail  the 
progress  of  that  controversy,  and  the  import- 

ant part  wliich  Colonel  Allen  performed  in  the 
drama  until  its  close.  It  became  exceedingly 
complicated,  especially  when  British  interfer- 

ence formed  an  essential  element.  We  may 
only  touch  briefly  such  more  luminous  points 
as  serve  to  exhibit  the  character  of  our  hero  in 
a  proper  light. 

New  Hampshire,  from  wliich  Vermont  had 
separated,  became  a  party  in  the  quarrel,  be- 

cause several  of  its  western  townships  had  been, 
at  their  own  request,  annexed  to  the  latter  State. 
The  Continental  Congress  had  been  appealed 
to,  in  the  summer  of  1778,  for  its  adjudication  ; 
and  the  Legislature  of  Vermont  appointed  Col- 

onel Allen  its  agent  to  go  before  the  Supreme 
National  Council  at  Philadelphia  for  the  spe- 

cial purpose  of  ascertaining  the  views  of  that 
body  respecting  the  independency  of  the  new 
commonwealth.  He  soon  found  his  mission  to 
be  more  difficult  than  he  expected.  Faction 
and  sectional  jealousies  were  rife  in  that  old 
Congress.  The  New  England  delegates  favor- 

ed Vermont ;  those  of  New  York,  of  course,  op- 
posed it ;  those  of  the  Middle  and  Southern 

States  were  indifferent ;  and  some  denied  the 
power  of  Congress  to  act  in  the  matter  at  all — 
affirming,  in  the  excess  of  their  zeal  for  State 
Rights,  that  Vermont,  by  its  own  act,  was  irrev- 

ocably independent.  Colonel  Allen  went  home 
a  wiser  man,  yet  not  with  a  satisfied  spirit. 
While  he  felt  certain  that  Congress  would  not 
deny  the  independence  of  Vermont,  he  felt  quite 
as  certain  that  the  new  State,  as  long  as  that  in- 

dependence was  claimed,  would  be  left  exposed 
to  invasions  from  Canada,  without  material  aid 
or  general  sympathy.  He  immediately  advised 
a  settlement  of  all  difificuUies  with  New  Hamp- 

shire, by  giving  back  her  truant  townships  ;  and 
he  earnestly  urged  the  inhabitants  of  the  new 
State  to  adhere  to  their  Declaration  of  Inde- 

pendence at  all  hazards.  He  also  wrote  and 
published,  in  1779,  a  treatise  entitled  Vin- 

dication of  the  Opposition  of  the  Inhabitants  of 
Vermont  to  the  Government  of  Neiv  York,  and  of 
their  Right  to  Form  an  Independent  State.'"  Its 
falchion  blows  aroused  the  ire  of  the  people  of 
New^  York;  and  John  Jay  w^rote,  "There  is 
quaintness,  impudence,  and  ai-t  in  it."  "He 
might  have  added,"  says  Sparks,  "argument, 
and  the  evidences  of  a  good  cause." 

Colonel  Allen  was  now  the  great  civil  and 
military  leader  in  Vermont.  He  was  appoint- 

ed general-in-chicf  of  the  militia,  and  was  con- 
tinually engaged  in  public  affairs.  The  people 

felt  some  irritation  at  the  course  of  Congress  ; 
and  their  leaders,  perceiving  a  disposition  on 
the  part  of  the  other  colonies  to  remain  apa- 

thetic, at  least,  resolved  to  take  measures  for 
establishing  an  isolated  and  wholly  independ- 

ent sovereignty.  This  disposition  was  observed 
by  the  British  authorities  in  Canada,  and  it  was 
made  a  basis  for  reporting  to  the  British  Minis- 
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try  that  Vermont,  without  tloul)i,  nii;;iit  be 
drawn  over  to  the  side  of  the  Crown.  Machin- 

ery working  for  that  imjjortant  end  was  imme- 
diately ]uit  in  motion.  UMie  leaders  were  to  be 

approached  cautiously,  and  by  some  one  remote 
from  high  authority.  The  duty  devolved  upon 
Colonel  Beverly  Kol.inson,  then  commander  of 
a  corps  of  loyalists,  and  who  figured  somewhat 
consjticuously,  some  months  later,  in  the  trea- 

son of  Arnold.  He  wrote  from  New  York  to 
Ethan  Allen  in  March,  1780.  He  alluded  to 
the  fact  that  the}''  w'crc  })ofh  Ameiican  ;  that  he 
lamented  the  distresses  of  his  native  country; 
that  he  had  been  informed  that  Allen,  and  oth- 

er leading  men  in  Vermont,  were  opposed  to 
the  wild,  scheme  of  separation  from  Great  Brit- 

ain promulgated  by  the  Continental  Congress  ; 
that  the  ]jcoi)1c  of  that  commonwealth  miglit 
enjoy  protection  and  hapi)iness  under  Great 
Britain,  as  a  separate  province  ;  and  asked  Al- 

len to  communicate  freely  with  him,  as  all  mat- 
ters between  them  should  be  shrouded  in  the 

most  profound  secrecy.  The  letter  was  sent  by 
a  British  soldier,  disguised  as  a  farmer,  who 
handed  it  to  Allen  in  the  streets  of  Arlington. 
Allen  dismissed  him  with  much  courtesy,  and 
then  laid  the  document  before  Governor  Chit- 

tenden and  other  friends.  Their  sagacity  per- 
ceived in  this  advance  from  the  enemy  a  capi- 

tal opportunity  to  serve  the  political  interests 
of  Vermont ;  and  they  resolved  to  pass  the  letter 
over  in  silence,  but  to  keep  up  a  show  of  disaffec- 

tion by  coquetting  with  tlie  British  authorities 
in  Canada.  A  friendly  letter  was  accordingly 
dispatched  by  Governor  Chittenden  to  General 
Haldimand,  in  Canada,  proposing  a  cartel  for 
an  exchange  of  prisoners  —  some  scouts  from 
Vermont  having  been  made  captive.  This  pro- 

ceeding was  to  cause  a  delay  in  any  contem- 
plated invasion  of  the  defenseless  frontier  of 

Vermont,  from  the  St.  LaAvrence  or  the  lake. 
No  reply  w^as  made ;  but  soon  a  formidable 
British  force  appeared  on  Lake  Champlain. 
The  people  were  thoroughly  alarmed,  and  seized 
their  arms  to  repel  the  invaders.  To  their  sur- 

prise no  hostilities  were  attempted.  The  Brit- 
ish commander  sent  a  flag  to  General  Allen, 

with  a  letter  to  Governor  Chittenden,  assenting 
to  the  proposed  cartel,  and  offering  a  truce  with 
Vermont  until  the  matter  should  be  arranged. 

General  Allen  was  appointed  to  negotiate  the 
preliminaries  of  the  cartel.  Wishing  to  make 
friends  of  the  New  York  borderers,  he  insisted 
upon  extending  the  truce  into  that  province  as  far 
as  the  shores  of  Lake  Champlain  and  the  Hudson 
River.  The  privilege  .was  granted,  and  the  en- 

mity of  the  people  of  that  region  was  so  complete- 
ly disarmed  that  a  general  desire  to  have  their 

territory  annexed  to  Vermont  was  expressed. 
The  negotiations  resulted  satisfactorily  to  both 
parties  ;  and,  to  the  utter  surprise  of  the  people, 
the  enemy's  fleet  moved  down  the  lake,  and  the 
Vermont  military  force  was  disbanded  and  sent 
home  at  the  moment  when  all  expected  inva- 

sion, and  conquest  appeared  so  easy.  At  that 
time  the  British  force  in  Canada  was  about  ten 
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thousand  strong,  while  the  Vermont  militia  did 
not  exceed  seven  thousand.  The  whole  secret 
was  known  only  at  that  time  to  General  Allen, 
his  brother  Ira  (then  a  colonel  of  militia),  and 
six  other  judicious  friends  who  controlled  the 
public  affairs  of  the  State.  The  winter  soon 
afterAvard  set  in,  and  nothing  more  was  done 
until  s])ring.  Vermont  was  saved  from  inva- 

sion, and  the  enemy  rejoiced  in  the  supposed 
advantage  of  having  detached  a  discontented 
province  from  the  others  engaged  in  the  revolt. 

These  movements  wcn-e  carefully  reported  to 
the  British  Ministry,  and  also  gave  uneasiness 
to  Congress.  Lord  George  Germain,  Colonial 
Secretary,  indulged  in  many  pleasing  dreams  of 
the  submission  of  the  colonists,  while  sitting  in 
his  easy  chair  in  London  ;  and  he  wrote  a  con- 

gratulatory letter  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  in  New 
York,  on  "the  hajjpy  return  of  the  people  of 
Vermoni  to  their  allegiance,"  at  the  very  time 
when  events  Avere  hastily  tending  toward  the 
iliscomfiture  of  Cornwallis  and  tlie  overthrow 
)f  British  power  within  the  domain  of  the  re- 

volted colonies.  The  British  officers  in  New 
York  were  also  well  acquainted  with  the  move- 

ments of  the  Vermont  leaders;  and  Colonel 
Robinson  wondered  why  his  letter  had  never  been 
answered  by  General  Allen.  He  finally  wrote 
another  in  the  same  strain  to  that  officer ;  and 
at  about  the  same  time  Allen  received  notice  of 
the  appointment  of  commissioners  in  Canada  to 
arrange  the  cartel.  Now  was  an  opportunity 
to  work  upon  the  fears  of  Congress  for  the 
benefit  of  Vermont,  and  General  Allen  used  it 
adroitly.  He  sent  to  that  body  the  two  letters 
from  Robinson,  and  the  notice  of  Haldimand 
respecting  the  commission,  together  with  a  let- 

ter from  himself,  in  which  he  explained  the 
mode  by  which  the  communications  came  into 
his  hands,  and  other  matters  in  relation  to  tlie 
proposed  cartel.  Then,  in  the  most  forcible 
language,  he  uttered  an  eloquent  defense  of  the 
conduct  of  the  inhabitants  of  Vermont,  reiter- 

ated her  claims  to  independent  sovereignty, 
and  referred  indignantly  to  the  attempt  of 
neighbors  to  not  only  abridge  her  rights,  but  to 
destroy  her  existence.  "I  am  confident,"  he 
remarked,  '*  that  Congress  will  not  dispute  my 
sincere  attachment  to  tlie  cause  of  my  coun- 

try, though  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  I  am  fully 
grounded  in  opinion  that  Vermont  has  an  in- 

dubitable right  to  agree  on  terms  of  a  cessation 
of  hostilities  with  Great  Britain,  provided  the 
United  States  persist  in  rejecting  her  applica- 

tion for  a  union  with  them."'  He  concluded 
his  letter  with  these  significant  words:  "I  am 
as  resolutely  determined  to  defend  the  inde- 

pendence of  Vermont  as  Congress  are  that  of 
the  United  States ;  and,  rather  than  fiiil,  I  will 
retire,  with  hardy  Green  Mountain  Boys,  into 
the  desolate  caverns  of  the  mountains,  and 
wage  war  with  human  nature  at  large." 

The  coquetry  with  the  British  authorities  in 
Canada  continued  during  the  remainder  of  the 
war.  A  correspondence,  carried  on  chiefly  by 
Ethan  and  Ira  Allen,  was  kept  up,  and  mes- 

sengers from  beyond  the  St.  Lawrence  came 
to  them  secretly,  were  detained  until  answers 
could  bo  prepared,  and  then  as  secretly  were 
sent  back.  Colonel  Ira  Allen  also  made  friend- 

ly visits  to  General  Haldimand.  Thus  they 
amused  the  enemy,  kept  back  invasion,  made 
Congress  uneasy,  sustained  their  claims  to  inde- 

pendence, but  were  compelled  to  suffer  the  ef- 
fects of  suspicion  concerning  their  patriotism. 

But  these  were  all  removed  from  their  fair  fame 
when  peace  came,  and  concealment  became  no 
longer  a  necessity,  and  the  escutcheons  of  Eth- 

an and  Ira  Allen  are  as  free  from  the  tarnish 
of  wavering  patriotism  or  inconsistency  as  those 
of  any  of  the  men  of  the  Revolution  whom  Ave 
delight  to  honor. 

Although  appointed  colonel  in  the  Continent- 
al Army,  Ethan  Allen  never  entered  upon  the 

duties  of  his  office.  His  time  Avas  fully  em- 
ployed with  the  civil  and  military  affairs  of 

Vermont.  Soon  after  his  return  from  his  cap- 
tivity, in  1778,  he  was  elected  to  a  seat  in  the 

State  Legislature.  Hoav  long  he  occupied  that 
station,  or  hoAv  late  in  life  he  retained  his  mil- 

itary command,  A\  e  have  noAV  no  means  of  as- 
certaining ;  for  the  record,  if  ever  made,  has 

been  lost.  When  rising  peace  blessed  the  land 
Avith  its  beams,  in  1782,  he  returned  to  the 
pleasant  pursuits  of  the  farmer — not,  hoAvever, 
among  his  old  friends  at  Bennington,  but  in  a 
newer  region  of  his  beloved  Vermont.  For  a 
short  time  he  resided  at  Arlington,  and  after- 
Avard  at  Sunderland.  At  length  he  settled  in  the 
vicinity  of  Onion  RiA'er,  near  the  scene  of  some 
of  his  earlier  exploits  against  Ncav  York  in- 

truders, where,  AA  ith  his  brothers,  he  had  pur- 
chased large  tracts  of  land.  There  he  remain- 

ed, in  the  enjoyment  of  the  quiet  of  agricultural 
life,  until  his  death,  Avhich  occurred  very  sud- 

denly at  Burlington,  from  the  effects  of  apo- 
plexy, in  February,  1789.  His  funeral  Avas 

largely  attended  ;  and,  as  Ave  have  said  at  the 
commencement  of  this  sketch,  he  AA^as  buried 
Avithin  sound  of  the  cascades  of  the  Winooski. 

Ethan  Allen  possessed  a  vigorous  but  partial- 
ly cultiA'ated  intellect,  and  his  natural  inde- 

pendence of  thought  often  led  his  mind  far 
aAvay  from  the  beaten  tracks  of  human  investi- 

gation. In  religion  he  became  a  free-thinker; 
and,  in  1782,  he  gave  expression  to  his  opin- 

ions in  a  little  book,  entitled  "Reason  the  only 
Oracle  of  Man  ;  or,  a  Compendious  System  of 
Natural  Religion."  It  Avas  pulilislicd  at  Ben- 

nington tAVO  years  later,  and  attracted  much  at- 
tention, especially  among  the  orthodox  divines 

of  NcAv  England,  Avho  severely  condemned  it. 
While  it  possesses  many  striking  and  original 
thoughts,  it  exhibits  remarkable  crudity  in  their 
development ;  and  the  Avhole  work  may  be  re- 

garded as  a  melancholy  picture  of  the  gropings 
of  a  benighted  yet  gifted  spirit  in  the  dark  val- 

ley of  human  reason,  unaided  by  the  light  of 

Divine  re\'elation,  and  foUoAving  the  Avill-o'- 
the-Avisp  of  errant  fancy.  That  his  religious 
opinions  Avere  not  grounded  in  absolute  convic- 

tion, the  scene  at  the  death-bed  of  his  beloved 



ETHAN  ALLEX. 
743 

(laughter  by  his  first  wife,  as  relaU'd  hy  tradi- 
tion, fully  attests.     She  was  a  lovely,  i)ious 

younj;  woman,  whose  motlu-r,  then  lonj?  in  the 
spirit-land,  had  instructed  her  in  the  truths  of  ̂ 
the  Bible.    When  she  was  about  to  die,  she 
called  her  father  to  her  bedside,  and,  turninf^ 
upon  him  her  pale  face,  li<^hted  by  lustrous  j 
l)lue  eyes,  she  said,  witii  a  sweet  voice,  "Dear 
father,  I  am  about  to  cross  the  cold,  dark  river.  [ 
Shall  I  trust  to  your  opinions,  or  to  the  teach-  ' 
ings  of  dear  mother?"    These  words,  like  a 
keen  arrow,  jiierced  the  recesses  of  his  most  j 
truthful  emotions.     "Trust  to  your  mother!''  ; 
said  the  champion  of  infidelity ;  and,  covering 
his  face  witli  his  hands,  he  wept  like  a  child. 
Thus  it  is  ever.    There  is  a  cell  in  the  human 
soul  in  which  lodges  the  germs  of  perennial  faith 
in  God  and  his  revelations.    When  touched  by 
the  electric  spark  of  conviction  it  springs  forth 
into  bloom  and  fruitfiilness,  defiant  alike  of  the 
frosts  of  cold,  unb2lie\ang  reason,   and  the 
scorching  heat  of  human  philosophy. 

In  his  private  as  in  his  public  life  Ethan 
Allen  was  always  consistent,  honorable,  and  in- 

flexibly honest.  On  one  occasion  he  owed  a 
citizen  of  Boston  about  one  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars,  for  which  he  had  given  his  note.  It 
was  inconvenient  for  him  to  pay  it  at  maturity. 
It  w^as  put  in  suit,  and  he  employed-  a  lawyer  to 
attend  the  court  and  have  the  matter  postponed 
until  he  could  raise  the  money.  As  the  readi- 

est w^ay  to  postpone  the  matter  the  lawyer  de- 

tcrnuncd  to  deny  the  genuineness  of  the  signa- 
ture, wliicii  would  compel  the  holder  to  send  to 

Boston  for  a  witness.  Allen  haj)pencd  to  be  in 
a  remote  jjart  of  the  court-room  when  the  case 
was  called.  lie  was  utterly  astonished  when  he 
heard  the  lawyer  gravely  deny  the  signature. 
With  long  and  fien-e  strides  he  rushed  through 
the  crowd,  and,  confronting  the  amazed  "limb 
of  the  law,  '  he  rebuked  him  in  a  voice  full  of 
wrath.    "Mr.   ,"  he  exclaimed,  "I  didn't 
hire  you  to  come  here  and  lie  I  That's  a  true 
note ;  I  signed  it,  I'll  swear  to  it,  and  1  11  pay 
it.  I  want  no  shuffling — 1  want  time.  What 
I  emi)loyed  you  for  was  to  get  this  business  put 
over  to  the  next  court — not  to  come  here  and  lie 

and  juggle  about  it  I"  The  result  was  that  the 
past])oaemcnt  v/as  eifected  without  farther  op- 
l)osition. 

Although  prevented  by  a  series  of  apparent- 
ly unfortunate  circumstances  from  taking  a 

very  active  part  in  the  general  operations  of  the 
war  for  Independence,  yet  few  men  engaged  in 
that  struggle  wall  be  remembered  with  more  af- 

fection and  admiration  as  a  jjatriot  and  hero  than 
Ethan  Allen.  In  private  life  he  was  consistent, 
kind,  placable,  but  unyielding  in  liis  integrity 
and  justice.  Under  his  rough  exterior  of  speech 
and  manner  lay  the  pure  diamond  of  a  noble 
nature.  His  life  and  services  form  a  strange 
and  romantic  chapter  in  the  annals  of  his  coun- 

try; and  the  memory  of  his  deeds  will  always 
lend  vitality  to  the  patriotism  of  his  ]>eoi)le. 

M.T.KN  AT  THE        A.TII-BKI>  OF  HtS  PAXiClITI-t 
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PAUL  S  SHIP  ON  THE  FIFTEENTH  DAY. 

THE  VOYAGE  OF  PAUL. 
THE  morning  dawned,  cold  and  gray,  like  the 

mornings  of  American  northern  latitudes. 
The  air  was  very  still,  and  the  sea  was  as  quiet 
as  a  mountain  lake. 

The  last  watch  had  been  mine.  I  was  on 

deck  from  about  two  o'clock.  The  breeze, 
which  had  been  fresh  from  the  westward,  died 
away  when  the  first  light  stole  over  the  eastern 
sky,  and  we  were  rolling  heavily  in  a  flat  calm 
when  the  sun  came  up  over  Mount  Carmel. 
We  had  made  fair  time  in  one  night,  for  we 
had  left  Jaffa  at  sunset  of  the  evening  previous, 
with  a  dashing  breeze,  and  the  Lotus  had  made 
a  glorious  run  of  it. 

We  had  been  more  than  a  month  among  the 
Greek  Islands,  and  then,  Avith  the  same  party 
who  joined  us  at  Athens,  we  had  run  down  to 

the  Syrian  coast, 
and,  landing  at 
Jaffa,  had  passed 
a  fortnight  in  Je- 

rusalem. Here  the 
ladies  left  us,  and 
vv'o  became  again  a 
bachelor  party,  and 
now  proposed,  for 
wivat  of  a  plan,  and 
in  order  to  use  up 
a  spare  month  or 
six  weeks,  to  fol- 

low with  our  boat, 
as  near  as  miglit 
be,  the  track  of  the 
great  Apostle  of 

voyage  from  the  court  of  Tcstus  to  the  com't of  Ca3sar. 
Jaffa  lies  on  the  Syrian  coast,  a  little  to  the 

southward  of  Ca^sarea.  Its  chief  inhahitants 
seem  to  be  dirty  women,  followed  by  dirtier  chil- 

dren. We  ran  by  the  latter  port  in  the  night. 
I  should  not  call  it  a  port,  for  it  is  but  a  wild 
shore,  where  no  relics  remain  of  the  days  of 
Roman  power.  No  coast  in  all  the  world  is 
more  desolate  than  that  of  Syria.  There  is 
not  on  the  whole  shore  of  Palestine  a  solitary 
port  in  which  a  ship  may  ride  at  anchor.  Tho 
Mediterranean  rolls  and  roars  over  the  fallen 
columns  of  Askelon.  Jaffa  is  a  bold  promon- 

tory. Tyre  and  Sidon  are  the  terror  instead 
of  the  haven  of  sailors.  The  identical  words 
of  the  prophecy  of  Ezekiel  have  thus  their  ful- 

fillment. Acre  and  Haifa,  at  the  outlet  of  the 
plain  of  Esdraelon,  are  open  sea  beaches,  where 
the  surf  beats  heavily  under  the  Avails  of  the 
cities. 

"Where  are  we,  skipper  ?"  demanded  S  , 
as  his  head  emerged  from  the  hatchAvay,  and 

his  sleepy  eyes  gazed  shorcAvard.  "Where  is 
the  craft  about  now  ?    Is  that  Lebanon  ?" 

"No;  but  beyond  it  you  see  the  blue  hills 
of  the  cedars.  That,  oh  most  Avorthy  traveler ; 
is  the  mountain  of  Elijah,  CA'cn  Mount  Car- 

mel." 

"HoAV  she  pitches!  Where's  the  wind? 
Can't  something  be  done  to  keep  the  ship  right 

side  up  ?" "No  wind  this  morning,  Sir,  I  think,'' 
chimed  in  the  sailing-master ;  "  but  I  shouldn't 
be  surprised  if  we  haA'e  enough  of  it  by  night. 
It  looks  ugly  and  dirty  on  shore ;  but  this  is  a 
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(luccr  climate  anyhow.  A  man  can't  tell  ten 
minutes  ahead  liow  the  weatlier's  ocroing  to 

he." Wc  were  Avitliiii  four  mih>s  of  the  shore,  and 
obviously  it  Avas  a  good  idea  to  land  and  visit 
oiu-  old  friends  the  monks  of  Mount  Carmcl. 
A  light  breath  of  air  for  half  an  hour  set  us  in 
toward  tlic  rocks,  and  at  ciglit  o'clock  ivc  were 
in  the  small  l)oat  pulling  toward  the  foot  of  the 
hill. 

Ascending  by  a  path  much  shorter  than  is 
usually  followed,  we  arrived  at  the  convent  at 
about  the  time  the  monks  were  making  ready 
their  very  simple  noonday  meal,  which  they  in- 

vited us  to  share  with  tlicm.  The  bread  was 
none  of  the  best,  but  we  washed  it  down  with  a 
queer-tasting  liquor  that  they  called  wine,  and 
which  was  indeed  not  unpalatable.  The  coun- 

try about  the  plain  of  Esdraelon  produces  ex- 
cellent grapes,  and  I  have  heretofore  tasted  very 

good  wine  on  the  eastern  slopes  of  Lebanon. 
From  the  summit  of  Mount  Carmcl  the  view 

was  sublime  and  impressive.  The  great  sea 
rolled  to  the  base  of  the  hill,  thundering  on  the 
rocky  barriers  at  our  feet.  To  the  north  the 
shore  stretched  off  to  Tyre  and  Sidon,  and  the 
lofty  peaks  of  Lebanon  shone  in  the  noon  light 
with  surpassing  splendor.  Between  us  and 
those  hills  was  a  broad  plain,  through  which  a 
river,  silvery  and  slow  in  its  flood,  found  its 
way  to  the  sea.  The  plain  was  Esdraelon,  the 
river  was  ' '  that  raigb.ty  river  the  River  Kishon." 
Turning  to  the  northeast,  my  eyes  sought  the 
familiar  spots  in  which  I  have  heretofore  lin- 

gered with  a  holy  delight  that  no  words  will 
suffice  to  convey  to  others.    A  solitary  white 

spot  on  a  hill-top  I  knew  to  be  tiic  Mo.'^lcm 
tomb  which  stands  high  up  al)0vc  Nazareth,  and 
1  couhl  see  in  imagination  the  grouj)  of  women 
around  the  fountain  of  the  Virgin  at  its  foot, 
and  hear  their  shrill  voices,  even  at  twenty 
miles'  distance.  Beyond,  Tabor  rose  green 
and  glorious  from  the  ]»lain.  How  I  longed  to 
stand  one  moment  on  that  hill,  and  look  down 
into  the  Sea  of  Galilee! 

The  view  contained  all  the  spots  most  famil- 
iar to  the  youtii  of  Christ.  1  doubted  not  that 

there  were  times  when  the  young  son  of  Joseph 
wandered  across  the  plain  and  stood  where  I 
was  now  standing,  or  sat  on  the  rocks  before 
me  and  listened  to  the  solemn  voice  of  the  sea. 
The  blue  sky  that  afterward  received  Him  out 
of  the  sight  of  His  disciples,  even  then  bent 
over  Him  with  the  weight  of  angels'  feet  press- 

ing toward  Him  in  all  His  wanderings.  How 

blue  it  seemed  to  me !  "Was  ever  sky  so  glori- 
ous, so  pure,  so  deep,  yet  so  translucent,  as  that 

sky  over  the  hills  of  Holy  Land  ? 
These  are  but  outlines  of  the  emotions  wc 

felt  and  endeavored  to  express  to  eac  h  other  as 
we  stood  on  the  top  of  Mount  Carmcl  and  look- 

ed to  the  plain  and  the  hills  beyond. 
I  have  not  described  the  convent,  nor  shall  I 

attempt  it.  The  good  monks  were  polite,  kind, 
and  accepted  our  gratuity  with  becoming  humil- 

ity.   That  is  sufficient  to  be  said  at  present. 
The  sky  began  to  look  very  dirty  to  the  west- 

ward, and  a  breeze  Avas  springing  up  from  the 
nortli  and  west.  The  Lofvs  stood  in  to  tlic 
shore,  and  we  left  the  hill  with  some  reluct- 

ance, descended  abruptly  to  the  coast,  w-hcre 
our  boat  took  us  off,  and  we  then  pulled  lustily 

rOUNTATN  NEAR  NAZAKETII. 
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for  the  yacht,  which  picked  us  up  just  before  a 
squall  struck  her. 

The  sailing-master  had  all  ready  for  it,  and, 
when  the  wind  came,  the  gallant  little  ship  put 
her  head  into  and  shook  off  the  foam  from  her 
face  as  if  she  loved  it.  The  sun  was  nearly 
down.  The  night  promised  to  be  dark,  and  the 
tempest  increased.  We  worked  into  the  wind 
as  long  as  we  were  able,  but  now  it  became 
prudent  to  run  across  the  line  of  the  gale  and 
make  an  offing  to  the  southwest.  So  we  wore 
ship,  and  under  a  double-reefed  mainsail  and 
just  the  head  of  the  jib,  we  dashed  away  in  the 
scud  that  flew  over  us. 

In  an  hour  we  had  run  down  the  coast  till 
we  knew  that  we  must  be  about  abreast  of 
.Mount  Carmel,  but  it  was  too  dark  to  see  any 
line  of  shore.  We  could  hear  no  breakers,  and 
we  judged  that  we  were  ten  miles  off  from  the 
land,  when,  crack!  the  throat  halliards  had 
parted  in  the  block,  and  down  came  the  main- 

sail, held  only  by  the  peak. 
There  seems  to  be  a  change  of  wind,  or  a 

heavy  gust,  or  something  of  the  sort  always  on 
Iiand  for  a  ship  suddenly  in  -trouble.  The  gale 
hauled  short  to  the  westward  as  she  paid  off'  in 
spite  of  her  helm,  and  away  she  went  right  for 
tlie  shore. 

"Let  go  the  jib!"  shouted  the  skipper. 
There  wasn't  much  of  it  to  let  go,  but  down 

came  what  there  was,  and  we  rolled  heavily 
shoreward.  The  idea  of  climbing  that  mast  to 
repair  damages  in  such  a  night  and  such  a  sea 
seemed  to  be  out  of  the  question  to  a  landsman, 
but  one  of  the  men  was  half-way  up  the  shrouds 
before  the  jxiak  was  down.  Long  before  he 
was  at  the  top  he  had  disappeared  from  our 
eyes  in  the  intense  blackness  which  now  over- 

hung the  sea.  The  mast  was  swinging  back 
and  forth  thirty,  forty,  fifty  feet,  or  even  more, 
and  he  was  up  there  swinging  with  it.  Two, 
three,  five  minutes,  and  no  word.  Was  he 
overboard  in  the  darkness?  Had  he  been  flung 

oft"  to  leeward,  and  our  eyes  failed  to  see  him  ? 
No,  for  there  was  a  steady  pull  on  the  halliard 
which  he  had  fastened  round  his  waist  as  he 
went  up,  and  at  length  down  he  came  by  the 
run,  and  in  a  moment  more  the  duck  went  uj) 
again. 

But  now,  clear,  loud  as  thunder,  close  aboard 
(jf  us,  w^e  heard  the  breakers.  Instead  of  being 
ten  miles  at  sea  we  were  on  the  very  edge  of 
breakers,  the  vessel  plunging  toward  them. 

Hard  down  went  the  tiller,  and  as  she  swept 
into  the  wind—"  Let  go  the  starboard  anchor  I" 
and  the  sullen  plunge  in  the  seething  waves 
was  audible,  as  it  went  down  to  find  some  hold- 

ing-ground on  the  bottom  of  the  Mediterranean. 
The  scene  was  now  not  only  exciting ;  it 

had  become  perilous.  The  chances  of  the 
anchor  bringing  her  up  were  very  few.  The 
chances  of  our  own  safety  as  few.  I  do  not 
think  we  were  a  particularly  fool-hardy  or  cold- 

blooded party.  But  long-continued  Eastern 
travel,  and  the  constant  habit  of  familiarity 
with  danger,  had  certainly  made  us  less  timid 

and  more  cool  than  a  party  of  ordinary  yacht 
voyagers  would  be  likely  to  be. 

"  Skipper  John,  what  insurance  did  you  write 
home  for  on  this  craft?"  demanded  Hall,  the 
Englishman,  as  he  very  quietly  took  off  his 
coat,  loosened  his  cravat,  and  made  ready  for 
what  might  come. 

"  It  appears  to  me,  Mr.  Hall,  that  the  offices 
that  have  risks  on  your  life  and  mine,  if  they 
only  knew  our  present  predicament,  would  be 
willing  to  compromise  at  ninety-nine  cents. 
AVhat's  to  be  done,  Peter?" 

"  Hold  on,  John !  I  don't  see  any  thing  else. 
Fire  a  gun  or  two  to  call  out  the  Arabs,  so  that 
there  may  be  a  chance  at  least  for  a  decent  burial 
Avhen  they  find  us,  and  then  watch  the  cable." 

"That  gun  idea  is  good.  We'll  throw  a 
rocket  too,  and  burn  a  blue  light.  How  she 
plunges !  Give  her  a  fathom  or  two  more  of 

that  cable." "All  out,  Sir," 
"All  out  ?  all  out,  eh  ?  '  Out,  out,  brief  can- 

dle !' —  isn't  that  Shakspeare  ?"  and  the  good 
fellow  dove  into  the  cabin,  reappeared  with  a 
musket  and  his  fire-works,  which  he  touched 
one  by  one  with  a  cigar  that  he  had  lighted 
below,  and  which  he  smoked  very  quietly  as  he 
now  resumed  his  place  with  the  rest  of  us  about 
the  mainmast. 

The  gun  was  a  waste  of  powder.  No  monk 
on  Carmel  would  haA'e  heard  it  in  the  thunder 
of  the  tempest  that  was  sweeping  over  the  hill. 
But  some  devout  worshiper  on  the  convent  roof 
caught  sight  of  the  blue  light  or  the  rocket,  and 

we  now  saAV  lanterns  moving  down  the  clift". Nearer  and  nearer,  fearfully  near ! 
" Holy  Mary  !"  exclaimed  Laroche,  "are  the 

rocks  so  close  astern  of  us  !" 
A  pistol-shot  from  the  taffrail — no  more — 

stood  some  one  holding  a  lantern  aloft.  Our 
danger  seemed  hideous,  and  now  we  became 
calm  and  serious,  as  befitted  men  on  the  verge 
of  a  terrible  death.  So  we  stood  together  for 
three  mortal  hours,  and  then  the  gale  was  spent. 

As  it  became  manifest  that  this  was  the  case, 
one  and  another  drew  a  long  and  heavy  inspi- ration. 

"It  is  God  who  has  saved  us!"  said  Laroche  : 
and  we  were  ashamed  that  the  gay  Erenchman 
should  be  the  first  to  thank  Him,  as  we  did  then 
and  there  together,  humbly  and  heartfully. 

Day  dawned.  In  the  first  cold  light  we  saw 
a  group  of  Arabs  on  the  rocks  watching  us  with 
anxious  eyes. 

"Ah,  you  vagabonds,"  shouted  John,  "you 
are  out  of  your  reckoning  this  time !  I've half  a  mind  to  fire  a  gun  into  that  crowd  of 
robber  rasoals.  Doesn't  it  remind  you  of  hy- 

enas near  a  grave-yard,  Peter  ?" 
"Be  still,  John!  They  may  mean  you  a 

service.  Wait  till  I  hail  them.  I  think  one 
of  them  is  that  convent  seiwant  that  we  saw 
yesterday ;  and  if  so,  we  must  be  under  the  very 
side  of  Carmel." 

For  up  to  this  time  we  were  not  ourselves 
aware  where  we  were. 
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"  Ya,  ll)raliiin  ?" 
'*Ya,  Ilowaj^ji,  Tietro." 80  far  well.  It  was  cortainl\ 

Ibrahim,  the  old  convent  servant. 
"Where  arc  we,  oh  Abou  Ibra- 

him?" And  he  shouted  back  the 
information  that  we  lay  nnder  the 
bliilV  of  Carmel — a  point  that  sea- 

men may  well  dread,  wild,  fierce, 
and  inhospitable  as  any  rock-bound 
coast  on  any  sea. 

The  sun  came  uj)  and  with  it  a 
hange  of  wind,  drawing  gently  off 

:he  shore.  We  got  uj)  one  of  the 
anchors,  but  the  other  lies  yet 
among  those  rocks.  It  was  the 
loss  of  that  anchor  that  saved  us, 
for  it  jammed  somewhere  among 
the  crevices  in  the  rocky  bottom, 
and  held  us  bravely  through  the 
storm. 

So  we  got  up  the  cftnvas  and  ' bade  adieu  to  the  mountain  of  Eli- 
jah, which,  nevertheless,  looked  down  on  us 

steadfastly  for  a  long  forenoon,  as  we  stole  away 
slowly  by  Haifa  and  Acre,  and  along  the  coasts 

of  Tyre." We  passed  Tyre  that  evening,  and  Sidon  was 
on  the  starboard  bow  when  we  came  on  deck 
the  next  day.  We  went  ashore  here,  in  pur- 
suamce  of  the  plan  of  our  voyage,  to  touch  as  far 
as  possible  at  every  point  made  memorable  by 
Paul's  voyages,  and  especially  his  last  voyage to  Borne. 

I  am  very  certain  that  few  readers  of  the 
Bible  have  studied  the  incidents  of  that  last 
voyage  with  as  much  attention  as  we  gave  to  it 
during  the  six  weeks  which  we  devoted  to  going 
over  the  same  waters.  Not  a  little  aid  was  de- 

rived from  a  recent  English  book  on  The  Voy- 
age and  Shipwreck  of  the  Apostle,  by  James 

Smith,  Esq.,  who  has  studied  the  matter  very 
thoroughly,  although  he  is  so  enthusiastic  on 
the  subject  that  he  is  led  to  many  conclusions 
not  justified  by  the  facts  known  to  us.  To  his 
book,  however,  I  am  indebted  for  much  in- 

formation, and  the  Illustration  of  the  situ- 

ANCIENT  Sini',  FKOM  POMl'EII. 

ANCIENT  SHIP,  FROM  IIF,K(!l  L  A>fliUM. 

ation  of  Paul's  ship  on  the  fifteenth  morning 
is  a  curious  specimen  of  his  laborious  inves- 

tigation. The  ship  is  designed  from  an  out- 
line of  the  ship  of  Theseus,  found  at  Ilcrcu- 

laneum,  a  ship  on  a  tomb  at  Pompeii,  and  an- 
other from  a  coin  of  Commodus.  The  shrouds 

he  copies  from  an  old  coin,  and  the  girding 

around  the  ship  from  a  naval  ofiicer's  descrip- 
tion, who  once  saw  it  clone ;  •  so  that,  on  the 

whole,  it  may  be  thought  a  fair  representation 
of  the  ship  in  which  Paul  sailed.  In  such  a 
vessel  as  tliis,  and  in  such  a  sea  as  the  IMedi- 
terranean,  his  voyage  was  somewhat  difierent 
from  ours.  This  was  the  ship  of  Alexandria 
Avhich  he  took  at  Myra,  not  that  in  which  he 
embarked  at  Cajsarea,  and  touched  next  day  at 
Sidon.  It  must  have  been  something  of  a  run 
for  such  a  vessel.  If  I  mistake  not,  it  is  more 
than  seventy  miles  from  Cajsarea  to  Sidon,  and 
in  the  Mediterranean  seventy  miles  a  day  would 
be  a  good  sail,  even  in  our  days,  for  an  Oriental 
vessel.  Here,  following  the  example  of  Paul, 
we  went  ashore  to  refresh  ourselves. 

On  my  word  ̂ 'aida  is  a  poor  place  to  accom- 
plish that  same  thing.  But  there 

is  an  American  mission  here,  and 
Dr.  Thomson,  one  of  the  noblest 
of  Eastern  missionaries,  here  la- 

bors and  waits.  That  he  Avill  sec 
the  result  of  his  work  even  in  his 
own  day  I  doubt  not. 

Sidon  is  now  a  poor  Oriental 
city,  witliout  port  or  commerce. 
The  miserable  bazars  arc  far  re- 

moved from  the  ancient  glory  of 
the  Sidonians,  and  prophecy  has 
had  her  perfect  accomplishment. 
An  Arab  lounging  along  on  a  don- 

.  key  he  could  better  carry,  or  a 
woman  enveloi)ed  in  her  bundle 
of  silks  SLHited  high  up  on  the  sad- 

dle, or  a  group  of  soldiers  eating 
their  rations  on  the  .shore,  these 
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are  the  siiccassors  of  the  merchant  princes  of 
Sidon. 

Laroche,  as  usual,  destroyed  the  sentiment 
of  our  brief  visit  one  of  his  absurd  blunders. 

Laroche  doesn't  yet  understand  Arabic.  He 
would  not  understand  it  if  he  lived  ten  years 
with  Arabs  ;  but  he  might  .at  least  know  their 
signs  by  this  time.  Now,  an  Arab,  when  he 
would  bid  you  keep  your  distance,  turns  the 
palm  of  his  hand  down,  and  moves  it  in  a 
beckoning  way,  as  if  he  was  drawing  str^vs 
toward  him  with  his  fingers. 

Seeing  a  portly  native  in  a  door-way  the 
Frenchman  approached,  and  was  greeted  with 
the  usual  sign,  which  was  meant  to  inform  him 
that  he  should  not  come  that  way.  Laroche 
bowed  politely  and  advanced.  The  Arab  backed 
into  the  house,  continuing  the  motion  more  fu- 

riously. Laroche  followed,  heedless  of  a  gut- 
tural usbour  (stop)  which  the  son  of  Ishmael 

grunted.  We  were  watching  the  scene,  which 
was,  in  fact,  not  a  little  amusing,  when  Pierre 
entered  the  door,  but  the  next  instant  he  sprang 
back  astounded  at  a  sweeping  blow  with  a  cer- 

tain steel  weapon  which  the  uncivil  dog  aimed 
at  his  head. 

Nor  was  this  all.  It  appeared  that  there  were 
women  in  the  house,  and  the  unceremonious 
entrance  of  the  Frenchman  had  found  thom 
unvailed.  The  offense  was  heinous,  and  the 
Arab  proceeded  to  punish  it.  Hence  a  row 
in  the  street,  the  exhibition  of  tvro  or  three 
revolvers,  and  an  interference  of  the  govern- 

ment in  the  person  of  some  soldiers.  Such 
was  the  only  incident  of  this  my  third  Aasit  to 
Sidon.  We  retreated  ingloriously  to  the  beach, 
and  Avere  soon  on  shipboard  standing  away  for 
Cyprus. 

Vilest  of  all  seas  is  this  Mediterranean.  Since 
I  have  learned  to  know  it,  I  have  admired  more 
than  ever  before  the  faith  and  patience  of  Paul 
who  made  so  many  voyages  on  it.  Some  morn- 

ings it  appears  like  a  mirror — calm,  placid,  and 
blue  as  the  sky  over  it.  In  an  hour  it  will  be 
an  angry,  furious  sea  lashed  into  foam,  churn- 

ing, plunging,  rushing  hither  and  yon  —  un- 
reasonable, unreasoning,  and  unmanageable. 

Laroche  was  sea-sick  two-thirds  of  the  time. 

and  I  was  half  sick  daily  during  the  run  from 
Sidon  to  Cyprus. 

The  vo^'age  was  mostly  along  the  coast,  until 
we  were  well  up  in  the  northeastern  corner  of  the 
Mediterranean.  One  day  we  had  the  blue  hills 
of  Lebanon  on  our  right,  and  the  next  we  were 
within  sight  of  the  range  that  forms  the  north- 

ern barrier  of  Syria,  among  which  lies  Antioch. 
Four  days  from  Sidon  we  dropped  the  an' 

chor  in  front  of  the  little  town  of  Mersina,  which 
is  the  port  of  Tarsus,  now  known  asTarsoos.  For 
it  was  fitting,  in  a  voyage  over  the  route  of  Paul, 
that,  since  it  was  in  our  way,  we  should  visit  the 
birth-place  of  Saul. 

Tarsus  is  an  inland  town.  "The  ships  of 
Tarshish"  are  of  the  ancient  days.  None  have 
hailed  from  there  within  a  thousand  years.  But 
in  the  days  of  Paul  the  River  Cydnus  was  navi- 

gable for  some  miles  from  its  mouth,  and  to  a 
point  within  at  the  most  three  miles  of  the  city. 
Doubtless  its  commerce  was  great.  The  vast  in- 

terior tribes,  the  inhabitants  of  the  rich  plains 
now  possessed  by  the  Turcomans,  were  then  rich 
in  all  the  ordinary  possessions  of  nomadic  peo- 

ple, a-nd  this  was  tlic  point  at  which  they  sought 
commerce  with  the  world.  Hence  the  grandeur 
of  Tarsus,  wh.ich,  even  at  this  time,  is  no  in- 

considerable place.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  chief  city 
in  this  part  of  Asia  Minor. 

We  landed  at  Mersina  m  a  heavy  surf.  There 
is  no  port,  no  breakwater,  no  dock ,  but  there  is 
a  stone-pier  well  fitted  to  destroy  any  small  boat 
that  approaches  it  when  the  sea  is  running. 
By  a  judicious  timing  of  our  sweeps  we  succeed- 

ed in  doing  the  tiling  as  it  is  sometimes  done 
on  the  south  side  of  Long  Island,  and  the  boat 
was  out  of  the  reach  of  the  wave  that  followed 
us  before  it  broke. 

I  bargained  for  horses  while  Laroche  and 
Strong  got  out  the  saddles  from  the  boat;  for 
we  carried  our  own  saddles  every  where.  The 
appearance  of  the  party  when  mounted  was  by 
no  means  prepossessing.    John  S  was  the 
tallest  man  of  the  crowd.  He  had  the  smallest 
horse,  and  such  a  horse !  We  had  a  little  gal- 

lop along  the  sand  by  way  of  diversion  and  ex- 
hibiting our  skill  in  equitation  (isn't  tliat  the 

word  ?),  and  the  first  result  was  the  stumbling 
of  John's  horse  and  his  violent  and  ungraceful 
plunge  over  the  animal's  head.  Then  Laroche changed  v/ith  him,  and  we  got  away. 

It  was  a  wild  and  beautiful  ride.  Mount 
Taurus,  bold  and  magnificent,  guiding  us  toward 
the  old  city  at  its  foot,  wherein  the  Apostle  Avas 
born  whose  name  the  world  honors  and  God  has 
written  on  His  very  throne. 

Now  from  some  lofty  hill  we  looked  back  at 
the  waA^es  of  a  stormy  sea,  and  now  along  the 
coast  that  once  gleamed  with  palaces  and  cities. 
Anon  in  some  deep  glen  we  wondered  whether 
the  boy,  who  must  sometimes  have  wandered 
over  this  path,  had  any  dim  idea  of  the  glorious 
career  that  awaited  him  ;  whether  the  trees,  the 
stream,  the  Avind,  the  cloud,  the  everlasting 
hills  CA'er  Avhispered  to  him  the  secret  poAver 
that  lay  in  his  heart,  subject  to  the  call  of  his 
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God,  wlio  could  make  him,  from  u  'IVirsiis  teiit- 
muker,  u  kin^  and  a  j)rit'st ! 

So  thinking  and  so  talkinj^  we  rode  on  till 
\vc  reached  the  city,  in  its  valley  under  the  ma- 

jestic side  ot"  Mount  Taurus. 
"Peter,  what  did  we  come  hack  here  for?" 
"Because  these  other  boys  have  never  seen 

it,  John." 
"Pierre  Laroche,  what  did  you  come  here 

for?" 
"Because  yon  said  come — so  I  come." 
"  Stephen   Strong,   what  brought  you  to 

Tarsus?" 
"I'll  tell  you,  John.  Up  in  Connecticut,  if 

she  isn't  up  in  heaven  before  this — which  God 
forbid ! — there's  an  old  woman  well-nigh  eighty 
years  gone  on  the  road  to  the  city  of  Paul  and 
Peter  and  all  the  saints  and  apostles.  Well, 
Sir,  the  old  lady,  if  she  be  alive  when  I  go 
home,  will  say,  '  Stephen  were  you  any  where 
near  Tarshish?'  And  if  I  say  'Yes,'  she  will 
say  next,  '  And  did  you  see  tlie  ships  of  Tar- 

shish ?  and  did  you  go  there  ?  and  did  it  look 
like  a  grand  old  town  ?  and — '  By  my  faith, 
John,  if  I  went  home  without  seeing  Tarsus, 
when  I  was  within  a  hundred  miles  of  it,  the 
old  woman  couldn't  die  in  peace.  Not  an  inch 
of  the  ground  I  travel  over  but  she  will  know 
all  about,  and  talk  over  and  over  and  over.  Do 
you  know  that  half  the  pleasure  of  this  Eastern 
travel  is  to  be  in  telling  her,  and  such  as  she, 
of  all  that  I  see  and  do  ?" 

"I  honor  your  motives,  Stephen,  but  I  must 
say  that  it  don't  quite  pay.  I  have  been  here 
before,  and  I  can  tell  you  that,  for  fleas  and  ver- 

min, it  has  no  equal  this  side  of  Jerusalem. 
What  shall  it  be  to-night  ?  A  khan  or  a  house- 
top? 

"A  house-top,  by  all  means,  if  we  can  effect 

it." So,  as  evening  was  approaching,  we  entered 
the  city,  and  near  its  outskirts  finding  a  prom- 

ising-looking house,  we  threw  ourselves  on  the 
hospitality  of  the  owner,  who  proved  to  be  a 
Turkish  gentleman,  and  gave  us  the  choice  of 
rooms  in  his  residence. 

Wc  chose  that  terrace  roof  which  is  invariably 
found  in  Oriental  houses,  and  from  which  the 
upper  apartments  generally  open.  But  in  this 
case  there  were  only  two  rooms  opening  from 
the  roof,  one  of  which  was  unoccupied,  while 
the  doors  of  the  other  remained  closed.  This 
arranged,  we  strolled  into  the  city.  I  am  not 
disposed  to  describe  it.  One  Oriental  city  is 
like  all  otiiers.  The  dark,  narrow  streets,  the 
roofed  bazars,  the  little  shops  with  patient 
tradesmen  sitting  on  their  benches,  the  curling 
smoke  ascending  from  Moslem  lips,  the  clatter 
m  the  streets,  the  camels  swinging  lazily  and 
groaning  as  they  swing  along,  the  donkeys  in 
sad  patience  laboring  under  incredible  loads  of 
Arab  flesh  ;  these,  and  the  reeking  filth  and 
abominations  that  fill  the  streets — every  street 
a  gutter — are  the  characteristics  of  one  and  of 
all  the  cities  under  the  rule  of  the  Prophet's successor. 

As  the  sun  lit  with  indescribable  glory  the 
summit  of  Taurus  wc  sat  together  on  the  house- 

top of  our  worthy  Ijost  and  talked  of  the  great 
man  of  Tarsus.  Verily  this  dust — the  dust  of 
his  sandals — is  sacred.  liow  few  great  men 
were  b(jru  in  any  low  country!  Perhaps  it  is 
safer  to  say,  how  nniny  great  men  were  born 
and  educated  among  mountains!  Who  can 
doubt  that  this  sublime  scenery  had  S(jmcwhat 
to  do  in  moulding  the  character  of  Paul  ?  Who 
can  hesitate  to  think  tliat  his  firnmcss.  his  faith, 
his  grandeur  of  ])urpose  and  action  had  their 
origin  in  these  nuijestic  hills  that  overhung  the 
scenes  of  his  younger  years? 

But  I  may  not  pause  to  moralize.  We  slept 
gloriously  that  night  on  the  house-top.  Once 
only  I  woke,  and  saw  a  white  star  right  over 
head  looking  down  on  me,  as  if  to  know  who 
I  was  that  slept  where  the  star  had  seen  the 
great  Apostle  sleeping.  But  I  fell  away  again 
into  the  dreamy  sleep  that  the  Eastern  traveler 
delights  in,  and  the  stars  and  the  night  went 
on  as  of  old. 

The  next  day  but  one,  witli  a  fresh  and  glori- 
ous breeze,  we  dashed  across  the  Gulf  of  Alex- 

andretta,  and  ran  into  the  port  of  Seleucia,  near 
the  mouth  of  the  Orontes  on  the  Syrian  coast. 

The  reader  of  the  life  of  Paul,  or  of  Luke's 
acc  ount  of  his  journeyings,  will  remember  that 
this  port  is  the  spot  from  which  the  great  x\pos- 
tle  commenced  his  foreign  travels  and  preach- 

ing. All  these  waters  must  have  been  more 
or  less  familiar  to  him,  especially  from  his  last 
voyage  to  Rome  over  their  tempestuous  waves. 

By-the-way,  I  remark,  in  passing,  that  wheth- 
er Paul  sailed  to  the  north  or  south  of  Cyprus 

on  that  voyage  is  a  matter  of  no  little  dispute 
among  the  gentlemen  who  have  studied  the 

subject.  The  phrase  in  Luke's  account  is,  ' '  We 
sailed  under  Cyprus,  because  the  winds  were 
contrary."  Whether  "under"  means  "south 
of"  let  those  judge  Avho  can. 

Our  plan  was  to  visit  Seleucia,  then  go  over 
to  Cyprus  and  sail  to  the  northward  and  along 
the  shores  of  Cilicia  and  Pamphylia,  for  the 
sake  of  visiting  scenes  that  were  probably  famil- 

iar to  him  in  his  boyl.ood  (for,  if  he  was  a  tent- 
maker  he  was  a  sail-maker,  and  if  a  sail-maker 
he  very  probably  went  to  sea  once  in  a  while 
on  a  short  cruise  in  neighboring  waters  to  see 
how  his  own  sails  worked),  and  scenes  that 
were  certainly  familiar  to  him  in  later  years, 
when,  as  \\q  read  in  the  13th  chapter  of  the 
Acts,  he  left  Antioch  and  "departed  unto  Se- 

leucia, and  from  thence  they  sailed  to  Cyjn-us," 
and  again  left  Cyprus"  and  came  to  Perga  and 
Pamphylia. 

A  glance  at  the  map  may  be  of  some  use  to 
the  reader  who  wishes  to  follow  our  course. 
Cyprus  lies  parallel  to  the  coast  of  Asia  Minor, 
and  about  eighty  miles  from  it  at  the  nearest 
point.  The  intermediate  sea  should,  perhaps, 
be  properly  called  the  Sea  of  Cilicia — that  of 
Pamphylia  lying  west  of  this,  as  Pamphylia  is 
west  of  Cilicia  on  the  main  land.  Following 
the  coast  from  Seleucia,  which  is  near  Antioch 
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on  the  east  coast,  np  to  the  Pass  of  Issus,  which 
is  at  the  extreme  northeast  corner  of  the  Medi- 

terranean, near  to  Alexandretta  or  Iskanderoon, 
and  going  westward,  we  first  come  to  Tarsus, 
next  Soli,  or  Pompeiopolis,  the  splendor  of 
whose  ruins  is  visible  from  the  sea  as  we  sail 
along.  Then  we  reach  Kalendria,  and  now 
sailing  northward,  as  the  Bay  of  Pamphylia 
sweeps  inland,  we  came  to  Alaya,  Perga  (wholly 
lost  in  ruin),  and  then  leaving  the  bay  we 
r.ound  the  Island  of  Castclorizo,  which  lies  a 
iittle  to  the  Avestward  of  what  was  once  Myra. 
If  the  reader  bear  tliis  in  mind,  and  a  glance 
at  the  map  will  fix  it  there,  he  will  understand 
the  course  we  now  intended  pursuing.  With  a 
fair  breeze,  Paul  could  easily  have  run  over  in 
a  day  from  Seleucia,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Orontcs 
in  Syria,  to  -the  coast  of  Cyprus,  and  another 
day  would  take  him  along  its  shores  to  Paplios. 
When  he  stood  on  this  spot  ready  to  embark 

on  his  first  foreign  missionary  work,  the  palaces 
of  Seleucia  must  have  been  magnificent  indeed. 
The  city  was  some  three  or  four  miles  from  the 
coast.  But  the  port  was  evidently  wealthy,  and 
its  buildings  were  imposing.  The  fragments 
of  piers  which  remain  show  many  stones  of 
gigantic  size,  twenty  feet  or  rhore  in  length, 
while  the  declivities  of  the  hills  were  evidently 
covered  with  magnificent  towers,  and  castles, 
and  palaces.  Mount  Casius  looks  down  in 
solemn  grandeur  on  the  bay  as  of  old.  The 
sea  murmurs  among  the  ruins  the  same  «ld 
story  that  it  told  the  p:>!;i(  (  s  >\  lien  it  laved  their 
foundations.  I  can  iu>\  wi  11  tlcscribe  the  emo- 

tion that  I  felt  in  setting  foot  on  that  shore, 
desolate  and  mournful  as  it  is,  and  looking  up, 
as  I  could  imagine  the  great  Apostle  looked  up. 

at  the  glorious  summit  of  Casius,  on  whose  white 
brow  the  blue  pavement  of  heaven  rested. 

His  prophetic  eye  looked  beyond  the  summit, 
beyond  the  blue.  He  saw  the  white  hosts  that 
should  gather  in  heaven,  when  the  end  of  his 
apostleship  should  be  accomplished  and  the 
Gentiles  should  be  saved.  In  prayers,  and  fast- 

ings, and  tears  they  had  sent  him  away  from 
Antioch  to  the  work  "whereunto  the  Holy 
Ghost  had  called  him."  A  little  while  ago 
and  he  might  have  come  to  Seleucia  as  he  had 
gone  to  Damascus,  at  the  head  of  a  troop  of 
soldiery,  to  be  received  with  shouts  and  pomp. 
Not  so  now.  He  came  with  his  companion, 
Barnabas,  two  despised  preachers  of  a  new  and 
hated  creed.  No  one  followed  them  when  they 
took  ship.  No  crowds  attended  their  embarka- 

tion. Alone,  humble,  with  bowed  heads  but 

earnest  hearts,  'they  walked  down  the  marble 
pier  to  the  boat  that  lay  tossing  on  the  restless sea. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  echo  of  that  tread 
shakes  the  whole  earth  to-day.  It  seems  to 
me  that  no  conqueror's  foot  ever  fell  on  invaded 
soil  Avith  such  a  ring  of  triumph.  It  was  the 
first  foreign  mission  of  the  Gospel  of  the  Lord. 
It  was  the  first  crossing  of  the  sea  of  the  apos- 

tles to  the  Gentiles. 
Ten  centuries  after  that  the  seas  of  Pamphy- 
lia and  Cilicia  saAV  another  sight  when  the  na- 

tions of  the  West  came  pouring  along  the  coasts 
in  resistless  floods,  and  covering  the  seas  Avith 
their  fleets  as  they  came  to  battle  for  the  Cross 
and  Tomb.  That  Avas  the  echo  of  the  fi^tstep 
of  Paul  on  the  shore  of  Seleucia !  That  foot- 

fall sounded  in  Asia,  across  the  sea  to  Greece, 
and  further  on  to  Pome,  to  Gaul,  to  England. 
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to  the  vast  Iioidcs  that  swarmed  in  the  iiortli 
country  of  Kun)j)e  ;  so  that,  in  h.'ss  than  thn  c 
cnturies,  there  was  no  civilized  luition  on  the 
artli  thalf  did  not  (hite  its  hopes  of  heaven  from 

tiiat  same  hour  when  Paul  stood  on  the  const 
at  Selcucia  and  lifted  n]»  his  eyes  to  the  mount- 

ains that  looked  down  on  Tarsus,  his  l)irth-])lace 
and  his  earthly  home,  and  saw  beyond  the 
jTiountains  the  throne  of  his  Master,  and  the 
host  that  no  man  could  number,  who  should 
feather  around  it  when  his  work  should  be  done. 

I  think  I  am  justified  in  saying  that  Scleueia 

is  one  of  the  most  interesting  s})ots  on  the  earth's surface. 
The  old  city  is  somewhat  difficult  of  access. 

The  country  is  densely  overgrown  with  thick- 
ets; and  the  precipitous  ravines  Avhich  cross  it 

here  and  there  make  traveling  not  a  little  dan- 
gerous. 
We  went  on  foot,  climbing  hill-sides  and 

breaking  our  shins  here  and  there ;  but  with 
tolerable  success  in  the  end,  for  we  found  some 
fine  ruins,  and  a  hill-side  perforated  with  splen- 

did sepulchres,  empty  all.  One  of  these  sepul- 
chres might  have  been  that  of  a  monarch,  so 

elaborate  and  expensive  was  its  Avork  in  the 
solid  rock.  But  it  is  nameless  ;  and  the  bones 
lof  him  who  occupied  it  have  been  long  ago 
broken  to  dust  and  scattered  on  land  and  sea. 

Perhaps  it  Avas  he  who  ruled  when  "Ptolemy 
gave  the  dominion  of  the  cities  by  the  sea  unto 
Seleucia  upon  the  coast,"  as  related  in  the  13th 
chapter  of  1st  Maccabees;  or  perhaps  it  was 
one  who  heard  the  voice  of  Paul. 

But  it  is  vain  to  speculate  on  the  occupant 
of  an  ancient  tomb.  The  probabilities  are  that 
it  had  a  succession  of  occupants,  and  one  dis- 

placed another  as  race  and  dynasty  succeeded 
race  and  dynasty. 

W(!  left  Seleuciu  in  the  evening,  and  next 
morning  saih'd  ahmg  the  const  of  Cyprus,  and 
bcfo:.'  evening  we  were  at  anchor  in  the  harbor 
of  haniaka,  one;  of  the  finest  jmrts  now  on  the island. 

MODEKN  SHIP  OF  AI.KX  AMDEI.V. 

As  we  entered  the  liarl)or  we  observed  one 
of  those  curious  vessels  that  abound  in  the 
Mediterranean,  and  are  never  seen  elsewhere, 
standing  in  ahead  of  us.  Large,  open  craft, 
carrying  huge  lateen  sails,  and  swinging  to  the 
breeze,  before  which  they  certainly  t\y  swiftly; 
they  are,  nevertheless,  just  such  boats  as  one 
would  not  care  to  trust  himself  in  on  a  windy 
day  in  a  sea  way.  The  managers  of  this  ves- 

sel were  cautious.  They  began  to  take  in  sail 
long  before  they  reached  the  anchorage ;  and 
by  the  time  they  were  ready  to  let  the  iron  go 
down  they  were  running  along  under  the  vast 
foresail  only,  and  we  were  close  aboard  of  them. 

"  Stephen,  my  boy,  that  ship's  load  seems  to 
be  women.    What  do  you  make  them  out?" 

Strong  was  looking  at  them  through  a  whal- 
ing glass,  and  ])ronounced  them  a  group  of  very 
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pretty  women — not  Turkish,  because  tliey  show- 
ed their  faces  in  the  presence  of  the  men. 
"Doubtless  Greek,  for  the  island  is  inhabit- 

ed mostly  by  Greeks." 
"I  think  so;  there's  a  very  pretty  girl  on 

the  starboard  side  ;  laughing  too.  Jove !  the 

vessel  is  going  over  I" — and  he  dashed  his  glass 
to  the  deck  and  plunged  overboard  like  a  mad- 
man. 

He  was  right,  however.  A  flaw  struck  the 
large  sail  and  laid  the  craft  on  her  side  as  sud- 

denly as  if  the  thing  had  been  planned,  and  the 
Cypriote  girls  rent  the  air  with  their  shrieks  as 
they  went  into  the  sea.  They  were  not  a  hun- 

dred yards  from  us.  The  Lotus  had  lost  her 
headway  entirely.  The  only  chance  of  helping 
them  was  to  follow  Strong's  example,  and  John 
and  myself  went  in  with  a  will. 
We  struck  out  boldly;  but  long  before  we 

reached  the  spot  those  who  had  not  caught  float- 
ing benches  or  oars  were  out  of  sight,  for  the 

vessel  had  filled  and  gone  down  instantly.  I 
dove  where  I  had  seen  two  or  three  go  down 
together,  and  caught  the  loase  dress  of  one  of 
the  Greek  girls.  John  found  another.  These 
two  alone  were  saved.  Three  others  we  could 
not  find. 

The  scene  was  over  in  five  minutes,  and  we 
were  again  on  the  deck  of  the  Lotus,  our  prizes 
lying  motionless,  but  not  dead,  and  the  boat  at 
work  picking  up  the  crew  and  passengers,  who 
were  clinging  to  the  spars  that  drifted  shore- 
ward. 

It  was  a  somewhat  delicate  position  for  a 
boat-load  of  bachelor  Americans.  What  was 
to-  be  done  with  the  women  ?  Should  we  for 
once  be  medical  men,  and  throw  all  questions  of 
delicacy  overboard,  while  we  saved  their  lives  ; 
or  should  we  let  them  die,  for  the  sake  of  ob- 

serving the  ordinary  rules  of  conduct  ? 
'•Throw  cold  water  over  them  I"  said  Hall, 

in  a  flurry  of  excitement. 
"You  be  hanged,  Benjamin  Hall !  Look  at 

their  drapery  just  now,  and  see  what  that  bright 
idea  is  worth." 

"Try  it  warm,  Peter." 
"None  of  your  joking,  John.  The  girls  will 

do  well  enough  if  you'll  rub  their  hands  and 
cheeks  a  little.  They're  not  drowned,  but  only 
scared,  and  I  don't  think  we  need  disturb  their 
dresses — " 
Any  farther  discussion  of  the  course  to  be 

pursued  was  made  unnecessary  by  one  of  them 
suddenly  starting  to  her  feet  vnth  a  loud  cry  of 
surprise,  and  then,  as  if  the  whole  story  of  the  j 
scene  came  over  her  in  an  instant,  she  fell  back  i 
to  the  deck  and  buried  her  face  in  her  hands.  ! 
But  she  remained  in  this  position  only  a  mo-  j 
ment.    Rising  again  as  suddenly  as  before,  she 
commenced  tearing  the  clothes  from  the  fonn 
of  her  companion — a  process  to  which  I  put  a 
stop  by  lifting  the  insensible  girl  and  carrying 
her  to  the  stern  of  the  ship,  when  we  retired  to 
the  forward  part  and  watched  the  process  of  | 
rescuing  the  crew.    By  dint  of  proper  restora-  ! 
tives,  Avhich  we  took  care  that  she  found  at  ' 

hand,  she  had  revived  her  friend  before  the 
boat  returned,  and  before  the  shore  boats,  which 
had  put  off  on  seeing  the  accident,  had  reached 
om-  sides.  We  had  not  yet  ascertained  their 
names  or  station,  and  we  now  resigned  them 
to  the  care  of  the  survivors,  who  seemed  to 
know  all  about  them,  and  who  took  them  into 
shore  boats  and  departed,  without  so  much  as 
a  "Thank  you!"  in  Greek,  Arabic,  or  English. 

"  Cool  that,  isn't  it  ?"  said  Strong,  as  the  last 
of  them  went  over  the  side,  perfectly  oblivious 
of  our  presence  or  existence. 

"Icy.  These  Cyprian  people  are  of  their 
own  sort.  But  she  was  a  pretty  girl.  Strong. 

You  were  right." "Wasn't  she?  I'll  know  more  about  hei 
to-morrow,  if  there's  any  dog  of  a  dragoman  in 
the  town,  and  I  don't  die  of  starvation  before 
to-morrow.    Jackson,  where's  the  dinner?" 

"Is  it  the  dinner,  Mr.  Strong?  Faith,  Sir, 
those  poor  fellows  with  the  wet  shirts  that  came 
down  below  ate  it  up ;  and  I  thouglit  you  sent 
them  down,  and  I  gave  them  the  claret  too,  Sir, 

and  they  drank  it." 
"Cool  that,  wasn't  it,  Stephen?" 
"  Icelandic  I" 
And  so  we  rescued  the  fair  Grecians  and  a 

dozen  Greeks,  and  lost  our  dinner.  Thus  end- ed the  day. 

When  I  came  on  deck  the  next  morning  a 
boat  was  lying  alongside,  and  in  it  sat  a  fat 
and  respectable-looking  gentleman  in  Frank 
costume,  who,  on  seeing  me  appear,  sprang  on 
deck,  and,  in  very  fair  Italian,  proceeded  to 
pour  out  his  thanks  for  the  rescue  of  his  daugh- 

ters. It  was,  in  fact,  the  father  of  the  two 
young  ladies  that  Ave  had  saved,  and  the  grat- 

itude had  been  reserved  for  this  day.  We  had 
no  occasion  to  think  of  the  ice  again.  He 
opened  his  heart  to  us ;  rejoiced  above  all  things 
to  hear  that  we  were  American ;  said  that  next 
to  the  joy  he  had  in  receiving  his  daughters  safe 
and  well  was  the  receiving  them  at  American 
hands  ;  reminded  ns  of  all  that  Americans  had 
done  for  Greeks  and  Greece,  and  especially  re- 

minded us  of  the  late  brave  and  gallant  defense 
of  Greeks  in  Egy-pt  by  De  Leon,  the  Americari 
consul,  who  protected  the  Greek  merchants 
against  the  banishment  which  Said  Pasha  had 
decreed.  In  fact,  he  told  us  that  to  be  a  Greek 
was  to  love  an  American,  and  then  he  took  us 
on  shore,  and  we  had  a  glorious  day  of  it ;  and 

Stephea  Strong  thought  "he  should  live  in  Cy- 
prus hereafter,  and  never  want  to  see  his  ven- 

erable aunt,  who  reads  her  Bible  and  will  ask 
him  about  Tarsus. 

I  wish  this  pen  of  mine  were  better  able  to 
describe  the  beauty  of  those  Greek  girls.  The 
traveler  from  America  wanders  over  the  world, 
and  finds  nowhere  any  female  faces  that  recall 
the  splendor  of  our  own  sisters  and  friends  un- 

til he  reaches  the  Greek  islands.  Not  even  in 
Athens  itself  are  the  women  beautifi^  but  in 
the  Ai-chipelago,  at  S}Ta,  and  Rhodesjpd  I\Iity- 
lene,  and  indeed  at  Smyrna,  where  Greek  fam- 

ilies abound,  the  faces  of  the  young  and  middle- 
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KASTKEN  LADIKS. 

"Why  do  you  live  here,  Signor  Iskander? 
Why  not  leave  the  island  and  seek  some  mov 
comfortable  and  happy  residence,  -where  these 
ladies  will  be  safe  from  the  dangers  you  appre- 

hend ?" "It  is  my  father's  home." There  is  something  in  that,  by  my  faith ! 
And  when  a  Greek  says  it,  on  soil  where  his 
fathers  once  ruled,  but  where  he  is  now  worse 
than  a  slave,  you  may  depend  upon  it  it  means 
something,  that  love  of  fatherland  ! 

We  left  Larnaka  with  regret,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed. A  light  breeze  from  the  south  carried 

us  to  the  eastward.  Hounding  the  northeast- 
ern point  of  Cyprus,  we  stood  away  for  the  coast 

of  Asia  Minor,  beating  all  the  next  day  against 
light  west  winds,  which  baffled  us  so  that  it  was 
not  till  the  morning  of  the  second  day  that  we 
ran  into  the  Bay  of  Kalendria.  This  spot  ia 
the  point  at  which  the  ordinary  connection  is 
kept  up  between  Cyprus  and  the  main  land.  It. 
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aged  ladies  are  of  rare  and  superb  mould  and 
expression. 

Strong  might  well  desire  to  live  forever  in 
Larnaka,  if  the  face  of  the  Lady  Nonai  w^ould 
never  change,  her  form  never  be  less  round,  and 
full,  and  ravishing  in  its  grace.  She  was  not 
tall,  nor  yet  small,  but  of  that  happy  mean  that 
is  more  earthly  and  embraceable  than  the  Ve- 

nus of  the  Tribune.  Her  face  was  full  of  ex- 
pression, her  eye  absolutely  dazzling.  When  we 

saw  the  two  sisters  at  their  home,  blushing,  full 
of  heartfelt  gratitude,  which  they  expressed  in- 
every  look  and  accent,  it  may  well  be  imagined 
that  we  thought  Cyprus  an  island  of  the  blessed. 

Alas  for  Cyprus  !  Once  the  garden  of  those 
aeas,  it  is  now  comparatively  depopulated.  Its 
million  and  a  half  of  inhabitants  have  dwindled 
down  to  little  more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand,  four-fifths  of  whom  are  Greeks  under 
the  rule  of  the  other  fifth,  who  are  Turks,  and 
instead  of  a  Paradise  it  is  a  Pandemonium. 
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tALENDKlA. 

is  a  poor  little  village,  yet  was  once  exceeding- 
ly powerful,  and  possesses  some  interest  as  the 

place  where  Piso  withstood  Sentiiis.  The  cas- 
tle which  the  brave  Roman  occupied  is  still 

here,  in  rnins,  or  the  ruins  of  a  successor  mark 
the  spot.  Hence  to  Iconium  the  road  is  wild 
:»nd  pleasant.  I  once  traveled  it,  coming  down 
to  the  coast  from  the  country,  and  crossed  to 
Paphos  in  Cyprus.  We  had  no  idea  of  visit- 

ing Paphos,  and  remained  at  Kalendria  only 

long  enough  to  take  in  a  supply  of  eatables, 
which  the  little  port  furnished  us. 

That  night  we  went  dashing  over  the  sea, 
close  on  the  wind,  with  dark  clouds  overhead 
and  an  angry  roar  from  the  coast.  I  Avas  on 
deck  at  midnight.  The  look-out  forward  was 
wide  awake.  The  man  at  the  tiller  had  his 
eyes  open  as  well.  I  smoked  a  pipe  as,  wrapped 
close  in  my  cloak,  I  lay  under  the  wcather-rail 
and  dreamed,  when  there  was  a  quick  cry  for- 

OASTELOUIZO. 
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ward — "  Down,  down  !  luird  down  !  Let  go  the 
jib  sheets!  Be  quirk,  men !"  And  as  she  went 
off  on  the  other  tack  the  liu{:;e  form  of  a  steamer 
rolled  by  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  stern. 

"A  close  shave  that,  Sir  I  The  cussed 
Frenchman  don't  carry  any  lights.  I  believe 
tliey  think  these  seas  is  made  fur  them!"  said 
the  old  Englishman  at  the  tiller. 

The  next  afternoon,  just  as  the  sun  was 
going  down,  we  came  up  to  Castclorizo,  the 
strangest  island-city  in  the  world,  if  one  may 
judge  by  its  appearance  from  the  sea,  for  we 
did  not  go  on  shore,  as  the  wind  was  fair  and 
we  had  nothing  to  detain  us.  The  rich  sunset 
lit  the  clitfs  and  towers  with  an  almost  super- 

natural glow,  and  we  lay-to  for  half  an  hour  to 
enjoy  the  scene. 

Myra,  the  port  at  which  Paul  changed  ships, 
is  now  a  heap  of  ruins,  some  little  distance  from 
Castelorizo.  We  felt  no  interest  in  visiting  it, 
and  contented  ourselves  with  reading  accounts 
of  its  amphitheatre  and  crumbling  palaces. 
The  coast  is  by  no  means  inviting  hereabouts. 
The  bluffs  are  lofty  and  precipitous.  The  sea 
dashes  high  up  on  black,  fierce-looking  rocks. 
Ports  are  neither  safe  nor  plenty.  Hence,  to 
go  to  Myra  was  a  greater  risk  than  we  cared  to 
encounter,  and  we  ran  on  to  Rhodes,  where  we 
intended  remaining  a  week.  But  as  we  ap- 

proached the  island  the  wind  changed,  a  fu- 
rious northwester  came  down  on  us  and  swept 

us  away  to  sea,  with  but  little  chance  of  mak- 
ing the  Island  of  the  Knights  in  two  or  three 

days  again.  Accordingly  we  bore  away  as  well 
as  we  could  for  Crete  ;  and  after  three  days,  in 
a  heavy  plunging  sea,  we  gladly  ran  under  the 
lee  of  Crete,  as  w^e  had  some  six  weeks  before, 
when  driven  down  there  from  among  the  Greek 
islands. 

We  longed  for  a  haven  as  much  as  did  those 
with  Paul.     But  I  confess  to  some  doubts 

whether  we  found  the  same  harb(jr  wliich  he 
entered,  although  it  is  so  called  by  the  Greeks, 
and  believed  to  be  such  l)y  many  intelligent 
writers  on  the  subject.  I  have,  however,  failed 
to  find  any  convincing  ])roof  that  the  Fair  Ha- 

vens of  the  modern  Greek  Church  is  the  Fair 
Havens  of  Paul.  It  is  a  jioor  harbor,  as  we 
know  by  experience,  for  the  Lotus  grounded  as 
we  ran  in,  and  lay  tight  and  firm  for  three  days, 
while  we  smoked  and  waited  for  a  wind  that 
should  raise  the  water  and  float  us  off. 

^Meantime  wc  examined  the  coast,  fished  a 
little,  shot  a  few  quail,  and  amused  ourselvcp 
as  we  best  might ;  and  at  length  the  wind  came, 
and  the  sea  rose  six  or  eight  inches,  and  she 
floated,  and  we  hauled  out  of  the  harbor  and 
left  for  a  safer  haven.  Such  was  our  experience 
in  the  port  of  Fair  Havens,  and  I  believe  I  have 
said  all  that  can  be  said  concerning  it.  It  is  a 
very  uninteresting  bay,  nearly  landlocked  ;  the 
shore  is  uninhabited  ;  the  whole  appearance  of 
the  island  desolate  and  lonesome.  If  in  Paul's^ 
day  it  looked  as  now,  it  must  have  been  a  dreary 
stay  that  they  made  here. 

Already  I  am  aware  that  my  narrative  is  ex- 
ceeding the  length  which  the  Magazine  limits 

will  permit,  and  we  liaA-e  but  followed  the  great 
Apostle  to  the  commencement  of  the  most  per- 

ilous, and  perhaps  the  most  interesting,  part  of 
his  voyage  to  Home. 
We  did  not  follow  the  track  of  his  storm- 

driven  ship.  Weathering  Clauda,  the  island 
that  lies  where  it  lay  in  his  day,  we  ran  along 
the  coast,  and  called  in  a  few  days  afterward  at 
Kanea,  where  you  will  remember  we  made  a 
visit  in  our  cruise  among  the  Greek  islands. 
Thence  we  went  up  to  8yra,  to  post  letters  and 
to  gather  up  what  might  be  there  awaiting  our 
arrival. 

And  there  Stephen  Strong  heard  that  his  old 
aunt  would  not  be  in  the  house  in  Connecticut 

l-AUl  HAVENS.— ISLAND  OK  CBETK 
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to  ask  him  about  Taul  and  Tarsus,  for  she  had 
gone  to  the  company  of  all  the  faithful,  old  and 
young,  of  all  ages,  who  believed  in  the  Saviour 
of  the  man  of  Tarsus,  and  whose  faith  was  tlie 
faith  he  left  Seleucia  to  preach.  And  I  heard, 
too,  that  my  old  friend  was  dead — my  fellow- 
traveler  in  many  lands,  with  whom  I  climbed 
the  Alps,  and  afterward  tried  the  snowy  sides 
of  Ararat,  whose  voice  I  had  often  heard  cheer- 

ily across  the  desert,  in  our  wanderings  of  old 
to  Sinai  and  Akabah  and  along  the  Tigris ; 
with  whom  I  had  lain  in  starry  nights  on  the 
Mount  of  Olives,  and  heard  the  song  of  the 
morning  stars,  still  clear  and  glorious  as  in  the 
morning  of  creation — as  they  will  verily  continue 
to  sing  it  forever  and  forever  above  that  hill,  and 
in  the  heavens  when  the  hill  is  gone,  and  Jeru- 

salem shall  be  but  a  memory  of  God's  exceed- 
ing goodness  and  glory. 

We  were  coming  out  from  Syra.  The  wind 
was  light  and  we  had  all  the  canvas  on  her — 
top-sails  and  studding-sails  all  set — and  were 
forging  slowly  by  the  point  of  the  reef,  when  we 
saw  the  French  steamer  coming  in  from  Con- 

stantinople. She  was  overdue  three  days,  and 
we  had  no  expectation  of  seeing  her  at  all ;  but 
as  it  was  possible  she  might  bring  more  letters, 
we  went  back,  and  let  go  an  anchor  just  abreast 
of  a  little  tavern  which  rejoices  in  the  classical 
name  of  the  Bevodoxslou  oTiuv  tCjv  EdpQv,  and 
the  steamer  swung  to  her  anchor  close  aboard 
of  us — so  close,  indeed,  that  the  commander 
thought  proper  to  abuse  us  a  little  over  his 
quarter  for  anchoring  where  he  intended  to,  and 
therefor  he  received  a  sound  drubbing  in  words 
from  the  skipper,  even  my  friend  S  ,  who 
intimated  very  decidedly  that  he  would  sink  the 
steamer  for  the  merest  trifle.  At  this  the  Gaul 
was  astounded.  He  wondered  who  command- 

ed the  spiteful  little  craft ;  but  he  was  prudent- 
ly silent  when  he  caught  sight  of  the  American 

ensign  lying  on  the  companion-way. 
Meantime,  while  S  and  the  Frenchman 

were  exchanging  salutes,  the  rest  of  us  were 
eying  a  group  of  ladies  on  the  deck  of  the 
steamer,  who,  leaning  over  the  rail,  were  dis- 

cussing the  merits  of  the  Lotus.  They  had 
been  so  looking  for  some  minutes,  when  one  of 
them  shouted, 

' '  Peter !    Mother — Mary— it's  Peter ! " 
And  Peter  looked  up  under  the  sun-bonnet 

and  ugly  that  shaded  the  prettiest  face  he  had 
seen  in  a  month,  and  recognized  one  of  the 
best  of  little  girls  from  that  village  that  he  calls 
home.  And  forthwith,  disregarding  the  yellow 
flag  at  the  fore  which  announced  that  the  steam- 

er had  not  yet  received  pratique,  Peter  hoisted 
himself  into  the  drains  and  incontinently  made 
his  way  to  the  deck  and  into  the  arms  of  the 
same  sweet  girl ;  for  if  a  man  may  kiss  a  fair 
face  ever,  assuredly  it  is  when  he  meets  one 
such  from  a  far  home  suddenly  and  joyously 
in  a  strange  land.  Kissing  her,  I  considered 
myself  kissing  all  the  old  folks  and  the  young 
folks  of  that  dear  village.  It  was  a  representa- 

tive kiss.    I  kissed  her,  first,  as  respectfully  as 

I  would  kiss  my  grandmother's  elder  sister ; 
and,  second,  as  lovingly  as  I  would  kiss  my  own 
sister  ;  and,  thirdly  and  fourthly  and  fifthly  and 
— but  never  mind  the  others.  It  was  a  glad 
meeting  to  all  of  us.  We  who  had  been  the 
inhabitants  of  a  quiet  little  American  village, 
where  there  is  a  saw-mill  and  an  academy  with 
a  tinned  cupola,  and  a  little  old  church  and 
grave-yard,  and  a  pond  in  which  the  ducks  and 
geese  do  swim  daily,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
we  met  on  the  waters  of  the  ̂ gean  Sea,  with 
the  waves  of  a  thousand  classic  and  heroic  mem- 

ories rolling  around  us.  They  were  going  to 
Athens. 

"  Would  they  let  us  take  them  there  ?" 
"Most  gladly." 
So  we  got  them  down  the  side  and  into  the 

cabin  of  the  Lotus,  and  their  baggage  came  over 
after  them,  and  the  breeze  which  had  been  wait- 

ing for  them  now  rose  to  drive  us  westward,  and 
when  the  sun  went  down  that  evening  we  saw 
his  last  rays  on  the  white  summit  of  the  Acrop- olis. 

"  See,  Lucy  Gray,  that  spot  yonder,  red  as 
crimson,  is  the  Parthenon!" 

Oh,  Peter,  Philip  W  told  me  so  much 
of  the  Parthenon  the  last  days  that  he  lived  I" 

"Philip ?— Philip ?    Is  he  dead ?" 
"  Yes — did  you  not  know  it  ?" 
"Philip — my  friend — my  brother,  dead?" 
"ExTop,  kfiol  6e  fidXiara  XeXelyJ/erai  aXyea  Xvjpd. 
Ou  7ap  /loi  &vi]aKutv  Aexewv  eK  xeipa?  opefav* 
Ovbe  Tt  fxoi  etTTcy  'jtvkivov  t'n-or,  6v  t6  kcv  alei Me.fxvrjfir]v  vvktu^  re  Kai  tifxara  daKpvxtovaa. 
I  think  I  may  be  pardoned  that  quotation, 

even  though  the  bro^vn  eyes  before  me  looked 
Avonderingly  into  mine  as  I  recited  the  melan- 

choly words  of  the  white-armed  Andromache. 
For  once,  in  former  years,  when  we  had  intel- 

ligence of  the  death  of  a  beloved  friend,  I  had 
heard  him  recite  them,  on  the  shore  of  the  same 
sea — a  distant  shore  indeed,  and  now  as  I  heard 
of  his  death,  they  came  to  my  lips  with  a  force 
and  fervor  I  could  not  resist ;  for  I  loved  him 
well,  as  some  who  will  read  this  know,  and  his 
grave  is  to  me  most  holy.  Such  are  the  sad- 

dest incidents  of  foreign  and  far  travel. 
Will  you  believe  it — we  did  not  intend  to  go 

ashore  to  see  the  Parthenon,  nor  once  set  foot 
within  the  lines  of  the  walls  of  ancient  Athens  ? 
Landing  our  passengers  and  seeing  them  safely 
in  a  carriage,  we  returned  to  the  ship  and  slept 
that  night.  When  we  woke  in  the  morning, 
Jackson  had  finished  his  marketing,  and  we  had 

supplies  in  coops  and  pens  for  a  two  weeks'  voy- age. The  wind  was  fair,  and  we  proposed  to 
sail  in  the  early  forenoon :  but  on  reflecting  that 
Athens  was  not  to  be  revisited  every  year  in 
one's  life,  we  changed  our  minds,  and  rode  up 
the  fine  avenue  from  the  Piraeus,  and  found  our 
friends  at  Demetri's.  That  evening  we  had  a 
moonlight  walk  to  the  Acropolis,  and,  by  dint 
of  silver,  we  got  into  the  inclosure.  and  the  wood- 

en legged  and  headed  guardian  let  us  sit  down 
an  hour  in  the  white  ruins  of  the  Parthenon,  and 
after  that  we  saw  the  ladies  safe  in  their  hotel, 
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and  the  gentlemen  too,  though,  if  I  recollect 
aright,  I  have  not  before  mentioned  them,  and 
then,  with  pistols  loaded  and  capped,  we  filled 
a  carriage  and  drove  down  to  the  Pirceiis  and 
boarded  the  Lotus.  The  wind  blew  toward 
vEgina,  and  we  were  away. 

And  now,  as  Ave  go  driving  or  drifting  down 
the  sea  to  Malta,  will  you  read  joxxr  Bible  a 
little  and  recall  the  incidents  of  Paul's  ship- 

wreck, that  you  may  save  me  the  necessity  of 
recounting  them  ?  There  is  an  incident  in  the 
voyage  that  is  specially  interesting.  I  allude 
to  the  undcrgirding  of  the  ship.  This  is  not 
unknown  in  modern  times.  The  author  I  have 
before  referred  to  gives  some  instances,  but  a 
remarkable  one  is  found  in  a  recent  newspaper 
account  of  the  burning  of  the  Sarah  Sands 
steamer  on  a  voyage  to  India,  which  is  wortliy 
of  being  preserved  in  connection  with  this  sub- 

ject. She  sailed  from  Portsmouth,  England, 
I6th  August,  1857,  with  nearly  four  lumdred 
passengers  on  board,  chiefly  troops,  and  some 
women  and  children.  On  the  11  th  November, 
in  the  afternoon,  she  took  fire,  and  burned  all 
night.  The  scene  was  sufficiently  terrible,  but 
forms  no  part  of  my  present  narrative.  I  extract 
the  latter  portion  of  the  description  from  an 
English  paper : 

"  The  flames  were  gradually  beaten  back,  and 
by  daylight  Avas  accomplished  their  entire  an- 

nihilation. It  was  not  till  then  that  the  fear- 
ful havoc  made  by  the  fire  Avas  clearly  ascer- 

tained. The  after-part  of  the  ship  Avas  burned 
out,  merely  its  shell  remaining ;  and  now  an- 

other fate  threatened  her.    The  gale  still  pre- 

vailed, and  the  ship  Avas  rolling  and  pitching 
in  a  heaA-^y  sea,  constantly  shipping  considerable 
Avater  at  the  port  quarter,  Avhich  had  been  blown 
out  by  the  explosion.  She  had  fifteen  feet  of 
Avater  in  her  hold,  and  actiA'e  steps  had  to  be 
taken  to  prcA^ent  her  foundering.  All  the  men 
were  set  to  the  pumps  and  bailing  Avater  oxit  of 
the  hold.  Captain  Castle,  fearing  the  stern 
Avould  fall  out,  got  two  haAvsers  under  her  bot- 

tom and  made  them  taut;  the  next  difficulty 
was  to  stop  the  AA'ater  Avhicli  was  pouring  in 
through  the  quarter.  Spare  sails  and  blankets 
Avere  placed  OA^er  the  opening,  and  the  leak  Avas 
partially  stopped.  There  Avas  no  abatement  in 
the  gale  during  the  morning,  and  in  CA'cry  heave 
of  the  ship  the  AA'ater  tanks  in  the  hold,  Avhich 
had  got  loose,  Avere  dashed  from  one  side  to  the 
other.  The  state  of  the  ship,  and  the  continued 
severity  of  the  AA'cather,  rendered  the  constant 
Avorking  of  the  pumps  and  the  bailing  imj)era- 
tive.  It  was  not  till  tAvo  o'clock  in  the  after- 

noon that  the  boat  containing  the  AA^omcn  and 
children  could  be  got  alongside.  They  A\'ere 
got  on  board,  and  the  other  boats  Avhich  had 
been  ordered  off  during  the  raging  of  the  fire 
returned,  Avith  the  exception  of  the  gig,  Avhich 
had  been  SAvamped  during  the  night.  The  of- 

ficer in  charge  of  her,  liOAvever,  Mr.  Wood,  and 
the  hands,  Avere  picked  up  by  another  boat. 
During  the  remainder  of  the  day,  the  folloAving 
night,  and  the  succeeding  day,  the  Avhole  of  the 
hands  and  troops  Avcre  engaged  in  Avorking  the 
pumps  and  clearing  the  ship  of  the  Avater,  By 
the  cA-ening  of  the  13th  the  crcAV  succeeded  in 
securing  the  stern  and  getting  steerage-way  on 
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the  ship.  She  had  then  drifted  as  far  as  long. 
13°  12'  S.  Captain  Castle  then  set  all  sail  and 
bore  up  in  the  hope  of  making  the  Mauritius, 
and,  to  the  joy  of  all  on  board,  made  that  port 

in  eight  days,  where  her  arrival  and  mar^'clous 
escape  excited  considerable  sensation." This  account,  I  think,  has  peculiar  interest  in 
reading  the  history  of  the  voyage  of  Paul  to 
Rome.  We  devoted  the  most  of  our  time  for 
five  days  to  reading  books  which  gave  us  some 
insight  into  the  character  of  the  Apostle.  On 
the  sixth  we  saw  JEtna  in  the  northern  hori- 

zon, and  reached  Malta  that  night. 
It  was  after  midnight,  and  the  moon  was 

ghining  quietly  down  in  the  streets  of  Yaletta 
as  we  landed  at  the  foot  of  the  Nix  Mangiari 
stairs,  and  passing  through  the  gateways  which 
opened  to  our  polite  requisition,  climbed  the 
beggar's  ladder  to  the  main  street  of  the  city. 
We  were  comfortably  housed  at  the  Duns- 

ford  in  the  Strada  Reale,  and  made  ourselves 
at  home  for  a  fortnight.  The  drive  out  to  St. 

Paul's  Bay,  of  course,  occupied  a  day  or  two, 
or  three ;  that  is,  we  drove  out  several  times, 
and  looked  over  the  coast  and  the  spot  where 
the  tradition  locates  the  shipwreck.    It  may  be, 

8TBKKT  IN  VALETTA,  MALTA. 

or  it  may  not  be,  the  exact  point.  It  answers 
well  enough  the  account  of  Luke  ;  and  perhaps 
it  is  just  as  well  to  believe  it.  But  the  spot 
possesses  no  attractions  in  itself. 

The  idea  that  this  Malta  was  the  Malta  of 

St.  Paul's  shipwreck  will  always  be  a  subject  of 
some  doubt,  though  certainly  the  weight  of  ev- 

idence is  in  its  favor.  The  principal  argument 
against  it  is  contained  in  the  statement  that  they 
reached  Malta  in  the  fourteenth  night,  "as  we 
were  driven  up  and  down  in  Adria."  It  is  cer- 

tainly not  in  the  Adriatic  Sea  ;  yet  it  is  equal- 
ly true  that  some  ancient  authors  did  consider 

the  Adriatic  as  extending  nearly  over  to  the 
African  coast.  But  I  shall  not  pause  here  to 
discuss  the  question. 

"Pierre  Laroche  wants  to  go  home.  Shall 
we  ship  him  by  steamer,  or  take  him  in  the 
Lotus  T 

"  Let  us  take  him,  by  all  means.  We  can 
run  across  to  Naples,  and  coast  along  by  Civita 
Vecchia  and  Leghorn  ;  call  on  the  Venus  of 
the  Uffizi,  and  hear  lots  of  news,  and  see  lots 

of  people  ;  run  into  Genoa,  and,  if  Pierre  don't 
want  to  hurry,  we'll  all  go  up  to  the  Isola  Bella 
together,  and  cross  the  Simplon." So  it  was  decided ; 

and  the  next  day  the 
JjOtus  was  dancing  gay- 

ly  along  by  the  south- -"-7  cast  mountains  of  Sici- 
ly,  and  -^tna  stood  up 
majestically  in  the  sky 
before  us.  As  the  strait 
narrowed,  and  we  ap- 

proached Charybdis,  we went  into  the  long, 
landlocked  harbor  of 
Messina,  and  let  go  an 
anchor  while  we  went 
on  shore  to  see  the  ca- 

thedral and  the  won- ders. 
It  was  a  wild  storm 

which  burst  on  us  as 
we  sailed  through  the 

straits  of  Sylla  that  aft- 
ernoon ^  not  the  narrow 

passage  that  poetry  has 
made  it,  but  a  good 
broad  arm  of  the  sea — 
a  mile,  perhaps  three 
miles,  in  width.  But 
tlie  storm  was  only  a 

l)assing  thunder-cloud. The  Lotus  flew  before  it 
like  a  frightened  bird, 
touching  the  white  foam 
(\ij)s  with  her  snowy 
Ineast,  and  dashing 
tliG-.n  up  in  still  whiter 
spray.  As  the  sun  went 
c]ov*-n  the  last  rays  shone 
M'ith  a  splendor  no  words 
can  describe  on  a  mass 
of  chiuds  that  gathered 
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in  tlie  northwestern  horizon  ;  and  two  hours 
afterward  the  clouds  went  up  into  the  skv,  and 
revealed  to  our  wondering  eyes  the  majestic 
summit  of  Stromboli. 

The  next  night  after  that  we  dined  in  sump- 
tuous style  at  the  Victoria  in  Naples;  but — 

what  will  you  think  of  us  ? — though  we  had 

been  now  more  than  a  month  engaged  in  fol- 
lowing the  vo3'ages  of  tlie  Apostle  Taul,  we 

had  been  twice  to  Pozzuoli  before  we  remem- 
bered any  one  but  Virgil !  So  do  ancient  le- 

gends, stories,  and  songs  overcome  in  our  af- 
fections and  memories  the  sublime  histor--  of 

the  faith  of  Paul  ! 

MODEEN  NAX'LtS. 
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STRAIN'S  GALLOP  ACROSS  THE 
PAMPAS. 

MENDOZA— City  of  the  Plain— is  so'  com- pletely hedged  in  with  poplars  that  it  can 
hardly  be  seen  till  one  is  actually  in  the  streets. 
Having  passed  this  barrier  the  traveler  finds  the 
suburbs  pleasing.  Instead  of  the  poor  and  di- 

lapidated tenements  that  usually  surround  a 
city,  pleasant  cottages,  shaded  with  trees  and 
encircled  by  gardens  filled  with  fruit  or  planted 
with  clover,  greet  the  eye  on  every  side. 

Next  morning  after  his  arrival,  Strain  was 
informed  by  Frederico  and  his  father-in-law 
tliat  it' would  be  necessary  to  visit  the  police- 
office,  to  have  his  passport  vi^eed;  and,  as  a 
preliminary  step,  he  must  mount  the  devisa  of 
the  Rosas  party,  which  consisted  of  a  red  ribbon 
in  the  button-hole  and  on  the  hat.  To  this  he 
stoutly  objected ;  but,  on  being  told  that  without 
these  badges  he  could  not  get  access  to  the  gov- 

ernment-house, he  reluctantly  consented.  Pass- 
ing through  some  brigand-looking  soldiers  call- 
ed the  guard,  he  reached  the  Chief  of  Police, 

liimself  a  fit  person  to  be  their  leader,  and  pre- 

sented his  passport.  He  then  pointed  to  his 
badges,  and  asked  if  he  was  expected  to  wear 
them.  Being  answered  in  the  affirmative  he 
remonstrated,  saying  that  he  was  an  American 
officer,  and  to  wear  the  badges  of  one  party 
made  him  a  partisan,  which  was  contrary  to  the 
instructions  of  his  Government.  He  quoted  in- 

ternational law,  and  tried  in  every  way  to  in- 
duce him  to  change  his  determination.  Find- 

ing that  argument  and  expostulation  were  alike 
lost  on  him,  he  quietly  took  the  ribbons  from 
his  hat  and  coat  and  flung  them  on  the  floor, 
saying,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  would  be 
obliged  to  him  if  he  would  make  out  his  pass- 

port to  Valparaiso,  whither  he  would  return, 
and  represent,  through  our  charge  des  affaires 
there,  to  Rosas,  that  an  American  naval  officer 
was  forbidden  by  him  from  traveling  peacefully 
through  the  Argentine  provinces.  This  determ- 

ination changed  the  position  of  affairs,  and  the 
Chief  of  Police  said  he  would  not  insist  upon 
it,  but  advised  him  to  wear  the  devisa  for  his 
own  personal  safety,  as  the  common  people 
might  attack  him.     Strain  replied  that  he  had 
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no  apprelicnsioii  on  that  score ;  and  lie  was  al- 
lowed to  traverse  the  city,  not  only  without  the 

badj^es,  but  with  a  lon^  beard,  which  had  been 
proscribed  because  of  its  sujjposed  resemblance 
to  the  letter  U,  which  stood  for  the  Unitarians, 
their  enemies. 

His  victory,  however,  cost  liim  some  incon- 
venience, for  without  the  dcrisd  he  could  not 

•ntcr  a  government  office,  and  hence  had  to  re- 
sort to  a  friend  to  get  his  letters  from  the  post- 

office. 
He  staid  a  week  in  Mcndoza,  waiting  for  the 

arrival  of  a  gentleman  with  whom  he  had  agreed 
to  cross  the  pampas  to  Buenos  Ayres.  He  thns 
had  leisure  to  study  the  habits  of  this  isolated 
people.  One  could  hardly  be  in  a  civilized  city 
and  yet  more  completely  out  of  the  world  than 
in  Mendoza.  On  one  side  stretches  a  plain 
nearly  eleven  hundred  miles  in  extent,  over 
which  roam  herds  of  half-wild  cattle  or  wilder 
Indians,  living  on  pillage  ;  and  blocked  on  the 
other  by  the  Andes  range,  that  can  be  traversed 
only  on  the  backs  of  mules,  through  dangerous 
passes. 

With  a  mountain  and  desert  on  either  hand, 
both  equally  difficult  and  dangerous  to  pass,  its 
inhabitants  can  engage  in  but  little  commerce, 
and  live  a  listless,  lazy  life. 

Sir  Francis  Head,  in  describing  them,  says : 
"Provisions  are  cheap,  and  the  persons  who 
bring  them  quiet  and  civil ;  the  climate  is  ex- 

hausting, and  the  whole  population  indolent. 
Mais  que  voulez  vous?  How  can  the  people  of 
Mendoza  be  otherwise  ?  Their  situation  dooms 
them  to  inactivity.  They  are  bounded  by  the 
Andes  and  by  the  pampas,  and,  with  such  for- 

midable and  relentless  barriers  around  them, 
what  have  they  to  do  with  the  history,  or  im- 

provements, or  the  notions  of  the  rest  of  the 
world  ?  Their  wants  are  few,  and  nature  read- 

ily supplies  them.  The  day  is  long,  and  there- 
fore, as  soon  as  they  have  had  their  breakfasts, 

and  have  made  a  few  arrangements  for  their 
supper,  it  is  so  very  hot  that  they  go  to  sleep ; 
and  what  could  they  do  better?" 

After  dinner  the  stores  and  shops  are  closed, 
the  streets  are  deserted,  no  one  is  moving,  and 
the  whole  city,  men  and  animals,  arc  asleep, 
and  the  place  appears  like  a  city  of  the  dead. 
The  habits  of  the  people  are  filthy,  and  often 
disgusting.  Into  the  room  in  which  Strain 
dined  a  bedchamber  opened,  with  the  bed  un- 

made at  meal-time,  while  dirty  children  rolled 
about  on  the  floor  among  mangy  dogs.  His 
bed  was  not  made  nor  the  rooms  swept  during 
the  whole  week  he  remained  there,  except  by 
himself.  Disgusted  with  his  quarters,  he  one 
day  went  to  the  Posada  and  ordered  a  meal,  to 
see  if  he  could  not  make  a  change  for  the  bet- 

ter, but  he  found  it  still  more  repulsive.  The 
room  was  dirty,  while  the  young  guacho  who 
waited  on  him  was  loaded  with  filth.  The 
ragged  urchin  had,  however,  on  his  bare  feet,  a 
huge  pair  of  jingling  spurs,  to  show  his  gentil- 

ity among  the  herdsmen  of  the  pampas,  and  that 
he  was  only  temporarily  there,  his  proper  place 

being  upon  the  back  of  a  h<jrsc  scouring  tl»<* 

plains. The  city  contains  about  12,000  inhabitants, 
but  olVcrs  nothing  of  interest  except  its  Alame- 

da, or  public  promenade,  a  mile  long,  and  shad- 
ed by  several  rows  of  magnificent  poj)lars,  and 

cooled  by  a  murmuring  brook  that  Hows  along 
its  nuirgin.  Formerly  it  must  have  been  ex- 

ceedingly bcautii'ul,  but  it  is  now  much  neg- 
lected, and  left  untrimmed.  (Jf  a  summer  even- 

ing it  is  crowded  with  people,  and  presents  a 
lively  and  singular  aj)pearance.  Benches  made 
of  mud  are  scattered  round,  on  which  men  and 
women  are  sitting,  smoking  cigars  or  eating 
ices.  Others  arc  strolling  up  and  down,  under 
the  shadow  of  the  i)oi)lars,  lulled  by  the  mur- 

mur of  the  rivulet  and  cooled  by  its  freshness, 
while  at  inten'als  a  band  of  music  strikes  up 
some  ftivorite  air.  But  the  most  extraordinary 
part  of  this  spectacle  is  presented  by  the  num- 

ber of  women  bathing  along  the  nuirgin  of  this 
promenade.  Women  of  all  ages,  stripped  na- 

ked, tumble  about  in  the  water,  which  is  only 
about  knee-deep,  with  all  the  freedom  and  ap- 

parently unconsciousness  they  would  in  the  most 
secluded  retreat.  The  bent  and  shriveled  lig- 
ure  of  an  old  woman,  the  full,  faultless  form 
of  a  girl  of  eighteen,  and  the  plump,  chubby 
child,  meet  the  eye  at  every  step.  Shakspcp.re 
says  that 

"  The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough 
If  she  unmask  hci"  beauties  to  tlic  moon." 

But  Shakspeare  was  not  acquainted  with  tlic 
ladies  of  Mendoza,  nor  their  amount  of  prodi- 

gality. In  broad  daylight,  morning  and  even- 
ing, men  and  women,  naked,  bathe  with  the 

coolest  indifference  together  along  the  pub- 
lic promenade.  To  a  stranger  the  scene  is  a 

most  extraordinary  one ;  but  the  })eople  of  Men- 
doza regard  it  wdth  the  same  indifference  they 

would  the  bathing  of  so  many  children.  It  is 
their  system  to  enjoy  life,  and  the  coolness  of 
this  mountain  stream  offers  a  strong  temptation 
to  them,  weary  and  heated  by  the  summer  sun ; 
but  one  would  think  they  might  find  other 
methods  of  getting  its  benefits. 

Strain's  journal  of  one  day  will  answer  for  a 
description  of  every  day  he  passed  in  ]Mendoza. 
About  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  while  still 
in  bed,  a  female  servant  brought  him  his  tea  in 
a  small  silver-mounted  gourd,  which  he  was  ex- 
jjected  to  drink  through  a  silver  tube.  He  then 
rose,  or  took  another  nap  till  breakfast  at  ten. 
Between  that  and  dinner  he  passed  the  time 
with  an  Englishman  whom  he  found  there,  and 
a  Scotch  physician.  After  dinner,  of  course, 
the  invariable  siesta.  Having  no  books  to  read, 
and  the  air  without  being  intensely  hot,  there 
was  nothing  to  do  but  take  a  nap  also. 

He  says:  "After  the  siesta,  and  when  the 
declining  sun  and  the  afternoon  breeze  have 
made  the  temperature  somewhat  more  bear- 

able, I  frequently  rode  in  the  suburbs,  whiclf 
are  highly  cultivated,  and,  being  shaded  by 
trees  covered  with  vegetation,  and  abounding 
with  vineyards  whose  vines  bent  beneath  their 
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luscious  loads,  were  really  delightful.  In 
these  rides  I  sometimes  called  at  a  country 
house,  where  the  richer  denizens  of  the  city 
had  retired  for  the  summer,  and  enjoyed  the 
liheral  hospitality  of  the  owners,  drinking  a 
glass  of  cana  with  the  father,  smoking  a  cigar- 
ito  with  the  ancient  matrons,  whom  I  astonish- 

ed by  the  *  length  of  viy  heard  and  the  extent  of 
niij  travels^'  and  listening  to  the  wild,  though 
[)leasing  and  plaintive  songs  of  the  senoritas, 
who,  accompanying  themselves  on  the  guitar, 
sung  without  being  pressed,  and  without  the  ar- 

ray of  maudlin  excuses  so  common  in  some 
other  countries  boasting  a  higher  degree  of  so- 

cial refinement,  and  rightly  considering  that 
they  were  conferring  upon  me  a  favor  for  which 
1  ought  not  to  be  expected  to  importune  them. 
Returning  from  my  ride  I  visited  some  families 
with  whom  I  had  become  acquainted,  and  was 
almost  invariably  entertained  with  music,  tea, 
and  cigars.  No  excuse,  apology,  or  invitation 
is  considered  necessary  should  the^ guest  during 
his  visit  wish  to  smoke.  He  simply  takes  out 
his  cigarito,  and  either  striking  a  light  with  the 
Hint  and  steel,  with  which  every  one  is  provided, 
or  receiving  one  at  the  hands  of  one  of  the  fam- 

ily, puffs  away  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  course. 
The  older  ladies  will  frequently  join  him,  or, 
perhaps,  take  the  initiative  ;  but  the  younger 
ones  seldom  smoke,  at  least  in  company  with 
strangers,  being  aware  that  it  is  not  considered 
'  comme  il  faut'  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  Among 
the  more  refined  in  the  city  it  is  necessary  to 
ask  for  a  national  song  to  have  it  sung,  as  Ital- 

ian operas  have  banished  them  almost  entirely 
from  the  drawing-rooms,  and  I  have  been  sur- 
j)rised  to  hear  cavatinas  and  arias  from  even 
tlie  most  recent  operas  in  this  remote  city,  where 
so  few  other  elements  of  European  refinement 
have  found  their  way.  Ercnch  and  Italian 
dances  and  songs  are  as  familiar  as  household 
words,  where  the  substantial  improvements  of 
the  Anglo-Saxon  race  are  considered  almost  in 
the  light  of  pleasing  pictures.  While  in  the 
country,  the  same  ladies  who  would  accompany 
the  music  of  Bellini,  Rossini,  or  Donizetti,  on 
the  piano,  will  take  up  a  guitar  and  sing  their 
Spanish  songs  Avitliout  a  special  request ;  thus 
showing  an  appropriateness  to  time  and  place 
which  does  not  always  distinguish  musical  am- 

ateurs. The  Spanish  voice  I  can  not  consider 
tiusical,  as  there  is  almost  invariably  something 
^larsh  in  its  tones — whether  due  to  the  charac- 

ter of  the  indigenous  music,  or  some  peculiar 
construction  of  the  larynx,  I  am  not  able  to 
j)ronounce,  though,  on  account  of  its  universal- 

ity, I  am  inclined  to  the  latter  opinion.  Among 
the  ladies  with  whom  I  became  acquainted  in 
Mendoza  were  some  fair  specimens  of  the  mez- 

zo-soprano voice  ;  and  one,  particularly,  sung 
the  beautiful  barcarole  from  Marino  Faliero 
with  a  taste  and  execution  I  have  seldom  heard 
Surpassed.  My  evenings  were  generally  passed 
at  the  house  of  the  ex-Governor,  Don  Tomas  Go- 
doy  Cruz,  who  gives  tertulias  every  evening,  to 
wliich  his  acquaintances,  male  or  female,  come 

or  not  at  their  discretion,  invitations  once  given 
being  considered  as  extending  '  ad  injiyiituvi'— 
an  arrangement  which  possesses  its  peculiar  ad- 

vantages for  the  few  strangers  who  may  find 
themselves  in  Mendoza.  On  Sunday  evening 
the  rooms  are  generally  full ;  while  any  even- 

ing there  is  enough  to  get  up  a  quadrille  or 
polka  in  the  drawing-room  ;  while  Don  Tonias 
entertains  his  male  guests  in  his  sanctum  ad- 

joining with  cana,  cigaritos,  and  cake." 
At  length,  on  the  evening  of  the  12th  of 

March,  Strain  learned  that  Senior  M  ,  who 
was  to  be  his  companion  across  the  pampas, 
had  arrived  the  night  before.  He  immediately 
called  upon  him,  and,  to  his  surprise,  found  him 
entirely  changed  in  his  demeanor.  He  made 
no  apology  for  not  notifying  him.  of  his  arrival ; 
could  not  tell  when  he  should  be  ready  to  leave  ; 
in  short,  treated  the  whole  matter  cavalierly. 
The  same  evening  Strain  met  him  again  at  the 
house  of  Don  Tomas,  where  he  set  himself  up 
for  an  oracle  ;  talked  loud  and  in  an  overbear- 

ing manner,  to  which  the  Mendozans  present 
submitted  meekly.  This  puzzled  him,  and 
made  him  not  a  little  anxious  to  know  more 
of  his  history  before  trusting  himself  in  his 
company  in  the  long  journey  across  the  pam- 

pas. No  one  knew  where  he  was  born,  though 
he  hailed  from  Buenos  Ayres.  He  was  evident- 

ly an  adventurer,  but  held  in  awe  by  the  people 
of  Mendoza,  because  they  suspected  him  of  be- 

ing a  secret  agent  of  Rosas.  Having  learned 
thus  mucli.  Strain  called  on  him  again  to  as- 

certain when  he  proposed  to  start.  The  Seiior 
quietly  informed  him  that  he  had  concluded  to 
postpone  their  departure  for  some  days ;  kindly 
promising,  however,  to  give  him  timely  notice. 
He  added,  by-the-way,  in  the  most  indifferent 
manner,  that  he  had  changed  his  plan  of  trav- 

eling, and  that  they  would  cross  the  plains  in  a 
carriage  instead  of  on  horseback  ;  and,  without 
asking  him  to  be  seated,  remarked  that  he  was 
then  busy,  but  would  be  happy  to  see  him  at 
dinner,  and  dismissed  him  Avith  a  graceful  bow. 

Strain  was  so  completely  taken  aback  by  the 
coolness  and  assurance  of  the  whole  proceeding 
that  he  departed  without  uttering  a  word.  Ar- 

riving at  the  house  of  a  friend,  he  asked  for  pen 
and  paper,  and  politely  informed  the  Senor  that 
the  mode  of  travel  he  had  selected  was  different 
from  his  own,  and  that  he  should  have  to  de- 

prive himself  of  the  pleasure  of  his  society  dur- 
ing the  transit  across  the  plains  in  the  carriage, 

as  he  should  start  with  the  Government  courier 
on  horseback  in  the  morning. 

To  carry  out  this  hasty  determination  re- 
quired activity.  He  first  saw  the  courier,  who 

agreed  to  take  him  through  for  forty-five  dol- 
lars, and  pay  all  charges  for  horses  and  food. 

This  was  reasonable  ;  for  he  would  have  to  pay 
about  twenty  dollars  for  post-horses,  leaving  him 

only  twenty-five  to  meet  the  expenses  of  Strain's food  and  reimburse  himself.  Having  arranged 
this  satisfactorily,  he  got  new  reins  for  his  bri- 

dle, a  pair  of  holster-pistols,  and  a  pair  of 
chifres,  or  bullock-horns,  in  which  to  carry 
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wiitcr  or  spirits,  as  circumstances  required. 
Ilavinpj  couij)lctcd  his  proparutions,  lie  went  to 
take  leave  of  J)oii  Frederico.  lie  found  him 
quite  ill  in  bed,  but  not  so  sick,  as  to  be  unable 
r.o  look  after  his  own  interests.  The  fellow 
made  not  the  slightest  allusion  to  the  money 
he  had  borrowed,  but  uttered  a  casual  remark 
respecting  the  mules,  which  he  said  were  sever- 

al leagues  in  the  courttry.  "  Oh  yes,"  replied 
vStraiu  ;  "  those  mules,  you  will  please  send 
them  to  my  friend  the  doctor."  He  was  caught 
at  last.  Having  charged  Strain  fifty  dollars  for 
them,  when  they  were  worth  but  thirty,  he  had 
sent  them  into  the  country  out  of  the  way,  so 
that  at  his  departure  they  would  revert  to  him 
by  default.  There  was  not  much  affection 
wasted  in  this  leave-taking.  With  his  pretty 
little  wife,  however,  Strain  parted  far  more  cor- 

dially. He  esteemed  her  for  her  unvarying 
amiability  and  gentleness,  while  he  felt  a  deep 
sympathy  for  her  in  being  tied  for  life  to  such 
a  selfish,  unscrupulous  scoundrel  as  Don  Fred- 

erico. As  he  turned  away  he  thought  to  him- 
self, "  Alas !  poor  girl,  you,  too,  have  been  deal- 

ing in  animals  ;  but  when  you  eventually  dis- 
cover the  fraud,  you  will  find  it  more  difficult 

fo  dispose  of  your  bargain  than  I  do  in  get- 
«^ing  rid  of  my  mules!"  It  was  now  between 
nine  and  ten  o'clock,  and  he  returned  to  the 
Doctor's  house  to  take  his  long-delayed  dinner. 
Before  sitting  down,  however,  he  gave  him  a 
written  order  for  the  mules,  which  the  latter 
had  the  shrewdness  to  send  round  immediately 
for  Don  Frederico's  acceptance.  After  dinner 
the  hours  passed  swiftly  in  conversation,  until, 
at  length,  Strain  remarked  that  he  must  get 
some  rest  for  the  next  day's  journey.  To  this 
the  Doctor  would  not  listen  ;  he  could  not  let 
go  of  the  only  link  w^hich  connected  him  with 
his  home ;  and  bringing  a  new  supply  of  cigars, 
proposed  to  finish  the  night.  Not  many  weeks 
after  this  the  kind  Doctor  was  found  murdered 
in  his  bed. 

At  daylight  Strain  repaired  to  the  place  ap- 
pointed to  meet  the  courier,  and  found  him  and 

the  postillion,  with  the  horses  saddled  and  bri- 
dled, waiting  for  him.  With  an  affectionate 

adieu  to  his  friends  he  turned  away,  and,  strik- 
ing into  a  gallop,  soon  left  the  ancient  city  of 

Mendoza  behind  him.  The  wind  blew  fresh 
and  free  from  the  plains  ;  and  with  his  blood 
quickened  by  the  thought  that  he  had  entered 
upon  a  new  existence,  he  dashed  on  at  a  rapid 
pace. 
About  nine  miles  from  Mendoza  they  stopped 

to  obtain  regular  post-horses.  The  party  con- 
sisted of  three.  The  Government  courier  was  a 

man  about  fifty,  tall  and  well-made,  though  heav- 
ier than  one  would  expect  in  a  person  who 

for  eighteen  years  had  every  month  rode,  at  a 
furious  gallop,  eleven  hundred  miles.  His  dress 
was  a  jacket  and  trowscrs,  varied  occasionally 
by  the  chiripe — a  square  piece  of  red  flannel 
tied  around  the  loins,  and  worn  over  white  cot- 

ton drawers,  fringed  with  lace  at  the  bottom. 
He  wore  a  Panama  hat,  while  a  cartridge  belt, 

fastened  i»y  Mexican  dollars  for  buttons,  and 
ornamented  with  sixteen  more,  encircled  his 
waist.  A  p(incho,  holster-pistols  and  a  silver- 
sheathed  knife  completed  his  e(piii)mcnt.  The 
dress  of  the  ])OStilli(m  was  ̂ imila^  in  style, 
though  far  inferior  in  quality.  The  duty  of 
the  latter  was  to  return  at  each  station  with 
the  horses,  and  to  carry  the  mail  portmanteau, 
which  in  this  case  contained  a  handful  of  let- 

ters and  all  of  Strain's  spare  clothing.  The 
courier  had  stowed  the  latter  away  in  the  bag  for 
convenience,  which  made  such  an  extraordina- 

ry bulky  mail  that  each  postillion  in  turn  ex- 
pressed his  astonishment,  and  wondered  what 

the  Mendozan  Government  was  communicating 
to  Buenos  Ay  res,  which  made  it  the  heaviest  mail 
that  had  traversed  the  country  since  the  last 
Unitarian  pronunciamiento  had  carried  con- 

sternation through  the  provinces.  Strain  wore 
a  slouched  felt  liat,  light  woolen  frock  coat, 
gray  lancer  trowsers,  and  carried  a  poncho  and 
pair  of  pisto^k 

After  a  few  hours'  ride  he  and  the  courier 
became  sworn  friends,  which  desirable  state  of 
things  was  doubtless  miu'li  facilitated  by  the  gift 
of  a  poncho  to  the  latter  on  starting,  with  two 
thick  blankets  in  perspective  at  the  end  of  the 
journey.  During  the  morning,  having  evident- 

ly given  the  important  subject  due  reflection, 
the  coiirier  drew  rein  for  a  moment,  and,  droj)- 
ping  alongside  of  Strain,  gravely  defined  their 
respective  positions.  He  said,  being  a  Govern- 

ment officer,  he  could  not  call  him  })atron,  mas- 
ter, or  employer,  but  would  call  him  compan- 

ero  (companion).  Strain  was,  however,  always  to 
have  the  second  best  horse,  the  first  cut  of  the 
roast,  the  first  drink  at  the  chifre^  and  not  be 
at  the  trouble  of  saddling  and  bridling  his  ani- 

mal, which  the  courier  himself  would  see  to. 
In  conclusion,  he  told  him  that  in  case  he. 
Strain,  was  sick,  the  mail  could  not  be  detain- 

ed ;  but  gave  him  to  understand  that  they  both, 
undoubtedly,  would  be  sick  or  fatigued  at  the 
same  time.  Having  arranged  these  prelimina- 

ries to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties  he  gave  his 
horse  the  spur,  and  away  they  went  at  a  tear- 

ing gallop.  Tims  far,  the  plains  were  well  wa- 
tered and  tilled.  A  little  after  noon  they  ar- 
rived at  the  house  of  a  friend  of  Don  Antonio, 

the  courier,  who  humanely  suggested  that,  it 
being  the  first  day,  they  had  better  take  a  si- 

esta, and  finisli  the  day's  journey  in  the  cool  of 
the  evening.  Not  having  slept  any  the  pre- 

vious night.  Strain  was  very  glad  to  get  a 
little  rest,  and,  throwing  himself  on  a  bed,  was 
soon  fast  asleep — not  before,  however,  he  heard 
Don  Antonio  say  to  his  friend  that  he  was  afraid 
his  companero  would  not  stand  the  fatigue  of  the 
journey.  He  afterward  learned  that,  while  ho 
was  asleep,  the  two  friends  held  a  sort  of  cor- 

oner s  inquest  over  his  body,  and  it  was  de- 
cided tluit  it  would  be  impossible  to  carry  him 

much  farther,  at  the  rapid  rate  Don  Antonio 
was  compelled  to  travel.  When  they  had  again 
mounted,  no  traveler,  with  a  long  and  severe 
journey  before  him,  ever  examined  more  caie- 
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fully  the  withers  and  wind  of  his  horse  than  did 
Antonio  the  expression  of  Strain's  countenance, 
the  state  of  his  eyes,  and  the  bend  of  his  back. 
He  seemed  surprised  at  the  state  of  things ; 
and,  briglitening  up  at  the  result,  shouted  out, 
'■^  Pega  faego  al  campo  V  ("Set  fire  to  the 
plain!")  and,  dashing  his  spurs  into  his  horse, 
led  off  on  a  furious  gallop.  Past  pleasant  cot- 

tages— past  the  cultivated  fields — over  streams 
and  plains  gallop,  gallop,  without  drawing  rein 
they  kept  on,  till,  at  sunset,  they  dashed  into 
the  little  village  of  Retama,  where  Don  Antonio 
proposed  to  wait  till  the  moon  should  rise. 

The  postmaster  was  a  magistrate,  and  hav- 
ing some  legal  case  to  decide,  his  court-yard 

was  filled  with  guachos,  who,  with  their  ponchos, 
long  spurs,  and  dogs,  presented  a  motley  and 
wild  appearance.  The  postmistress,  to  whom 
Don  Antonio  had  given  a  glowing  description 
of  Strain's  rank  and  importance,  took  the  latter 
into  a  garden  and  regaled  him  with  fruit  and 
flowers.  After  he  had  returned  to  the  house,  in 
passing  through  one  of  the  rooms  to  get  a  light 
for  his  cigar,  he  saw  two  pretty  sefioritas,  and 
learned  from  them  that  there  was  to  be  a  fandan- 

go in  the  evening.  He  resolved  to  be  present ; 
and,  by  way  of  preparation,  wrapped  himself  in 
his  serape,  and  lay  down  on  the  piazza  for  a 
short  nap.  He  was  awakened  to  consciousness, 
not  by  the  voices  of  the  fair  sefioritas,  but  by  the 
rough  call  of  Don  Antonio,  who  informed  him 
that  it  was  after  midnight — that  the  moon  was 
up,  and  the  horses  saddled  and  ready  to  start. 
Strain,  whom  this  first  fierce  day's  ride  on  the 
top  of  a  sleepless  night  had  shaken  up  badly, 
and  who  would  have  given  a  year  of  life  for  every 
hour  of  sleep  he  could  have  had  between  that 
and  morning,  roused  himself  with  difficulty, 
and  looked  out  upon  the  still  moonlight,  half 
repenting  that  he  had  undertaken  such  a  fa- 

tiguing journey.  He  had  lost  both  his  supper 
and  his  fandango,  neither  the  music  nor  the  dan- 

cing being  able  to  disturb  his  profound  slumber. 
Mounting  fresh  horses,  and  striking  into  a 

gallop,  they  soon  left  the  sleeping  village  be- 
hind them,  and  swept  on  through  the  open 

country,  the  steady  stroke  of  their  horses'  hoofs 
being  the  only  sound  that  broke  the  stillness  of 
the  night.  By  daylight  they  had  made  nearly 
forty  miles.  Stopping  at-  Santa  Rosa,  the  next 
station,  they  took  a  cup  of  mate  and  a  cigar, 
while  the  peons  were  bringing  round  fresh 
horses.  The  one  selected  for  Strain  was  a  no- 

ble animal,  and  in  fine  condition.  Prancing 
up  to  the  door,  he  stood  stamping  and  neigh- 

ing, as  if  impatient  of  the  bridle  and  spur,  to 
which  he  evidently  had  not  been  long  accus- 

tomed. It  took  two  men  to  hold  him  while 

Strain  mounted  ;  and  when,  at  Don  Antonio's 
shout,  "Fire  the  plain!"  they  gave  him  the 
rein,  he  dashed  off  like  a  bolt  from  the  string. 
He  was  unused  to  the  spur,  and  so  keenly  sensi- 

tive to  the  indignity  of  the  whip,  that  if  Strain 
but  lifted  his  hand  to  tighten  his  hat  upon  his 
head,  he  would  give  a  sudden  bound  that  near- 

ly unhorsed  his  rider. 

Generous,  full  of  courage,  and  with  the  en- 
durance of  an  Arab  steed  of  the  desert,  he  flew 

over  the  plain,  carrying  his  rider  at  a  bounding 
gallop  forty  miles  without  being  touched  with 
whip  or  spur,  without  a  moment's  halt,  and  full 
of  spirit  as  at  the  start.  It  seems  almost  in- 

credible that  a  horse  could  possess  such  en- 
durance, but  some  of  these  pampa  horses  have 

the  bottom  of  a  fuU-bloocfed  Arabian.  Strain, 
who  had  never  seen  a  horse  with  such  speed, 
endurance,  and  withal  easiness  of  gait,  felt  a 
warm  attachment  for  him,  and  would  have 
brought  him  home  had  it  been  possible,  if  for 
no  other  purpose  than  to  save  him  from  the 
ignoble  life  to  which  he  was  destined.  It 
seemed  cruel  to  permit  so  generous  and  noble 
a  spirit  to  be  broken  down  with  overtasking 
and  with  the  whip  and  spur.  Pour  dollars 
would  have  purchased  him,  but  the  attempt  to 
bring  him  off  would  have  been  preposterous. 

Arriving  at  Dormida,  they  intended  to  take 
fresh  horses  and  push  on  without  breakfasting, 
but  were  prevented  by  the  arrival  of  another 
party  from  the  opposite  direction.  It  Avas  com- 

posed of  two  men,  one  a  German  and  the  other 
a  Yankee.  To  the  latter.  Strain,  without  in- 

forming him  of  his  own  nationality,  addressed 
a  series  of  questions,  which  he  bore  with  good 
grace,  replying  as  well  as  he  could  in  his  broken 
Spanish.  His  surprise  was  unbounded  when 
Strain  told  him  that  he  .was  an  American  and 
an  officer  in  the  navy.  Of  course  they  frater- 

nized at  once,  and  having  determined  to  break- 
fast together,  sat  down  to  a  cigar  and  entered 

into  a  lively  conversation.  Strain,  who  sup- 
posed his  countryman  must  of  course  be  some 

devoted  man  of  science,  exploring  this  almost 
terra  incognita,  or  an  enterprising  traveler  in 
search  of  adventure,  was  astonished  beyond 
measure  when  the  latter  told  him  that  he  was 

a  traveling  agent  for  Brandretlt's  pills.  He  felt 
for  a  moment  as  if  he  had  taken  a  dose  himself, 
and  internally  consigned  both  Brandreth  and 
his  pills  to  a  very  un  comfortable  locality.  Once 
in  1843  and  1844,  in  Brazil,  he  had,  with  im- 

mense labor  and  fatigue,  in  imminent  peril  of 
his  life,  penetrated  the  wilderness  of  Saint  Paul 
far  beyond  all  former  travelers  and  all  civiliza- 

tion, and  returned  to  the  settlements  with  the 
complacency  of  a  man  who  had  performed  a 
great  achievement,  but  learned  to  his  mortifica- 

tion that  he  had  pushed  only  one  hundred  and 

fifty  miles  beyond  Brandreth's  pills.  And  now 
to  find,  not  merely  the  pills,  but  a  live  agent  in 
the  interior  of  Mendoza,  was  too  sad  a  disap- 

pointment. With  fear  and  trembling  he  mod- 
estly inquired  if  he  knew  any  country  where 

those  pills  had  not  gone,  intending  to  mark  it 
down  for  his  next  explorations,  but  could  ob- tain no  satisfactory  reply. 

Notwithstanding  the  sudden  fall  to  Strain's 
expectations  they  passed  a  pleasant  hour  to- 

gether. To  his  great  regret  he  saw  that  the 
agent  was  to  ride  back  the  noble  horse  which 
had  carried  him  so  gloriously  over  the  plain, 
and  that,  too,  in  the  middle  of  the  day.  Tlii? 
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is  one  of  the  advantages  of  traveling  with  the 
courier — he  is  always  furnished  with  fresh 
horses. 

The  country  through  which  they  rode  to-day 
was  covered  with  low  hushes,  more  broken,  and 
intersected  here  and  there  with  ravines,  which, 
with  the  heat  of  the  day,  made  their  progress 
slower.  Still  by  three  o'clock  they  had  rode 
ninety-six  miles.  The  ])ost  of  Cero  Costo, 
where  they  concluded  to  stop  for  the  night,  con- 

sisted of  three  houses  built  of  adobe  with  clay 
floors.  After  supper  they  made  their  beds  in 
the  cool  air  of  the  court-yard,  using  their  sad- 

dles for  pillows.  At  half  past  two,  however, 
the  apparently  never  tired  Don  Antonio  roused 
Strain  with  the  announcement  that  the  moon 
was  rising.  In  half  an  hour  they  were  in  the 
saddle  and  galloping  over  the  broken  country, 
which  had  now  become  sterile  and  stony,  look- 

ing as  if  it  might  have  been  the  ancient  bed  of 
a  sea.  The  morning  ride  was  monotonous  and 
stupid,  broken  only  by  the  sudden  whirr  of  a 
pheasant  or  the  rush  of  an  ostrich  from  his 
cover,  and  it  was  with  feelings  of  relief  Strain 
saw  the  light  of  dawn  streaking  the  eastern 
edge  of  the  plain.  At  sunrise  they  crossed 
the  River  Disaguadero,  the  boundary  lino  be- 

tween San  Luis  and  Mendoza.  This  stream  is 
narrow  but  deep,  and  being  the  outlet  to  one  of 
the  salt  lakes  of  the  interior,  its  shores  are 
covered  with  saline  incrustations.  In  a  short 
time  they  reached  the  post-house,  which  was 
nothing  but  a  miserable  hovel  built  of  twigs 
and  covered  with  clay  and  roofed  with  long 
grass.  It  contained  but  one  room,  and  had  so 
many  openings  to  the  outer  air  that  all  privacy 
was  out  of  the  question.  The  inmates  con- 

sisted of  an  old  woman,  a  ragged,  dirty  peon, 
who  was  to  act  as  postillion  the  next  stage,  and 
a  nut-brown  girl  of  some  sixteen  summers. 
The  latter  was  one  of  those  examples  of  the 
prodigality  of  nature  in  lavishing  beauty  where 
it  is  worthless.  This  young  creature,  just  bud- 

ding into  womanhood,  possessed  an  almost  faulty 
less  form.  The  whole  contour  of  person  and 
features  was  superb.  She  wore  nothing  but  a 
sort  of  chemise  which  covered  scarcely  a  third 
of  her  person.  With  her  brunette  complexion, 
set  off  by  large  lustrous  eyes,  over  which  drooped 
long  lashes,  her  regular  arched  brows,  wealth 
of  hair,  and  perfect  teeth,  she  was  very  beauti- 

ful notwithstanding  her  ragged,  dirty  garment 
and  dirtier  person.  Transplant  her  into  civil- 

ized life  and  educate  her  in  its  refinements,  and 
before  long  she  would  be  a  reigning  belle  in 
any  city.  The  matchless  form  and  beauty  for 
which  others  would  give  a  fortune  is  as  useless 
to  her  as  the  shoes  she  discards. 

Notwithstanding  the  poverty-stricken  aspect 
of  the  place,  the  courier  said  the  family  owned 
some  five  thousand  head  of  cattle  and  eight 
hundred  brood  mares. 

The  breakfast  was  in  keeping  witli  the  house, 
and  even  the  water,  to  complete  the  whole  es- 

tablishment and  system,  was  so  brackish  as  to 
!)0  hardly  drinka,ble.    The  horses,  too,  which 

were  brought  out  for  the  next  stage,  did  not  dis- 
grace the,  hovel  and  fixtures,  for  they  presented 

a  most  furhjrn  and  half-starved  appearance. 
Strain  s  spirits  fell  at  the  sorry  spectacle,  but  the 
courier  evidently  (expected  it,  and  without  saying 
a  word  commenced  to  saddle  up,  simply  indi- 

cating what  his  fitelings  were  by  a  prolonged  and 
melancholy  whistle.  As  these  animals  were 
scarcely  able  to  carry  tlie  riders  a  spare  one  wa!^ 
obtained  for  the  mail-bag.  They  did  not  start 

oft"  as  usual  on  a  rushing  galloj),  and  the  unfail- 
ing "  Set  fire  to  the  ])lain  !"  was  not  heard  from 

Don  Antonio.  The  wind  blew  in  gusts  over  the 
sterile  ])lain,  and  the  whole  aspect  of  the  region 
was  desolate  and  dreary.  The  only  relief  to  the 
eye  was  the  blue  mountain  of  San  Luis,  which 
was  now  just  above  the  horizon,  and  which  was 
to  be  the  terminus  of  the  day's  journey.  They 
had  traversed  only  some  twelve  miles  of  this 
barren,  inhospitable  country  when  the  heat  be- 

came intense,  while  neither  whip  nor  spur  could 
goad  Strain's  horse  into  a  gallop.  A  little  far- 

ther on  and  the  horse  carrying  the  mail-bag 
broke  down,  and  was  abandoned.  During  the 
fore  part  of  the  journey  occasional  habitations 
were  passed,  where  brackish  water,  taken  from 
stagnant  pools  and  filled  with  animalcula3,  could 
be  obtained.  But  for  twelve  miles  toward  the 
latter  end  it  was  an  arid  desert.  The  sun  came 
down  with  scorching  power  at  mid-day,  and, 
between  the  intense  heat,  the  constant  use  of 
his  spur  and  whip,  Strain  became  completely 
exhausted.  The  plain  under  the  burning  rays 
of  the  sun  seemed,  as  they  viewed  it  from  a 
gentle  swell,  like  a  vast  expanse  of  water.  For 
the  first  and  only  time  they  rode  into  post  on  a 
slow  trot,  the  whole  party,  men  and  animals, 
being  dead  beat — the  ])oor  horses  especially — 
and  looking  as  if  they  would  never  post  another 
traveler. 

San  Luis  being  only  thirty  miles  dis<-ant,  with 
the  prospect  of  good  horses  the  balance  of  the 
journey,  they,  after  eating  their  fill  of  peaches, 
indulged  in  a  siesta  by  stretching  themselves  on 
the  floor  in  the  midst  of  a  dozen  lazy,  dirty, 
reckless,  gentlemanly  guachos.  The  reader 
need  not  smile  at  the  strange  association  of 

the  word  geMlemanlij'"  here,  for  there  is  un- der all  the  rough  exterior,  ignorance  of  book 
learning,  and  of  the  refined  customs  of  society, 
a  natural  politeness,  ease,  and  unassuming  in- 

dependence in  these  wild  herdsmen  of  the  plain 
that  entitle  them  to  the  appellation.  Darwin, 
the  learned  geologist,  when  in  tliis  region,  no- 

ticed this  peculiarity,  and  says,  in  his  Journal 
of  a  Naturalist,  that,  though  a  guacho  may  rob 
you  or  cut  your  throat,  he  always  ap})ears  to  be 
a  gentleman.  It  must  not  be  inferred  from 
this,  however,  that  they  are  robbers  and  cut- 

throats, for  they  are  neither.  In  battle  they  are 
ferocious,  and  their  cruelty  to  animals  is  pro- 

verbial, but  they  are  not  banditti :  on  the  con- 
trary, life  and  property  are  both  as  safe  in  their 

hands  as  in  that  of  any  other  class  of  men. 
Personal  quarrels  they  always  settle  with  knives, 
never  with  the  fist.    Sir  Thomas  Head  said 
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lie  invariably  cocked  his  pistol  when  he  met  a 
guacho  ;  Strain,  on  the  other  hand,  always  un- 
slung  his  chifre,  gave  him  a  drink,  and  chat- 

ted on  the  products  and  condition  of  the  coun- try. 

The  number  of  guachos  on  the  plains  is  com- 
paratively small,  and  they  are  scattered  far  apart. 

Nothing  can  be  more  independent  and  wild  than 
the  life  they  lead.  Many  of  them  are  descended 
from  the  noblest  families  of  Spain,  and  still,  by 
their  courtly  bearing  and  high  sense  of  honor, 
show  the  old  Castilian  blood.  Their  dwellings, 
however,  are  mere  mud-hovels,  which  they  in- 

habit, generation  after  generation,  Avithout  even 
thinking  of  adding  any  improvement.  There 
is  but  one  room  in  the  guacho's  house,  which 
the  parents,  grown-up  young  men,  and  daugh- 

ters, and  children,  and  dogs,  occupy  together. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  privacy.  Being  built 
of  mud,  low,  and  thatched  with  the  long  yellow 
grass  of  the  plain,  one  can  distinguish  them  but 
a  short  distance.  These  are  so  filled  with  fleas 
and  bugs  that,  in  the  summer,  the  whole  fami- 

ly sleep  out  of  doors.  If  a  traveler  arrives  at 
night  he  unsaddles  his  horse,  and,  taking  the 
saddle  under  his  arm,  walks  among  the  sleep- 

ing forms  and  stretches  himself  beside  the  one 
he  prefers,  whether  it  be  an  old  man,  old  wo- 

man, or  a  fair  young  senorita.  He  can  ascer- 
tain, however,  the  sex  and  age  only  by  their 

feet  and  ankles — the  rest  of  the  body  and  the 
face  being  concealed  in  the  skin  and  poncho 
which  cover  them.  For  chairs  they  use  the 
skeleton  of  a  horse's  head,  though  these  are 
mostly  kept  for  guests,  the  inmates  themselves 

preferring  the  mud  floor  on  which,  in  winter, 
they  lie  rolled  up  in  their  blankets,  looking  like 
so  many  dark  bundles  scattered  round. 

The  wild  life  of  the  guacho  begins  with  his 
birth.  For  the  first  year  he  is  kept  entirely 
naked,  and  crawls  around  in  the  dirt,  or  hangs, 
swung  to  the  roof  of  the  hovel,  in  a  bullock's hide.  As  soon  as  he  can  walk  he  has  a  little 
lasso  made  of  twine,  with  which  he  toddles 
around  after  the  chickens  and  dogs.  By  the 
time  he  is  four  years  of  age  he  is  put  on  horse- 

back, and  makes  himself  useful  in  driving  the 
cattle  home.  As  he  grows  older,  he  hunts  the 
ostrich,  the  lion,  and  the  tiger,  being  often  ab- 

sent several  days  alone.  Living  on  beef  and 
water,  and  in  the  open  air,  he  acquires  a  con- 

stitution tough  as  the  raw  hide  of  his  lasso,  and 
a  spirit  as  wild  and  free  as  the  ostrich  he  pur- 

sues. He  never,  except  by  chance,  sees  a  doc- 
tor, and  a  broken  bone  and  an  ugly  wound  has 

to  cure  itself  as  it  best  may.  He  regards  the 
back  of  a  horse  as  the  legitimate  place  of  man, 
and  to  walk  voluntarily  any  distance  degrading. 
His  wants  are  few  and  easily  supplied,  and  yet 
he  is  not  indolent.  He  is  always  hospitable, 
exceedingly  polite  and  courteous  to  his  guest, 
rising  as  he  enters  and  offering  him  the  skeleton 
of  a  horse's  head  with  the  grace,  and  ease,  and 
empressement  that  he  would  a  throne.  They 

never  fail,  when  entering  each  other's  forlorn 
hovels,  to  take  off  their  hats  with  as  much  for- 

mality as  if  entering  a  saloon  filled  with  ladies. 
The  women,  on  the  contrary,  are  indolent,  and 
they  can  not  be  otherwise.  They  have  no  house 
and  furniture  to  take  care  of,  but  few  garments 
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to  make  ;  in  short,  literally  have  nothing  to  do. 
Tiie  monotonous  jiluiii  oilers  no  inducenient  to 
walk,  while  the  nu-n  do  all  the  riilinj^.  They 
all  of  them  have  families  whether  tluiy  are  mar- 

ried or  not,  and  often,  when  the  traveler  inno- 
cently inrjuires  of  a  yonnj^  senorita,  who  is  the 

father  of  the  child  she  is  earryin^x  in  her  arms, 
he  will  receive  the  naive  rej)ly,  "Who  knows?" 
At  three  o'clock,  with  fresh  horses,  they  started 
off  to  the  old  shout,  "Set  fire  to  the  plains!" 
The  jicak  of  San  Luis,  thirty  miles  distant,  was 
their  landmark  as  they  galloped  over  the  sterile 
plain.  The  country  was  j^cnerally  covered  with 
hushes,  and  the  soil  sandy  and  barren.  They 
saw  but  two  dwellings  the  whole  distance,  and 
these  squalid  and  miserable  in  the  extreme. 
At  one  o'clock  they  stopped  and  asked  for  some 
water,  which  was  handed  them,  by  a  young  girl, 
in  a  cocoa-nnt  shell :  she  was  extremely  beauti- 

ful, like  the  one  they  had  seen  in  the  morning, 
and  like  her  also,  was  clad  in  only  one  scanty 
garment  and  equally  dirty.  It  seemed  a  pity 
that  so  much  natural  beauty  should  not  be 
joined  to  cultivation  and  refinement. 

Just  as  the  sun  was  setting  his  rays  flashed 
on  the  spire  of  a  church  of  San  Luis :  it  was, 
however,  still  some  miles  distant,  and  darkness 
was  shrouding  the  landscape  when  they  galloped 
through  the  streets  to  the  fonda,  having  made 
in  all  one  hundred  and  five  miles.  The  keep- 

er of  the  fonda  was  a  Frenchman ;  and  there 
was  an  air  of  neatness  and  cleanliness  about 
it  which  furnished  a  delightful  contrast  to 
Strain's  experience  of  the  last  two  weeks.  The 
water,  too,  Avas  sweet  and  clear  as  if  drawn  from 
a  mountain  stream,  and  was  doubly  grateful  to 

them  fn^m  having  .sul>sistcd  so  long  on  brackish 
or  stagnant  water.  After  u  supper  of  beef  and 

chicken,  Strain  retired  to  his  room  to'liavc  a (piict  time  over  his  cigar.  lJut  he  had  hardly 
seated  himself  bcfcjre  he  was  interrujjtcd  by  half 
a  do/A-n  visitors,  who,  hearing  that  a  travele. 
had  arriveil  by  jtost,  called  io  \n\y  their  comjdi 
ments.  Among  them  were  three  foreigners — 
a  (jcrnum.  an  Italian,  and  a  Sjianish  Basque. 
The  Cierinan  was  the  cliief  spokesman,  and  in- 

formed him  that  he  had  come  out  from  Euroi)C 
to  sui)erintend  glass-works  which  were  to  be  es- 

tablished in  Santiago,  but  fell  through  for  the 
want  of  action  on  the  part  of  the  Chilian  Gov- 

ernment, lie  stated  also  that  he  had  recent- 
ly visited  California,  and,  not  suspecting  that 

Strain  had  just  arrived  from  there,  answered 
his  questions  unsuspiciously,  giving  elaborate 
descriptions  of  places  which  had  no  existence 
except  in  his  own  imagination.  He  and  the 
Basque  were  about  to  visit  Buenos  Ayrcs  on 
the  horses  of  the  latter,  from  whence  he  had 
promised  to  obtain  funds  to  take  them  both  to 
the  land  of  gold.  The  next  time  Strain  saw 
him — some  weeks  later — he  was  flying  from  that 
same  Bascjue,  whom  he  had  cheated  of  his  horses 
and  robbed  of  his  money.  Here  they  were  de- 

tained three  days  by  the  Governor,  who  was 
making  up  dispatches  for  the  Government  of 
Buenos  Ayres.  The  first  day  being  excessively 
warm,  Strain  did  not  venture  out  till  evening. 
In  sauntering  through  the  streets  he  observed 
most  of  the  people  sitting  at  their  doors  enjoy- 

ing the  cool  air  of  the  evening.  The  city  is 
regularly  laid  out  in  squares,  most  of  the  houses, 
like  those  of  Mendoza,  having  a  garden  attach- 

SAN  LUIS.  — UKTUUN  OF  TIIH  V11>ETTES. 
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ed  to  them  surrounded  by  a  sombre  gray  wall. 
They  are  of  one  story,  in  some  cases  tiled  and 
whitewashed,  but  by  far  the  greater  part  are 
thatched,  and  retain  the  natural  color  of  the 
adobe.  The  floors  are  of  pounded  dirt  or  half- 
burned  tile,  which,  though  cool,  are  always 
dirty.  The  inhabitants  number  about  one  thou- 

sand, but  there  is  not  a  doctor  among  them. 
They  live  in  the  middle  of  this  vast  ]jlain  almost 
as  secluded  as  those  of  Mendoza  at  the  foot  of 
the  Andes.  Scarcely  a  person  in  it  has  any 
definite  idea  of  the  United  States  ;  indeed,  the 
body  of  the  people  here  in  the  interior  of  South 
America  are  not  aware  of  the  existence  of  the 

"model  Republic,"  which,  by  its  example,  gave 
birth  to  the  revolutions  that  broke  the  Spanish 
sway  and  rendered  them  free.  The  few  Amer- 

ican travelers  they  see  they  call  English-Amer- 
icans. A  Cordovesian  shop-keeper,  whose  ac- 

quaintance Strain  made  the  day  after  his  arrival, 
called  in  the  evening  to  introduce  him  to  some 
of  the  haut  ton  of  San  Luis,  which  are  composed 
entirely  of  merchants  and  shop-keepers.  The 
house  which  they  first  visited,  though  occupied 
by  a  leading  family,  was  not  even  comfortably 
furnished.  They  were  ushered  into  a  large 
room,  with  bare  walls,  the  furniture  of  which 
consisted  of  a  few  dilapidated  looking  chairs,  a 
small  table,  with  two  tallow  candles  upon  it, 
whose  feeble  light  served  scarcely  more  than 
to  make  the  darkness  visible.  Soon  after  two 
ladies  entered,  sisters,  who  were  well  dressed, 
showy,  and  good-looking.  After  some  little 
conversation,  they  and  the  husband  of  one  of 
them  kindly  proposed  to  call  on  some  other 
families.  At  the  first  house  they  visited  were 
a  recently-married  couple  on  their  way  from 
Achiras  to  Mendoza.  In  conversing  with  the 
bridegroom  Strain,  to  his  astonishment,  found 
he  was  a  New  Yorker,  who,  with  that  reckless- 

ness characteristic  of  the  nation,  had  strayed 
off  into  this  remote,  almost  unknown,  region. 
He  was  a  printer  by  trade,  and  went  in  one  of 
our  sloops-of-war  to  the  coast  of  Peru.  Leav- 

ing the  ship,  he  established  a  small  printing- 
press.  He  prospered  for  a  time,  but  losing  his 
money,  eventually  drifted  over  the  Andes  to 
Mendoza.  Here  he  adopted  that  last  resort  of 
the  Yankee  when  every  thing  else  fails,  and 
turned  schoolmaster.  In  progress  of  time, 
having  made  himself  useful  to  the  authorities 
as  a  printer,  he  again  got  "ahead,"  and  sent 
home  for  some  inferior  printing-presses,  which 
he  disposed  of  advantageously  to  the  provincial 
Governments,  and  was  now  sufficiently  wealthy 
to  indulge  in  the  luxury  of  a  wife.  In  the  next 
house  they  visited  were  two  young  ladies  who 
sang  for  them,  accompanying  themselves  on  the 
guitar.  Strain  jots  down  :  "  The  songs  were  all 
national,  and  so  peculiarly  plaintive  that  I  c-ould 
almost  imagine  it  a  dirge  over  their  unfortunate 
and  distracted  country.  There  are  no  pianos 
here,  and  no  Italian  music.  Refinement,  in  that 
respect  as  well  as  some  others,  has  marched 
through  San  Luis,  on  its  way  to  Mendoza,  with- 

out halting.    The  standard  cause  of  complaint 

among  tlie  ladies  here,  as  elsewhere  in  the  Ar- 
gentine i)roviiices,  is  want  of  heavx ;  war  and  its 

attendant  proscription,  and  emigration,  having 

thinned  off'  the  young  men.  On  this  subject  ] 
obtained  from  my  lady  friends  statistics  upon 
which  the  reader  may  confidently  rely.  In  the 
city  of  San  Luis,  containing  one  thousand  in- 

habitants, there  are  only  ten  eligible  young 
men  !  And  ladies  '  Oh  Dios  ay  vivcJias  /'  which 
would  certainly  make  it  a  somewhat  desirable 

place  to  hang  up  one's  hat,  as  political  econo- 
my teaches  that  commodities  are  valued  less  in 

proportion  to  their  intrinsic  value  than  their 
scarcity.  At  a  late  hour  we  retui-ned  whence 
Ave  had  started  with  our  lady  friends,  and,  after 
hearing  from  them  a  song  or  two,  I  retired  to 
my  fonday\'\t\\  the  pleasing  consciousness  of  be- 

ing able  to  number  among  mxy  acquaintances 
some  of  the  haut  ton  of  San  Luis." 

The  next  evening  his  friend  called  with  an 
invitation  from  the  ladies  they  had  last  visited 
the  evening  before,  to  a  tertulia.  The  house 
was  a  short  distance  out  of  town,  and  upon  their 
arrival  they  found  some  thirty  ladies  and  about 
half  as  many  men  assembled,  who,  as  well  as 
the  host  and  hostess,  welcomed  them  with  a 
cordiality  quite  refreshing  in  these  days  of  stiff 
ceremony.  Most  of  the  young  men  belonged 
to  tlic  National  Guard,  and  were  dressed  in  red 
jackets  and  white  trowsers,  which  gave  a  lively 
appearance  .to  the  room.  The  women,  on  the 
other  hand,  seemed  to  have  studied  how  they 
could  dress  most  unbecomingly  and  out  of  all 
taste.  They  exhibited  the  extremely  short 
waists  of  our  grandmothers,  with  still  longer 
skirts.  They  also,  like  more  cultivated  ladies, 
had  made  use  of  ingenious  mechanical  contriv- 

ances to  obtain  the  precise  shape  in  which  they 
considered  nature  should  have  formed  them, 
but  evidently  had  not  selected  a  Venus  de  Medici 
for  a  model.  Instead  of  endeavoring  to  acquire 
erectness  of  figure  and  fullness  of  bust,  they 
had  with  great  effort  become  round-shoulder- 

ed, and  tortured  themselves  to  obtain  flat  chests, 
which  gave  them  the  appearance  of  troopers  in 
disguise  as  they  moved  about  in  the  dance. 
Although  such  an  uncouth  costume  would  test 
any  ordinary  beauty,  they,  independent  of  this, 
as  a  body,  were  exceedingly  plain,  there  be- 

ing no  beauties,  and  only  a  few  good  looking. 
They  were,  however,  frank,  kind,  and  amiable, 
and  made  Strain  the  lion  of  the  evening;  while 
the  men,  individually  and  collectively,  insisted 
on  taking  cawa,  or  Brazilian  rum,  with  him. 
The  music  was  a  guitar,  sometimes  accompa- 

nied by  the  voice,  while  the  dancers  frequently 
imitated  the  Castanet  Avith  their  fingers.  Be- 

tween each  dance  the  men  took  a  little  rum, 

which  they  good-naturedly  shared  Avith  the  out- siders Avho  Avere  assembled  to  look  on.  The 
rum  exhilarated  them,  and  late  in  the  evening 
the  men  proposed  the  dance  of  the  viejas  (the 
old  Avomen),  and  Avith  a  shout  each  man  jump- 

ed fonvard  and  seized  the  oldest  Avoman  he 
could  find  in  the  room.  Although  some,  espe- 

cially those  that  Avere  fat,  resisted  stoutly  for  a 
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while,  eventually  all  were  compelled  to  yield, 
and  amidst  peals  of  laughter  the  music  was  call- 

ed for.  Up  struck  the  guitar,  and  instantane- 
ously all  the  male  voices  joined  in  with  a  wild 

"tralara,"  and  off  went  the  old  ladies,  Avliirled 
and  swung  around  the  room,  laughing  with  the 
merriest  at  each  other's  strange  antics.  The 
apartment  rung  and  echoed  with  the  uproarious 
shouts  and  almost  hysterical  mirth  of  the  spec- 

tators. This  dance,  with  the  jokes  that  follow- 
ed, finished  the  evening's  amusements,  and  the 

party  broke  up,  the  gentlemen  accompanying 
tlie  ladies  in  a  mass  to  their  homes.  The  next 
day,  March  20,  being  still  delayed  by  the  Gov- 

ernor, Strain  kept  in  his  hotel ;  the  ordinary 
routine  of  which  was  broken  at  dusk  by  the 
arrival  of  a  traveler.  Curious  to  know  who  he 
might  be,  he  sent  for  the  major-domo,  who 
proved  as  ignorant  as  himself,  but  said  he  could 
not  be  any  great  things,  as  he  had  little  bag- 

gage, and  common  mules  not  much  larger  than 
rats. 

The  next  morning  he  learned  that  the  new- 
comer was  a  Pole,  and,  moreover,  a  fire  king,  who 

had  come  to  San  l  Aiis  for  the  purpose  of  giving 
a  performance  in  that  line  as  well  as  to  exhibit 
feats  of  strength.  Learning  that  he  spoke  En- 

glish, Strain  called  on  him,  and  found  him  like 
most  other  adventurers,  but  felt  his  heart  warm 
toward  him  when  he  ascertained  that  he  had  not 
only  passed  several  years  in  the  United  States, 
but  had  spent  some  days  in  his  own  little  town 
of  Springfield,  Ohio.  They  had  not  been  ac- 

quainted an  hour  when  the  Pole  informed  Strain 
that  his  finances  were  at  dead  Ioav  water-mark  ; 
in  fact,  that  he  had  not  a  single  real  in  the 
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world,  while  he  owed  an  ounce  to  the  peon  who 
had  brought  him  and  his  baggage  from  San 
Juan.  Strain  furnished  him  with  some  money, 
when  he  went  out  to  make  preparations  for  his 
performance  in  the  evening.  About  dusk  he 
again  met  him,  when  the  latter  said  that,  after 
making  very  accurate  calculations,  he  had  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  population  of  San 
Luis  would  not  pay  the  necessary  expenses  of 
getting  up  a  performance  and  leave  any  thing 
for  himself.  Strain  then  asked  him  if  he  was 
a  good  rider,  and  could  endure  fatigue.  He  as- 

sured him  he  could  ride  like  a  Bedouin,  and  was 
as  hardy  as  a  guacho.  Strain  then  offered  to 
cancel  all  his  liabihties,  and  take  him  at  his  own 
expense  to  Buenos  Ayres.  He  was  overflowing 
in  his  acknowledgments  —  said  that  a  single 
performance  there  would  enable  him  to  return 
the  money;  in  short,  he  could  easily  get  an  ad- 

vance from  the  manager  of  the  theatre.  Stoj)- 
ping  short  his  protestations  of  gratitude,  Strain 
took  him  to  the  Governor,  and  asked  the  latter 
as  a  favor  to  make  out  his  passport  for  the  morn- 

ing. After  some  abortive  attempts  at  a  joke 
at  the  profession  of  his  protege,  he  ordered  the 
secretary  to  make  it  out.-  He  next  visited  Don 
Antonio,  and  told  him  that  he  had  taken  r  new 
traveling  companion  whose  food  and  horse-hire 
he  would  pay  for.  The  latter  yielded  with  a 
bad  grace  and  with  many  significant  shrugs  and 
shakes  of  the  head,  declaring  that  he  was  too 
kind-hearted  and  would  certainly  be  imposed 
upon.  His  consent,  when  finally  given,  was 
under  a  formal  protest.  On  settling  his  bill 
with  the  keeper  of  \.\\Q,fonda,  Strain  found  that 
the  latter  had  charged  him  a  quarter  of  a  dol- 
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lar  a  day  more  than  he  had  the  Pole,  though 
they  had  precisely  the  same  accommodations. 
On  pointing  this  out  to  the  landlord,  he  said  the 
charge  was  conformable  —  that  he  could  not 
think  of  charging  a  gentleman  who  traveled  post 
the  same  price  he  did  a  traveling  mountebank 
who  rode  little  rats  of  mules,  and  hired  at  that. 
Strain,  however,  persisted  in  cutting  down  the 
account,  paying  the  difference  in  some  very 
strong  Saxon  epithets. 

After  getting  through  with  all  the  petty  an- 
noyances of  the  day.  Strain,  at  an  early  hour, 

retired  to  get  a  long  night's  sleep  preparatory to  the  fatiguing  ride  of  next  day,  and  advised 
the  Pole  to  do  the  same. 

The  next  morning  he  rose  at  daylight,  and 
just  as  they  were  ready  to  start  the  Fire  King 
entered  with  a  haggard  countenance  and  a  sleepy 
look.  He  soon  learned  that  the  fellow  had 
spent  the  night  gambling  and  drinking  rum  with 
his  peon,  convincing  him  that  he  had  either  de- 

ceived him  respecting  the  state  of  his  funds,  or 
the  peon  had  cheated  him  in  his  statement  of 
the  Pole's  indebtedness,  and  the  two  had  shared 
the  difference.  This  did  not  look  very  promis- 

ing to  our  philanthropist;  but  he  was  "in  for  it," 
and  would  have  to  make  the  best  of  his  bargain. 
Antonio  and  the  postillion  saw  the  state  of 
things,  and  cast  sly  and  furtive  glances,  first  at 
the  Fire  King,  and  then  at  Strain,  as  they  rode 
through  the  streets  of  San  Luis.  Strain  avoided 
them  as  much  as  possible,  being  considerably 
crest-fallen  at  the  unmistakable  evidence  that 
he  had  been  duped  and  fleeced  by  a  mounte- 
bank. 

For  a  mile  or  two  the  ground  was  somewhat 
broken,  and  they  proceeded  slowly;  but  on  cross- 

ing a  stream  of  water  they  emerged  on  the  open 
plain,  and  shouting,  "  Set  the  plains  on  fire  !" 
Antonio  sent  the  rowels  home,  and  away  they 
clattered  at  a  terrible  pace.  It  was  evident 
that  Antonio  was  giving  the  Fire  King  a  taste 
at  the  outset  of  what  he  might  expect,  and 
Strain  was  not  unwilling  to  ascertain  at  once 
whether  the  fellow  had  lied  about  his  horse- 

manship as  he  had  about  other  matters.  They 
soon  left  him  behind,  and  about  half-way  to 
the  next  stage  they  were  compelled  to  stop  and 
await  his  arrival.  When  he  came  up  he  was 
pretty  well  blown — they,  however,  gave  him  a  lit- 

tle time  to  rest,  and  telling  him  he  must  keep  up, 
set  off  again  at  a  tearing  pace,  and  on  arriving 
at  the  next  stage  found  he  was  out  of  sight 
astern.  Determining  to  give  him  a  chance,  they 
ordered  breakfast  and  waited  for  his  arrival. 
He  presented  a  sony  picture  as  he  rode  up,  and 
was  nearly  dead  beat,  and  cross  and  captious  at 
the  result  of  this  first  attempt  to  ride  post.  He 
first  swore  at  his  horse,  then  at  the  postillion 
for  giving  him  such  an  animal,  and  then  at 
Antonio  for  taking  this  mad  ride  on  purpose  to 
break  him  down.  The  latter  he  had  seen  did 
not  relish  his  company,  and  he  cursed  him  in 
English,  a  language  he  did  not  understand. 
He  declared  he  could  go  no  farther,  and  threw 
himself  doggedly  on  the  floor  of  the  hut. 

"Why,"  said  Strain,  "you  told  me  you  could 
ride."  "So  I  can,"  he  replied;  "but  what 
man  in  his  sober  senses  ever  heard  of  traveling 
forty  miles  at  a  gallop  To  comfort  him  still 
more,  Strain  told  him,  if  he  had  taken  his  advice 
and  gone  to  bed  instead  of  sitting  up  and  gam- 

bling, he  would  have  been  in  a  better  condition 
for  traveling.  In  conclusion,  he  informed  him 
that  he  would  give  him  three  or  four  hours'  rest 
— that  it  was  less  than  thirty  miles  to  the  post 
where  they  expected  to  pass  the  night — and 
that  if  he  was  not  ready  to  travel  when  they 
did,  he  should  leave  him  where  he  was,  and 
have  no  farther  concern  about  him.  This  last 

threat  had  its  effect,  and  after  four  hours'  rest, 
though  he  refused  to  take  breakfast,  he  an- 

nounced in  a  surly  manner  that  he  was  ready 
to  start. 

Ascending  a  swell  in  the  pampas  they  over- 
looked an  apparently  level  plain,  and  caught  a 

view  of  the  mountain  of  San  Jose  de  Moro, 
w^here  they  were  to  halt  for  the  night.  They 
were  now  in  that  part  of  the  country  subject  to 
the  forays  of  the  mounted  Indians  that  come  down 
on  the  traveler  and  ox-trains,  like  the  Bedouin 
of  the  desert  on  Eastern  caravans.  It  was  ne- 

cessary, therefore,  to  move  cautiously  by  day, 
and  sleep  in  the  mud  forts  at  night.  The 
courier  told  Strain  that  the  Indians  were  in 
the  vicinity  of  the  settlements  only  two  weeks 
before,  and  had  made  a  descent  in  that  very 
neighborhood.  He  also  requested  him  to  keep 
a  sharp  look-out,  and  notify  him  of  any  pecu- 

liar object  which  he,  with  his  superior  powers  of 
vision,  might  detect  on  the  horizon.  Accord- 

ingly, from  every  little  swell  over  which  they 
bounded  his  eye  swept  the  plain  as  it  had 
often  before  the  deep.  The  courier,  as  they 
galloped  rapidly  on,  related  several  hair-breadth 
escapes  of  his  own,  during  the  eighteen  years 
he  had  been  on  this  route.  More  than  once 
he  had  been  saved  by  the  fleetness  of  his  horse, 
and  at  one  time  the  Indians  were  scarcely  more 
than  a  lance's  length  from  him  when  he  gal- 

loped into  a  mud  fort.  "But,"  said  Strain, 
"what  will  they  do  with  us  if  they  overtake 
us ?"  "If  we  resist,  kill  us,"  replied  Antonio. 
"  But  if  we  do  not  resist,  what  then  ?"  "  Kill 
us, "  he  answered ;  "for  they  never  take  prison- 

ers except  w^omen,  whom  they  carry  off."  On 
farther  inquiry  he  learned  that  it  was  the  uni- 

versal custom  of  the  people  when  they  found  they 
could  not  escape  by  flight,  to  stop  and  spend 
the  little  time  left  them  in  saying  their  prayers. 
This  was  all  very  well  for  the  Spaniards  and 
their  descendants,  who  stand  hanging,  shoot- 

ing, garroting,  and  having  their  throats  cut,  with 
a  resignation  exhibited  by  no  other  nation. 
But  to  a  man  with  Anglo-Saxon  blood  in  his 
veins,  and  a  naval  officer  to  boot,  there  was 

something  monstrous  in  permitting  one's  self 
to  be  thus  unresistingly  butchered,  and  Strain 
looked  at  the  old  man  in  amazement,  and  finally 
told  him  frankly  that  he  should  do  no  such 
thing,  but  if  overmatched  by  numbers  should 
sell  his  life  as  dearly  as  possible.    He  supported 
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his  (Ictcrminjitions  so  elo(}n(intIy  that  the  cou- 

rier a<xiced  to  stand  by  liim — they  would  run 
first,  but  if  overtaken,  fi^'ht  to  the  hist.  This 
compact  bciuf^  made,  Antonio,  while  on  a  full 
pallop,  stretched  out  his  hand  to  ratify  it.  It 
was  not  worth  wliile  to  brinj;  in  the  postillion, 
as  he  would  leave  them  at  the  next  stage.  It 
was  then  proposed  to  include  the  Pole  in  the 
arrangement,  but  on  consultation  they  conclud- 

ed no  dependence  could  be  i)laced  in  him,  and 
he  was  left  out.  Scrutinizing  every  moving 
object  they  could  descry  in  the  distance,  they 
kept  on  at  a  swift  pace  until  tlie  evening  shad- 

ows shut  out  every  thing  from  view.  They 
were  still  some  nine  or  ten  miles  from  San  Jose 
de  Moro,  where  they  were  to  stop  for  the  night, 
and  as  the  darkness  increased  they  becaro.e  still 
more  anxious,  and  listened  for  every  sound. 
Plying  whip  and  spur  they  passed  over  the 
ground  rapidly,  and  about  an  hour  after  dark 
dashed  into  the  town,  which  was  garrisoned  by 
some  two  hundred  soldiers.  The  Pole  had 

stood  the  day's  ride  better  than  they  expected; 
and  satifying  their  hunger  on  some  beef  hastily 
roasted  on  the  embers,  they  spread  their  beds 
outside  the  door,  and  soon  forgot  both  the  In- 

dians and  their  fatigue  in  the  deep  sleep  of  the 
weary  man. 

At  an  early  hour  the  next  morning  Antonio 
roused  them  from  slumber,  but  still  delayed  set- 

ting out,  as  he  wished  to  wait  until  the  night 
patrol  of  cavalry  returned,  to  ascertain  if  the  In- 

dians were  about.  Strain,  however,  prevailed 
on  him  to  saddle  up,  and  at  early  daylight,  be- 

fore the  bugles  of  the  garrison  had  sounded  the 
rivpille,  they  were  pnllojung  through  the  gates 
of  the  town.  'I'ho  air  was  cool,  the  horses  frfsh, 
and  they  j)ushed  on  at  a  furious  pace,  meeting 
no  one  except  occasionally  a  lancer  slowly  re- 

turning from  his  post  which  he  harl  occupied  as 
vidette  during  the  night.  It  was  still  crmifjara- 
tively  early  in  the  morning  when  they  reached 
Portozuelo,  twenty-one  mil(!s  distant.  A  short 
distance  of  stony  road,  and  then  they  crossed  the 
boundary  line  of  the  ]irovincc,  and  ])asscd  into 
Cordova,  and  fifteen  miles  farther  on  entered 
the  little  mud  town  of  Achieas,  where  they  break- 

fasted. It  was  here  the  American  printer  whom 
Strain  had  met  at  San  Luis  married  his  wife. 
The  latter  had  the  curiosity  to  visit  the  house, 
and  as  he  sat  on  a  seat  in  one  corner  of  the  room, 
and  gazed  round  on  the  naked  mud  walls,  mud 
floor,  and  dirty,  scanty  furniture,  he  could  not 
but  think  what  his  Knickerbocker  mother  would 
say  if  she  could  see  the  hovel  from  which  her 
son  took  his  wife. 

During  this  afternoon  as  they  galloped  along 
it  became  evident  that  the  Pole  was  giving  out. 
He  leaned  over  his  horse's  neck,  groaning  and 
swearing  by  turns,  and  at  last,  when  they  reach- 

ed Rio  Quarto  at  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening,  hav- 
ing made  a  hundred  miles,  he  was  so  completely 

knocked  up  that  he  could  not  dismount,  and 
was  lifted  by  Strain  and  the  courier  from  the 
saddle.  Flinging  himself  on  the  floor  of  the 
post-house,  he  gave  a  groan  that  sounded  like 
the  last  effort  of  a  dying  man.  Such  was  not 
his  case,  however,  by  any  means,  for  the  next 

PISMOtTNTEI). 
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moment  he  fell  to  cursing  and  swearing  in  all 
the  modern  dialects  of  Europe.  After  he 
had  exhausted  his  own  and  the  French  and 
other  languages  of  expletives,  he  tried  the  En- 

glish, fetching  in,  whenever  it  appeared  to  give 
force  to  his  denunciations,  a  Polish  word.  He 
told  the  devil,  over  and  over  again,  that  he  was 
perfectly  welcome  to  fly  away  with  him  to  his 
own  dominions  if  he  ever  caught  him  riding 
post  again  with  a  crazy  courier  and  a  hare- 

brained naval  officer,  neither  of  whom  had  the 
fear  of  God  or  a  proper  respect  for  the  com- 

fort and  safety  of  their  own  limbs  before  their 
eyes.  He  kept  it  up  all  night,  muttering  and 
groaning  by  turns. 

Strain  and  the  courier  were  quite  willing  to 
part  company  with  him,  and  in  the  morning, 
the  former  having  obtained  a  passage  for  him 
in  an  ox-cart  to  Cordova,  where  he  might  turn 
his  accomplishments  to  some  account,  and  giv- 

ing him  some  money  to  pay  his  expenses  on  the 
way,  bade  him  adieu.  The  needy  adventurer, 
however,  would  insist  on  Strain  taking  a  receipt 
of  the  money  he  had  loaned  him.  Here  they 
met  the  Basque  whom  the  German  had  cheated 
out  of  his  money  and  horses,  and  who,  by  some 
private  arrangement  with  Antonio,  was  to  be 
one  of  the  party  during  the  rest  of  the  journey 
to  Buenos  Ayres. 

During  the  day  they  met  the  Government 
courier  going  west,  who  informed  them  that  a 
post-!  an  i;ige  was  following  after,  containing  a Brazilian  and  Frenchman.  The  name  of  the 
Brazilian,  he  said,  was  Guimares,  and  as  Strain 

had  an  intimate  friend,  also  an  acquaintance, 
by  that  na.me  near  Rio  Janeiro,  he  thought  this 
gentleman  might  be  one  of  them.  Putting  spurs 
to  their  horses,  they  broke  from  the  steady  gal- 

lop into  a  run,  and  at  length,  far  away  in  the 
distance,  discerned  a  cloud  of  dust,  the  sure 
precursor  of  the  post-coach,  with  its  four  gallop- 

ing horses.  Before  they  met,  however.  Strain 
caught  a  fall.  His  horse,  stumbling  in  a  hole, 
made  such  a  desperate  leap  in  recovering  him- 

self to  escape  the  cruel  rowels  which  always 
follow  a  mishap  of  this  kind,  as  to  leave  him 
behind  with  his  back  to  the  earth.  His  com- 

panions never  slackened  their  speed,  nor  ap- 
parently noticed  the  accident.  Luckily  Strain 

retained  the  long  plaited  thong  of  the  bridle 
in  his  hand,  and  thus  secured  his  horse.  Not 
being  hurt,  and  lioping  Antonio  had  not  no- 

ticed his  sudden  dismounting,  he  attempted  to 
remount,  but  found  the  saddle  was  turned.  By 
the  time  he  had  regirthed  it,  the  swift  riders 
were  miles  in  advance,  and  it  required  severe 
riding  to  overtake  them.  A  knowing  smile  from 
Antonio,  and  a  sly  remark  upon  his  dirty  ap- 

parel, showed  that  Strain  was  discovered.  To 
be  thrown  from  a  horse  on  these  plains  is  to  con- 

fess to  a  neglected  education. 
The  cloud  of  dust  which,  when  first  seen,  was 

many  miles  distant,  now  approached.  M.  Gui- 
mares proved  to  be  neither  of  Strain's  friends, 

but  they  soon  found  they  had  many  acquaint- 
ances in  common.  M.  Guimares  told  him  that 

his  friends  had  been  very  apprehensive  for  his 
safety  on  account  of  the  Indians,  and  giving 
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him  :in  address,  roqiiostod  him  to  cull  and  say 
that  he  liad  mot  him  beyond  the  i)ointf)f  j;rcat- 
est  danger.  The  pampa  coaoh  is  a  curiosity  in 
its  way.  It  is  a  perfect  nondescript,  and  looks 
as  if  it  mi;;lit  have  been  Noah's  family  carriaj^e. The  four  horses  which  drew  it  were  attached  to 
it  by  large  stra])S  of  i^rccn  hide  fastened  in  the 
>ad(lle  of  the  ])ostillion.  There  were  no  reins 
or  breast  straps.  Each  horse  was  ridden  by  a 
])ostiIlion  at  a  full  c;allop,  which  whirled  the 
lumbering  vehicle  along  with  astonishing  rapid- 

ity. This  mode  of  traveling  allows  one  to  take 
along  many  comforts  he  can  not  carry  on  horse- 

back ;  but  it  is  not  quite  so  rapid,  and  much 
more  dangerous  on  account  of  the  Indians,  for 
the  dust  it  raises  can  be  seen  for  many  miles, 
revealing  its  whereabouts.  Travelers  on  horse- 

back, Avhen  in  the  vicinity  of  Indians,  avoid  the 
dusty  portions  of  the  road,  reining  out  on  the 
]dains.  Besides  it  is  far  more  expensive,  for 
four  postillions  are  required  instead  of  one. 
After  exchanging  messages  to  friends,  and  tak- 

ing a  kindly  leave,  each  started  on  his  way. 
To  the  '  *  Set  fire  to  the  plain  I "  of  Antonio,  Strain 
and  his  companions  broke  into  a  gallop,  and 
were  nearly  a  mile  distant  before  the  heavy  post- 
coach  was  fairly  under  w^ay.  The  uncoupled 
horses  could  not  pull  together,  but  each  jumped 
as  he  was  spurred  by  the  postillion,  expending 
his  strength  in  every  direction  but  the  right  one. 

The  herds  which  they  had  encountered  on 
the  way  now  became  more  frequent,  and  often 
from  a  slight  swell  on  the  plain  the  eye  could 
see  nothing  but  swarms  of  cattle,  till  they 

seemed  rnerc  si)Ccks  in  the  distance.  Mile  aft- 
er nnle  they  rf)dc  through  these  herds  of  cattle 

and  horses,  till  they  seemed  innumerable.  A 
Buenos  Ayrcan  once  told  Strain  that  ten  mill- 

ions of  hides  hud  been  (!Xptu-tcd  from  linenos 
Ayres  in  one  year.  Knowing  that  the  census 
of  1810  gave  but  fifteen  millions  in  the  whole 
United  States,  this  statement  seemed  incredible; 

but  after  several  days'  experience  in  the  pro- 
vinces of  Santa  Fc  and  Jiuenos  Ayrcs,  and  re- 

flecting that  the  millions  on  nnllions  he  saw 
from  the  road  were  but  a  fraction  of  the  vast 
number  scattered  over  those  immense  j)asturcs, 
he  could  easily  l)elieve  it. 

In  passing  through  this  province  they  had  to 
be  more  cautious,  for  it  was  the  favorite  roving 
ground  of  the  Indians.  At  every  point  that 
gave  an  extended  view  the  plain  was  scanned 
with  an  anxious  eye  to  detect,  if  possible,  among 
the  moving  millions  of  cattle  and  horses,  a  group 
of  mounted  m^n.  At  night  they  slept  in  a  for- 

tified house.  This,  like  all  the  rest,  was  in  the 
centre  of  a  square,  and  surrounded  by  a  ditch, 
along  the  inside  of  which  was  planted  one,  two, 
and  sometimes  three  rows  of  cactus,  whose 
thorny,  thick  leaves  will  turn  a  charge  of  horse 
like  a  line  of  bayonets.  With  axes  and  knives 
the  Indians  might  make  an  opening  through 
these,  but  they  never  dismount  to  remove  any 
great  obstacle.  Their  home  is  the  back  of  a 
horse,  and  they  do  not  long  feel  easy  on  the 
ground,  especially  when  in  the  presence  of  an 
enemy.  The  square  is  approached  by  a  draAv- 
bridge,  while  the  house  is  pierced  with  loop- 

THE  PAMPA  FOETKESS. 
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holes,  fi-om  which  the  inmates  can  fire  on  their 
assailants. 

The  remaining  two  days  were  passed  without 
incident.  The  ox-teams,  the  ships  of  the  pam- 

pas, became  more  numerous.  These,  especial- 
ly those  going  west,  are  the  especial  objects  of 

the  Indians'  attack,  as  they  are  then  loaded 
with  merchandise  and  such  articles  as  they  cov- 

et. The  carts  are  constructed  after  the  same 
general  fashion  as  ours,  except  they  are  very 
rude,  with  little  or  no  iron  about  them ;  the 
bands  and  tires  being  made  of  green  hide, 
which,  being  put  on  wet,  contracts,  and  be- 

comes almost  as  hard  and  firm  as  iron.  The 
roof  is  commonly  made  of  straw  or  green  hide, 
though  sometimes  of  canvas.  Six  pairs  are  at- 

tached to  each  cart,  the  yokes  all  being  fasten- 
ed to  the  heads  and  horns.  A  long  pole  pro- 

jects from  the  roof  of  the  cart,  at  the  end  of 
which  is  a  spike,  to  goad  on  the  leading  team, 
and  a  second,  farther  back,  for  the  next  team ; 
while,  with  a  hand  goad,  the  driver  urges  on 
those  nearer  him.  Twelve  teams  make  a  troop  ; 
and  when  it  is  remembered  the  drivers  never 
grease  their  axles,  one  can  imagine  the  deafening 
noise  they  make  when  in  motion.  The  creaking 
may  be  heard  for  miles,  and  serves  often  as  a 
guide  to  the  Indians  in  their  attacks  upon  them. 

The  latter  portion  of  the  province  of  Buenos 
Ayres  differs  from  the  rest  of  the  pampas  in  the 
natural  product  of  the  soil.  In  Mendoza  low 
trees,  shrubs,  and  a  long  coarse  grass  cover  the 

plain.  San  Luis,  Cordova,  Santa  Fe',  and  a  por- 
tion of  Buenos  Ayres,  produce  a  high  grass  bet- 

ter adapted  for  pasture ;  while  the  most  eastern 
portion  yields  clover  and  thistles.  In  the  for- 

mer pro^dnces  the  as])ect  of  the  plain  changes 
very  little  with  the  different  seasons  of  the 
year,  as  the  trees  seldom  lose  their  leaves,  and 
the  grass  always  preserves  a  dingy  green  ;  but 
here  the  changes  are  marvelous.  No  better  de- 

scription can  be  given  of  it  than  the  following, 
by  Sir  Francis  Head  : 

"The  first  region,  or  that  lying  nearest  the 
Atlantic,"  says  Head,  "varies  with  the  four 
seasons  of  the  year  in  a  most  remarkable  man- 

ner. In  winter  the  leaves  of  the  thistles  are 
large  and  luxuriant,  and  the  whole  surface  of 
the  country  has  the  rough  appearance  of  a  tur- 

nip field.  The  clover  in  this  season  is  extreme- 
ly rich  and  strong ;  and  the  sight  of  the  wild 

cattle  grazing  in  full  liberty  on  such  pasture  is 
very  beautiful.  In  spring  the  clover  has  van- 

ished, the  leaves  of  the  thistles  have  extended 
along  the  ground,  and  the  country  still  looks 
like  a  rough  crop  of  turnips.  In  less  than  a 
month  the  change  is  most  extraordinary;  the 
whole  region  becomes  a  luxuriant  wood  of  enor- 

mous thistles,  which  have  suddenly  shot  up  to 
the  height  of  ten  or  eleven  feet,  and  are  all  in 
full  bloom.  The  road,  or  path,  is  hemmed  in 
on  both  sides  ;  the  view  is  completely  obstruct- 

ed ;  not  an  animal  is  to  be  seen  ;  and  the  stems 
of  the  thistles  are  so  close  to  each  other,  and  so 
strong,  that,  independent  of  tlie  prickles  with 
which  they  are  armed,  they  form  an  impenetra- 

ble baiTier.  The  sudden  growth  of  these  plants 
is  quite  astonishing  ;  and  though  it  would  be 
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an  unusmil  luisl'ortune  in  niilitary  history,  yet 
it  is  really  possiblt;  that  an  invadiiif?  army,  un- 

acquainted with  this  country,  mi;;ht  he  impris- 
oned by  these  thistles  before  they  had  time  to 

escape  from  them.  The  summer  is  not  over  be- 
fore the  scene  underji^oes  another  rapid  change. 

The  thistles  suddenly  lose  their  sap  and  verd- 
ure, their  heads  droop,  the  leaves  shrink  and 

fade,  the  stems  become  black  and  dead,  and 
they  remain  rattling  with  the  breeze  one  against 
another  until  the  violence  of  the  pampero,  or 
hurricane,  levels  them  to  the  ground,  whence 
they  rapidly  decom])ose  and  disappear ;  the 
clover  rushes  up,  and  the  scene  is  again  ver- 
dant." 
The  Indians  of  the  pampas  are  a  singular 

race,  and  rove  these  vast  plains  as  the  pirate 
does  the  sea.  They  are  exceedingly  handsome 
and  finely  formed.  They  wear  no  covering  for 
either  their  heads  or  bodies.  Entirely  naked  they 
scour  the  plains  by  day,  and  sleep  unprotected 
on  the  earth  by  night.  When  they  make  a  suc- 

cessful descent  on  a  neighborhood,  they  imme- 
diately butcher  all  the  men  and  old  and  ugly 

women.  The  young  and  pretty  w^omen  are 
placed  on  horseback,  and  are  compelled  to  trav- 

el with  great  speed,  being  fed  on  mares'  flesh 
on  the  w^ay,  until  they  reach  the  remote  and  se- 

cluded home  of  their  captors,  who  immediate- 
ly marry  them.  Handsome  and  kind,  they  soon 

win  the  attachment  of  their  stolen  brides,  who, 
in  the  few  instances  where  they  have  had  an 
opportunity  to  escape,  preferred  to  remain  with 
their  husbands  and  children.  * 

These  Indians  believe  in  a  future  state  of 
happiness,  where  they  will  be  always  drunk  and 
always  hunting.  Their  marriage  ceremony  is 
a  very  simple  one.  The  groom  and  bride,  as 
soon  as  the  sun  sets,  are  made  to  lie  down  to- 

gether with  their  heads  toward  the  west ;  they 
are  then  covered  with  the  skin  of  a  horse,  and 
left  for  the  night.  As  soon  as  the  sun  rises  at 
their  feet  they  are  considered  married. 

MY  ANGEL. 

DEAD !  who  was  dead  ? 
I  saw  the  letter  with  its  black  seal,  and 

the  mournful  faces  of  our  gathering  friends ;  I 
heard  my  mother  and  sisters  weeping ;  but  my 
dulled  brain  refused  to  understand  the  cause  of 
all  this  trouble.  I  sat  quietly  in  my  chair  be- 

side the  table,  as  I  had  been  sitting  when  a 
neighbor  came  in  to  bring  the  fatal  tidings. 
Amidst  all  the  confusion  I  was  still  and  calm, 
conscious  only  of  a  slight  feeling  of  weariness 
and  impatience  at  the  stupidity  which  could  be-, 
lieve  such  a  report.  Some  one  laid  a  soft  hand 
on  my  forehead,  and  looked  wistfully  into  my 
eyes ;  another  friend  held  a  glass  of  water  to 
my  lips,  and  said,  pitifully,  "If  she  could  only 
weep !" 

I  put  the  water  away  with  an  apathetic  glance. 
For  what  should  I  weep?  Who  was  dead? 
Surely  not  George  Elliott.  He  was  my  lover, 
almost  my  husband.  The  wedding  garments 
were  all  prepared,  and  he  had  promised  to  re- 

turn speedily  and  take  me  with  him  to  the 
beautiful  home  of  which  he  had  told  me.  Was 
ho  not  true  to  me?  Had  he  not  lifted  me  uj) 
out  of  the  cold  darkness  of  my  former  life  into 
the  sunshine  of  a  love  such  as  I  had  dreamed 
of  with  hopeless  longing,  but  never  thought  to 
win?  He,  the  young,  the  brave,  the  noble, 
could  he  die  ?  ('ould  he  disajipoint  me — could 
he  bereave  me  so  ?  Who  dared  to  say  that  he 
was  dead — drowned  on  his  homeward  voyage? 

But  the  sound  of  wecjting  and  the  l<nv  lam- 
entations went  on.  Friendly  hands  had  lifted 

me  from  my  chair  and  laid  me  on  the  sofa — 
what  ailed  me  that  I  had  no  power  to  resist 
them?  What  wms  this  torturing  distress  that 
by  its  very  intensity  seemed  to  dull  my  brain 
and  to  press  my  heart  out  of  place  ?  Was  there 
then  no  ])ower  in  human  love,  no  strength  in 
human  will,  that  he  could  not  live  to  see  me 
once  again?  Was  there  no  prescience  in  an 
idolatry  like  mine,  that  I  had  been  all  these 
days  absorbed  in  delicious  dreams  of  coming 
joy,  while  he  on  whom  all  was  centred,  without 
whom  they  perished,  was  drifting  about,  the 
sport  of  ocean  surges,  or  lying  deep  amidst  the 
hidden  wrecks  and  lost  treasures  of  the  pitiless 
sea? 

There  could  not  have  been  many  minutes  of 
this  apathy.  Our  pastor  lived  near,  and  had 
come  to  us  speedily  when  he  heard  the  news, 
which  had  flown  like  lightning  all  over  the  vil- 

lage before  it  readied  our  dwelling.  The  first 
words  that  struck  my  ear  distinctly  were  from  his 
lips.  He  sat  beside  me  and  repeated,  "  What- 

soever the  Lord  pleased,  that  did  he,  in  heaven 
and  upon  earth,  in  the  seas,  and  in  all  deep 
places,  God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a 
very  present  help  in  trouble.  Be  merciful  to 
me,  O  God,  for  my  soul  trusteth  in  thee :  yea, 
in  the  shadow  of  thy  wings  will  I  make  my 

refuge,  until  these  calamities  be  overpast," 
At  this  the  great  deep  of  my  soul  was  broken 
up  and  the  fountains  of  bitterness  overflowed. 
My  whole  nature  arose  in  rebellion  against  the 
hand  which  had  stricken  me,  and  in  that  rebel- 

lion I  first  admitted  to  myself  that  I  had  been 
stricken.  ^ 

Of  the  awful  hours  following  I  can  not  speak. 
None  may  tread  the  billows  of  that  deep  but 
those  who  have  faith  in  One  who  is  able  to  say 
even  to  this  storm  and  to  this  sea,  "Peace,  be 
still!"  Such  faith  I  had  not.  I  sank  in  the 
dark  waters.  All  the  waves  and  the  billows 
rolled  over  mc. 

I  was  very  ill  for  many  days,  and  slowly, 
reluctantly,  I  turned  back  from  the  gates  of 
Death  to  take  up  again  Life's  heavy  burden. For  life  was  indeed  a  burden  to  me,  not  only 
because  of  grief  but  because  of  sin.  A  hand 
that  should  have  aided  me  over  the  rough  paths 
had  long  been  busy  in  planting  thorns  there  in- 

stead of  roses.  To  those  who  have  been  equally 
unfortunate  it  is  enough  to  say  that  there  was 
one  whose  return  to  us  each  night  was  looked 
for  with  an  unspoken  dread,  and  too  often  the 
bloodshot  eye,  the  unsteady  step,  and  the  ram- 
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bling,  incoherent  speech  told  of  a  thirst  grati- 
fied at  the  expense  of  shame  and  suffering. 

My  mother  and  elder  sisters  were  of  a  nature 
gentler  and  more  submissive  than  mine,  and 
day  after  day,  year  after  year,  they  had  borne 
that  which  I  could  only  endure  because  I  hoped 
at  length  to  leave  it  forever.  When  the  para- 

dise I  had  so  nearly  gained  was  thus  in  a  mo- 
ment destroyed,  I  determined  no  longer  to  re- 
main at  home.  I  went  to  visit  a  friend  in  the 

city,  and  advertised  for  a  situation  as  teacher 
either  in  a  family  or  a  school.  For  some  time 
ray  application  seemed  to  be  unregarded ;  but  at 
length,  when  my  trunk  was  packed  and  my  bon- 

net tied  for  the  homeward  journey,  a  letter  was 
placed  in  my  hands.  An  elderly  gentleman  in 
the  country  had  noticed  my  advertisement.  His 
family  consisted  of  two  besides  himself — his 
mother  and  an  invalid  daughter  of  eighteen,  to 
whom  he  wished  me  to  be  at  once  teacher  and 
companion.  The  compensation  offered  was 
small;  but  I  could  live  on  it,  and  any  thing 
seemed  better  to  me  than  a  return  to  my  care- 

worn fiimily  with  their  half-known  shame,  and 
to  the  chamber  which,  like  a  tomb,  inclosed  the 
garments  of  a  bride  who  was  never  to  be — a 
bride  who  perished  ere  her  marriage-day — dying 
with  one  who  went  down  amidst  night  and  storm 
into  the  all-devouring  sea. 

It  may  show  the  reckless  state  of  my  mind  at 
that  time  to  mention  that  my  decision  was  made 
on  the  instant ;  and,  leaving  my  friend  to  inform 
those  who  were  awaiting  me  at  home,  I  set  out 
for  the  place  indicated.  Twilight  had  fallen 
upon  the  city  as  we  passed  the  last  curve  whence 
its  spires  could  be  seen,  and  night  came  slowly 
over  the  ocean  and  the  low  shores  on  our  left 
hand.  Closely  vailed  and  wrapped  in  my  shawl, 
I  sat  on  the  extreme  end  of  the  boat,  outside 
the  saloon,  and  watched  the  gathering  gloom. 
No  one  there  knew  me,  and  thus,  lonely  and 
alone,  I  gave  myself  up  to  thought.  The  mo- 

mentary glow  and  excitement  of  setting  forth  to 
seek  my  fortune  subsided  as  the  daylight  waned. 
I  had  little  interest  in  looking  forward — I  could 
not  look  back.  Leaning  over  the  railing  I 
gazed  down  upon  the  smooth  surface  of  the 
ocean,  gleaming  fitfully  through  the  darkness 
with  a  phosphorescent  light,  and  my  soul  ached 
with  its  inexpressible,  unappeasable  longings 
for  the  dead.  Oh  but  to  see  him  once  again! 
to  hear  his  voice  !  to  touch  his  hand !  why  was 
this  denied  me?  Then  I  could  give  him  up  to 
God  and  the  angels,  and  be  content  to  live  out 
my  appointed  time  on  earth. 

Ah !  would  I  ?  Not  so.  I  would  clasp  him 
close,  and  if  any  power  cruelly  and  unjustly  tore 
him  from  my  arms,  I  would  with  my  own  hands 
break  through  the  iron  gates  so  inexorably  closed 
against  my  prayers,  and  fmd  him — where  ? 

Thus  my  wicked  and  defiant  thoughts  dashed 
themselves  against  the  rock  whereon  I  refused 
to  build  my  hopes,  and,  absorbed  in  miserable 
reflections,  I  took  no  heed  of  time,  while  twi- 

light settled  into  night.  The  wind  blew  cold, 
and  the  passengers  had  gradually  retired  into 

the  saloon ;  when  last  I  looked  around  no  one 
was  present,  and  supposing  myself  still  alone, 
I  lifted  my  head,  threw  back  my  vail,  and  bent 
my  aching  eyes  upon  the  scene  before  me.  The 
seething  ocean,  with  its  mysterious  depths  and 
the  long  roll  of  its  resistless  billows,  was  indeed 
a  fit  instrument  and  type  of  the  fate  that  had 
passed  on  and  swallowed  up  my  hopes.  The 
stars  gemming  the  sky  in  myriads,  glorious  in 
their  inapproachable  brightness,  awful  in  their 
mute  grandeur,  seemed  to  me  unsympathizing 
and  cold  as  the  heaven  that  withheld  my  idol 
from  me.  1  lifted  my  clenched  hand  and  cursed 
aloud  the  day  that  gave  me  birth.  A  moment 
after,  a  deep,  full  voice  at  my  side  said,  with 
slow,  deliberate  utterance, 

"  When  I  consider  the  heavens,  the  work  of 
thy  hands — what  is  man,  that  thou  art  mindful 
of  him !  Shall  the  clay  say  unto  the  potter, 
why  hast  thou  made  me  thus  ?  Be  still,  and 
know  that  I  am  God." 

I  turned  quickly,  and  the  saloon  lamps  shin- 
ing out  showed  mc  the  form  of  a  man  wrapped 

in  a  cloak  ;  but  his  head  Avas  hidden  by  the 
shadow,  and  I  only  saw  dimly  that  the  face  was 
raised  toward  the  sky.  He  did  not  appear  to 
notice  me,  but  stood  silently  a  little  while  longer, 
and  then  walked  away.  I  could  not  tell  wheth- 

er the  quotation  was  accidental  or  designed  ;  yet 
because  it  was  so  unexpected,  or  because  of 
that  peculiar  and  musical  voice,  the  words  affect- 

ed me  as  nothing  had  since  I  was  a  child,  bow- 
ing my  soul  with  a  gush  of  penitential  feeling, 

wlfich,  when  it  passed,  left  me  less  wretched  than 
before. 

My  reverie  thus  broken  I  became  sensible  of 
the  lateness  of  the  hour,  and  withdrew  to  my 
state-room.  Soon  after  morning  dawned,  the 
boat  arrived  at  her  destined  port,  and  taking 
a  carriage,  I  reached  the  depot  in  time  to  find 
a  comfortable  seat  in  the  cars,  and  soon  was 
whirled  onward  toward  the  place  I  sought. 

The  letter  had  directed  me  to  leave  the  cars 
at  a  certain  way-station,  where,  if  I  informed 
them  of  my  coming,  a  carriage  would  wait  to 
take  me  two  miles  across  the  country  to  their 
dwelling.  As  I  had  not  given  this  inf  ormation, 
I  did  not  expect  to  find  any  one  waiting  for  me, 
but  I  had  not  considered  that  in  such  a  place 
there  might  be  no  conveyance  obtainable  for 
myself  and  my  baggage ;  and  when  the  train 
swept  onward,  leaving  me  standing  on  an  open 
platform,  with  my  box  of  clothes  for  my  sole  com- 

panion, I  looked  around  with  an  expression  of 
liopelcss  astonishment  which  would  doubtless 
have  been  very  ludicrous  to  any  one  beholding 
it.  However,  a  Yankee  girl,  when  thrown 
upon  her  own  resources,  is  seldom  long  in  find- 

ing a  way  out  of  difficulty.  The  preservation 
of  my  property  was  the  first  object  to  be  obtained, 
and  I  pulled  the  trunks  to  the  ground,  and  hid 
them  snugly  under  the  steps  at  one  end  of  the 
])latform.  This  done,  I  bent  my  steps  toward 
a  dwelling  visible  at  some  distance  down  the 
road,  which  at  this  point  crossed  the  track. 

It  proved  to  be  a  small  farm-house ;  its  ap- 
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pearancc  indicated  poverty,  as  iliil  also  the  | 
patched  thou;;h  cleanly  j^anncnts  of  the  woman 
who  came  to  the  door  in  answer  to  my  rappin;;. 
I  asked  to  be  directed  to  Mr.  .Jameson's  house. 
She  told  me  it  was  more  than  two  miles  l)y  the 
road,  but  not  so  far  across  the  fields,  and  as  I 
seemed,  to  be  a  stran;;er,  if  I  liked  she  would 
let  her  Jenny  go  and  show  me  the  way.  Moved 
to  conlidencc  by  her  good  nature,  I  changed 
from  my  lir.st  design,  and  mentioned  the  situa- 

tion of  my  luggage.  As  it  might  not  be  con- 
venient to  send  for  it  that  evening,  I  asked  her 

to  allow  a  stout  boy  who  was  digging  potatoes 
in  a  field  near  to  go  and  bring  it  to  her  house. 
She  instantly  called  "Andrew  Jackson;"  and 
when  the  owner  of  that  illustrious  name  ap- 

proached with  his  wheel-barrow,  and  had  received 
directions  from  me,  I  entered  the  house  to  await 
his  return.  My  hostess  was  loquacious,  and 
when  I  had  frankly  satisfied  her  curiosity  con- 

cerning myself,  was  ready  to  tell  me  about  her 
family  affiiirs.  He  (meaning  her  husband)  had 
gone  down  the  bay  fishing,  for  their  farm  was 
dreadful  poor,  and  if  'twasn't  for  selling  the  fish 
to  the  mill-folks  at  the  village,  they  would  nigh 
about  starve.  Her  eldest  daughter  had  gone 
to  stay  with  a  cousin  till  she  got  round ;  she 
didn't  expect  she  ever  would  get  round — ex- 

pected she  was  in  a  decline  —  but  Nancy  had 
gone  to  stay  with  her  till  she  got  round,  and 
nu's  her  up.  She'd  been  expecting  to  hear  from 
Nancy  for  some  time.  She  heard  there  was  a 
letter  to  the  post-office,  but  she  couldn't  send 
for  it  till  he  came  home  ;  she  wished  she  could  ; 
she  wanted  to  get  that  letter  —  wanted  to  see 
what  was  inside  of  it. 

"An  odd  reason  for  wanting  a  letter,"  quoth 
I ;  and  by  a  few  leading  questions  I  turned  the 
current  of  this  stream  to  a  subject  more  in- 

teresting to  me.  She  knew  Mr.  Jameson's 
family  well,  and  gave  me  information  quite 
valuable  to  me  in  my  entire  ignorance  of  those 
among  whom  I  was  to  dwell.  When  the  boy 
returned,  and  the  remuneration  I  offered  had 
been  reluctantly  accepted,  Jenny  was  told  to 
put  away  her  knitting.  The  little  black-eyed 
maiden,  brown  and  lithe  as  any  gipsy,  donned 
her  limp  sun-bonnet,  and  ran  along  beside  me 
across  the  field,  casting  such  sly,  bright  glances 
at  me  that  I  could  not  forbear  conversing  with 
her.  For  lack  of  other  question,  I  asked  if  she 
went  to  school.  No,  not  yet,  it  was  too  far, 
but  she  went  to  Sunday-school.  Did  she  like 
it?  No;  sometimes  she  got  ajjook  with  pic- 

tures, and  then  she  liked  it,  but  she  had  rather 
play.  Did  she  play  Sunday — this  little  heathen 
in  orthodox  New  England  ?  Yes  ;  but  the  min- 

ister said  it  was  wicked.  What  minister,  and 
where  did  he  preach  ?  Mr.  Blakesley ;  he 
preached  in  the  school-house  every  month,  and 
then  marm  made  her  go.  Marm  said  she  liked 
to  hear  Mr.  Blakesley  preach  because  he  al- 

ways hurt  her  feelings.  He  came  to  the  Sun- 
day-school sometimes,  and  talked  to  them. 

What  did  he  say  ?  He  told  them  to  be  good, 
and  say  their  prayers  every  night.     Did  she 

say  her  j)raycrs  ?  Yes,  marm  made  her  say 
"  Onr  Father  ;"  but  when  she  grew  up  she  didn't 
mean  to,  for  it  wasn't  a  pretty  prayer.  She 
liked  "  Now  1  lay  mc"  a  great  deal  better,  for 
if  you  didn't  want  to  say  it,  you  could  sing  it. 

With  i)rattl(;  like  this  she  beguiled  the  way, 
until  we  came  to  the  brow  <jf  a  low  grassy  hill, 
from  whence  the  house  was  visible  not  far  dis- 

tant. From  there  I  preferred  to  go  on  alone, 
and  sent  .Jenny  back  to  her  own  home. 

Near  the  foot  of  the  hill  a  cluster  of  trees 
were  grouj)ed  around  a  spring  that  gushed  from 
under  a  fiat  rock.  Here  1  sat  ilown  to  think. 
Since  my  great  sorrow  fell  upon  me  I  had  been 
self-absorbed,  shut  out  by  my  own  will  and  the 
care  of  pitying  friends  from  contact  with  any  out 
of  my  own  circle  ;  from  any  jar  or  jostle  of  the 
world.  This  was  kind,  but  1  could  not  live  so. 
Now  that  the  hope  which  lit  my  life  was  dead, 
that  life  must  die  too.  I  must  disengage  myself 
from  it,  must  leave  it  behind  me,  dead  and  bur- 

ied. Some  time  hence  I  might  perhaps  bear  to 
visit  its  grave  and  weep  there,  but  now  1  must 
shape  out  for  myself  a  new  destiny.  I  could 
not  endure  my  anguish,  I  could  not  be  recon- 

ciled to  it — there  was  nothing  left  for  me  but  to 
plunge  into  the  world  and  forget  it.  As  I  sat 
on  the  stone,  looking  at  the  gray  house  stand-* 
ing  lonely  amidst  the  lonely  fields,  the  unrest 
which  had  prompted  my  desire  of  change  re- 

turned upon  mc  in  full  force,  and  I  wondered 
at  the  impulse  w^hich  led  me  to  accept  so  read- 

ily a  situation  that  promised  no  variety  and  so 
little  excitemento 

The  scene  before  me  was  simply  beautiful, 
and  I  knew  not  then  what  life  was  hidden  in 
the  stillness,  what  aspects  it  could  take  amidst 
other  conditions  of  the  sky  and  sea.  The  house 
stood  in  an  open  recess,  too  shallow  to  be  call- 

ed a  cove,  and  yet  removed  from  the  monotony 
of  the  straight  shore.  Above  the  beach  the 
shore  arose  rocky  and  hold,  and  the  house  had 
been  placed  only  a  few  rods  from  the  edge  of 
the  cliff.  A  few  gnarled  oaks  and  a  group  of 
fir-trees  stood  near,  but  the  fields  stretching  to 
the  interior  were  flat  and  treeless,  except  where 
stunted,  sea-blown  evergreens  supported  a  mis- 

erable life.  Looking  over  these  I  saAV  the  bay 
and  the  ocean  sparkling  and  basking  in  the  se- 

rene light  of  that  August  afternoon,  while  to 
my  ear  there  came  only  the  sound  of  the  insects 
humming,  the  low  gurgle  of  a  bobolink  in  the 
grass,  and  the  cry  of  a  swallow  as  it  passed  and 
rei)assed,  now  glancing  low,  now  flashing  high- 

er as  it  flew  onward  to  its  nest.  I  arose  and 
went  forward  rapidly,  lest  I  should  be  carried 
away  by  my  receding  courage,  and  ignomin- 
iously  retreat.  Following  a  well-trodden  path 
I  came  to  a  stile,  ovcrwiiich  I  passed  into  a  lane 
that  led  past  a  large  garden  behind  the  house, 
and  on  to  a  little  gate  admitting  me  to  the  in- 
closure  in  which  the  house  stood.  It  was  a  long 
narrow  wooden  structure  of  two  stories,  with  a 
deep  porch  over  the  front  door.  In  by-gone 
years  some  thrifty  owner  had  painted  it  white, 
but  time  and  the  weather  had  since  succeeded 
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in  toning  it  down  to  a  dull  gray,  far  more  in 
keeping  with  the  landscape,  and  a  luxuriant 
woodbine,  that  covered  the  porch  and  ran  thence 
to  the  roof,  gave  it  its  only  claim  to  beauty. 

I  knocked  at  the  door,  and  a  tidy  servant 
admitted  me  to  a  plainly  furnished  room,  where 
the  table  was  laid  for  supper.  In  a  few  mo- 

ments a  lady  entered,  whose  venerable  and  pla- 
cid face  at  once  won  my  regard.  She  was  Mrs. 

Jameson,  and  when  I  mentioned  my  name  she 
received  me  very  kindly,  expressing  regret  that 
I  had  been  obliged  to  take  a  long  walk.  I  ex- 

plained that  circumstances  made  it  advisable  for 
me  to  enter  at  once  upon  some  sphere  of  action ; 
and  as  this  opportunity  presented  itself,  I  ac- 

cepted it  without  waiting  for  formalities.  After 
some  further  conversation,  she  led  the  way  to 
an  apartment  on  the  other  side  of  the  front  en- 

try, and  Avhen  the  door  opened  I  was  surprised 
at  the  elegance  and  taste  of  its  arrangements. 
The  carpet  covering  the  floor  looked  like  a  gold- 

en brown  moss  sprinkled  with  harebells,  and  the 
furniture  was  covered  with  damask  to  corre- 

spond with  these  colors.  The  white  muslin 
curtains  were  looped  with  blue  cords,  and  in  the 
windows  hung  baskets  filled  with  flowers  and 
trailing  vines.  Two  or  three  fine  paintings  and 
some  engravings  ornamented  the  Avails.  One 
glance  showed  me  this  unexpected  refinement, 
and  then  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  tne  idol  for 
whom  love  had  decked  this  shrine.  On  the  sofa 
near  the  front  windows — which  had  been  length- 

ened to  the  floor  for  her  accommodation — Amy 
Jameson  lay,  propped  with  cushions  into  a  half- 
sitting  posture.  She  had  been  told  I  was  there, 
and  her  face  turned  eagerly  to  the  door  as  I  en- 

tered. I  caught  my  breath  to  suppress  a  cry  of 
admiration.  Was  she  a  mortal  or  an  angel,  this 
girl  whose  perfect  head  and  fiice  were  united  to 
a  crippled  and  suffering  body  ?  Yet  as  she  re- 

clined, her  limbs  hidden  by  her  long,  full  gar- 
ments, there  was  no  trace  of  pain  or  trouble  ex- 

cept in  the  extreme  delicacy  of  her  complexion, 
and  the  languid,  patient  expression  of  her  face 
when  at  rest.  When  she  spoke  this  vanished, 
and  her  smile  was  the  sweetest  I  ever  saw.  She 
held  out  her  hand  to  me,  and  the  sleeve  falling 
back  revealed  an  arm  and  hand  so  white  and 
perfectly  formed  no  sculptor  could  hope  to  equal 
it. 

Sweet  Amy  Jameson — Aimee,  loved! — was 
it  love  or  was  it  suffering  that  had  so  purified 
and  etherealized  her,  that  there  seemed  to  re- 

main to  her  no  trace  of  mortal  weakness,  ex- 
cept her  physical  infirmity?  I  asked  myself 

this  question  many  times  during  the  following 
days,  as  I  studied  her  transparent  nature  and 
learned  the  history  of  her  life.  Her  mother 
had  died  while  she  was  an  infant,  but  those  who 

remained  had  supplied  to  her  all  a  mother's 
love  and  care.  Her  father  was  a  man  of  edu- 

cation and  refinement,  and  having  been  unfor- 
tunate in  mercantile  enterprises,  had  retired  with 

the  wreck  of  his  fortune  to  this  farm.  Amy's  in- 
heritance from  her  mother.  A  rheumatic  fe- 

ver, contracted  in  her  childhood,  was  the  be- 

ginning of  a  disease  of  the  nerves  and  muscles 
which  for  some  years  subjected  Amy,  at  inter- 

vals, to  months  of  incessant  pain.  Gradually 
these  attacks  became  less  frequent,  and  during 
the  last  year  had  entirely  ceased  ;  but  her  limbs 
were  so  twisted  and  distorted  as  to  make  it  im- 

possible she  should  ever  walk.  Yet  this  disease 
had  left  the  vital  parts  untouched,  and  now  her 
health  was  good,  and  she  might  look  forward  to 
a  long  life  of  helplessness. 

She  was  naturally  gifted  with  fine  mental 
powers,  and  had  improved  every  interval  of 
ease  to  continue  the  education  so  sadly  inter- 

rupted, and  was  eager  through  my  aid  to  acquire 
the  modern  languages,  and  advance  more  rap- 

idly than  she  had  hitherto  been  able  to  do. 
When  I  knew  all  this,  I  thought  how  helpless 
she  must  always  be,  how  liable  to  a  recurrence 
of  her  torturing  disease,  how  isolated  from  all 
that  makes  the  joy  of  youth,  how  debarred  from 
the  hope  and  the  glory  of  womanhood,  and  saw 
that  her  sensitive  and  thoughtful  nature  realized 
it  all,  I  marveled  at  the  peace  and  cheerfulness 
that  seemed  to  pervade  her  life  and  envelop  her 
whole  being.  Her  wonderful  beauty  of  person 
soon  appeared  to  me  but  a  development  of  her 
pure  and  lovely  soul.  It  would  have  been  in- 

congruous to  have  seen  it  otherwise  manifested 
than  through  the  motions  of  those  graceful 
hands ;  through  the  tones  of  that  low,  tender 
voice ;  through  the  expressions  of  that  face, 
with  its  transparent  complexion,  like  rose-tint- 

ed alabaster,  its  large  brown  eyes  that  the 
drooping  lashes  shaded  into  blackness,  its  broad, 
low  brow,  over  which  the  parted  chestnut  hair 
rippled  back  in  heavy  curves  that  gleamed 
golden  in  the  sunshine.  To  my  restless  and 
fervid  temperament  she  was,  from  the  first,  like 
moonlight,  like  dew,  like  whatever  there  is  in 
nature  to  soothe  and  bless ;  and  I  loved  her  be- 

fore she  had  spoken  my  name,  although  weeks 
passed  before  I  understood  the  secret  of  that 
charm. 

During  the  week  after  my  arrival  at  the  farm- 
house I  often  heard  the  minister,  Mr.  Blakes- 

ley,  referred  to,  and  his  opinions  quoted,  as  if 
he  was  a  sort  of  oracle  for  these  good  folk.  He 
had  been  absent  from  his  parish  for  a  time  and 
his  return  was  daily  expected.  His  church  was 
situated  in  a  small  manufacturing  village,  four 
miles  distant,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jameson  drove 
thither  every  Sabbath  morning.  Occasionally 
he  preached  in  the  school-house  located  near, 
where,  by  his  gffbrts,  a  Sunday-school  had  been 
gathered.  All  this  would  hardly  have  moved 
me  to  conquer  the  bitter  feeling  that  made  any 
semblance  of  worship  repugnant  to  me,  had  not 
Amy  revealed  to  me  her  hope  that  I  might  be 
able  to  take  notes  of  the  sermons  her  father  and 
grandmother  praised  so  much,  and  yet  failed  to 
remember  in  the  preacher's  own  words.  Eor 
her  sake  I  accompanied  them  to  church. 

The  edifice  was  large  though  cheaply  and 
plainly  built.  We  were  early,  and  as  we  wait- 

ed for  the  seats  to  be  filled,  I  let  the  mourning 
vail  I  wore  drop  over  my  face,  while,  suggested 
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l)y  the  time  and  place,  a  flood  of  memories 
rushed  over  my  soul.  Suddenly  a  voice  .said, 
"Let  ixs  pray."  1  started  at  the  tone — at  the 
slow,  distinct  utterance ;  and  as  the  invocation 
went  on  my  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  speaker, 
vexing  myself  to  think  where  1  had  met  him. 
The  face  was  wholly  unfamiliar,  but  the  voice 
haunted  me  with  an  echo  from  some  unforgot- 
ten  time.  The  prayer  and  singing  ended,  he 
began  to  read  a  psalm,  and  when  he  reached  a 
certain  verse,  the  truth  flashed  upon  me.  He 
was  the  person  whose  voice  had  arrested  me  in 
that  hour  of  desperation  and  loneliness  when  it 
seemed  as  if  I  could  not  live  longer  and  bear 
my  grief. 

Impressed  by  the  circumstance,  I  listened  to 
his  sermon  attentively.  It  was  instructive  and 
simply  framed  so  as  to  meet  the  wants  of  the  ig- 

norant, yet  with  flashes  of  power  showing  a  brill- 
iant imagination  repressed  and  curbed,  while  its 

closing  appeal  was  forcible  and  eloquent.  Had 
it  been  less  so,  his  manner,  and  his  peculiarly 
deep,  rich,  flexible  voice,  that  seemed  to  clothe 
each  shade  of  thought  in  a  fitting  garb,  would 
have  compelled  the  attention  of  his  listeners. 
I  never  had  occasion  to  change  the  opinion  I 
then  formed  of  his  genius. 

It  is  difficult  to  describe  a  character  like  that 
of  Lloyd  Blakesley,  because  it  was  formed  of  ex- 

tremes, and  description  seems  like  exaggeration. 
A  body  of  ice  and  a  soul  of  fire — in  one  age  of 
the  world  he  would  have  been  an  ascetic  of  the 
sternest  type ;  in  another,  he  would  have  been  a 
reformer"  or  a  martyr.  In  the  present  age  he 
was  a  faithful  and  untiring  pastor — a,  preacher 
who  wept  in  secret  over  his  congregation,  but 
who  wreathed  no  flowers  about  the  sword  of  the 
Spirit  to  dull  its  edge ;  a  man  whose  clear  in- 

tellect pierced  through  the  subtleties  and  en- 
lightened the  shadows  in  which  others  wrap 

themselves  to  evade  the  perception  of  right — 
whose  conscience  held  him  with  a  grasp  of  iron 
to  unceasing  labor,  and  in  whom  the  idea  of 
duty  awaked  an  enthusiasm  that  souls  less  noble 
only  gain  from  desire.    Though  he  was  not 
"That  faultless  monster  whom  the  Avorld  ne'er  saw," 

his  faults  appeared  to  grow  out  of  his  virtues. 
He  was  so  stern,  so  hard  toward  himself,  that 
he  sometimes  lacked  tenderness  for  others.  He 
struggled  so  successfully  to  overcome  the  tempt- 

ations in  his  own  path,  that,  occasionally,  there 
was  a  tinge  of  impatience  or  pride  in  his  re- 

monstrances to  those  who  yielded.  Yet  his 
heart  yearned  in  pity  for  the  world  of  sinners, 
and  he  was  eager  to  labor,  and  strong  in  patience 
when  that  labor  seemed  fruitless ;  and  withal 
he  possessed  that  magnetism  whereby  some 
characters  control  and  influence  even  those  with 

whom  they  have  little  sympathy.  Al^'ter  the service  on  this  Sabbath  Mr.  Jameson  waited  to 
speak  with  the  minister,  and  brought  him  to 
the  carriage  to  introduce  him  to  me.  I  thought 
his  glance  rested  upon  me  with  interest  and 
curiosity,  but  he  spoke  only  a  few  words  and 
passed  on. 

The  next  evening,  and  many  subsequent 

evenings,  he  .spent  at  our  house,  in  Amy's  par- lor. 1  listened  to  his  talk  v.itli  Mr.  Jameson 
and  his  daughter,  saying  little  myself,  yet  some- 

times involuntarily  drawn  into  an  expression 
of  feeling  or  ojiinion ;  and  from  all  such  mo- 

ments of  forgetfiilness  I  was  recalled  by  observ- 
ing that  he  was  studying  me  as  one  revolves  an 

interesting  i)rol)leni.  1  intended  to  remain  a 
problem  to  him,  and  I  was  wary;  but  in  such 
unrestrained  social  intercourse  1  could  not  avoid 
some  degree  of  friendliness,  and  by  degrees  1 
became  in  my  turn  interested  in  watching  him. 

Amy  did  not  know  she  loved  ;  but  I  soon  saw 
that  her  whole  soul  was  given  to  him — that  she 
counted  time  by  the  days  passed  since  he  left  or 
the  hour  when  he  Avould  come  again.  In  study- 

ing, she  was  bent  chiefly  upon  making  herself 
more  competent  to  follow  his  thought  and  to  un- 

derstand his  allusions.  In  reading,  she  betrayed 
involuntarily  the  impress  of  his  mind  upon  her 
tastes.  In  her  prayers,  pure  soul !  she  did  not 
realize  her  own  needs  while  she  supplicated 
Heaven  for  health,  and  strength,  and  comfort, 
and  reward  for  him.  For  sometimes  he  drooped 
sorely.  The  perversity,  the  sin,  which  he  found 
in  some  parts  of  his  parish,  the  stupidity  and 
carelessness  in  others,  sometimes  discouraged, 
and  sometimes  heated  him  to  a  zeal  that  did 
not  appear  altogether  holy. 

Then  he  turned  to  Amy.  No  unrest  could 
dwell  in  her  presence.  She  never  reproved, 
she  never  argued,  she  only  spoke  of  forbearance, 
of  pity,  of  love,  and  lo !  all  the  world  grew 
bright  with  a  divine  presence,  and  his  weakened 
hands  were  strong  to  labor,  and  his  troubled 
soul  was  hopeful  and  calm.  In  other  moods  he 
told  her  of  cases  calling  for  sympathy  and  coun- 

sel ;  and  a  word  or  two  in  her  low,  silver  tones, 
suggested  the  course  of  action  his  own  mind 
could  not  devise.  And  when  he  talked,  as  he 
often  did,  with  Mr.  Jameson,  upon  topics  that 
interest  men  of  intellect  in  every  grade  of  life — 
when  he  planned  large  schemes  of  philanthropy, 
or  discoursed  brilliantly  upon  passing  events — 
his  eyes  often  sought  Amy's  listening  face,  and 
a  pertinent  remark  from  her  lips  gave  new  vigor 
to  his  interest  in  the  theme.  To  her  mind, 
prone  from  her  situation  and  her  disposition  to 
softness  and  gentleness  and  poetic  reverie,  his 
strength  and  even  his  sternness  of  thought  was 
a  healthful  tonic,  and  she  was  right  in  looking 
up  to  him  as  to  one  whose  companionship  was 
of  benefit ;  but  in  her  humility  she  was  uncon- 

scious of  what  she  was  to  him. 
And  to  me  also  she  was  the  angel  of  peace. 

Her  gentleness,  her  unvarying  happiness,  her 

patience  in  spite  of  that  which  M  ould  ha'-'e  fret- ted me  to  madness,  the  spirit  breathing  in  all 
she  said  or  thought,  prompting  all  her  acts  and 
controlling  her  desires — these  were  to  me  a  rev- 

elation of  a  state  of  serene  joy,  of  ineffable  peace, 
which  I  had  never  before  supposed  a  mortal  could 
attain — a  state  of  loving  and  entire  submission 
to  the  will  of  God.  And  thus  that  soft  hand 
led  me  to  the  mercy-seat,  and  I  learned  the 
blessedness  of  the  worship  claimed  from  us 
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when  our  idols  are  broken  before  our  eyes  to 
show  us  they  are  clay. 

Thus  months  joassed.  Autumn  changed  the 
green  fields  to  gold  and  brown,  and  left  them 
for  bleak  December  to  sere  as  he  trod  them  hard 
beneath  his  feet.  Then  Winter  wrapped  them 
in  a  pall  and  hid  them  away  for  the  resurrection 
of  the  coming  year.  And  slowly,  impercepti- 

bly, as  these  changes  had  been  wrought,  other 
changes  as  great  had  occurred  in  the  mental 
states  of  the  group  whose  centre  of  union  was 
the  sofa  where  Amy  reclined,  patient  and  love- 

ly as  ever,  though  a  shadow  had  fallen  upon  her 
heart. 

One  afternoon  in  early  spring  I  returned  from 
a  walk  with  my  hands  full  of  violets  and  May- 
buds  half  opened.  Wishing  to  surprise  Am}^ 
with  a  pleasure  I  knew  she  longed  for,  I  ar- 

ranged these  flowers  in  a  vase,  and,  opening  the 
door  of  her  room,  softly  crept  on  tip-toe  to  her 
sofa  to  present  them  suddenly  before  her.  As 
I  advanced  I  noticed  that  her  head  was  bowed 
so  that  the  back  of  the  sofa  hid  her  face,  and 
thinking  she  might  be  asleep  I  paused.  A  faint 
sound  reached  my  ear.  Was  it  possible  ?  Was 
Amy  weeping  ?  Again  and  again  it  came,  sup- 

pressed but  deep,  convulsive,  as  if  it  tore  her 
heart  open.  No  physical  pain  could  move  her 
thus.  As  I  paused,  uncertain  what  to  do,  she 
moved,  half-raised  herself,  a.^d  clasped  her 
hands  meekly,  and  I  heard  these  words  breathed 
softly,  as  a  child  might  speak  to  a  loving  father: 
"Pity  me,  make  me  unselfish ;  and  oh,  forgive 
me  that  I  have  loved  him  too  well  I" 

I  could  not  bear  this.  How  had  Lloyd  Blakes- 
ley  dared  to  hurt  my  darling  ? 

I  set  down  the  flowers  and  clasped  her  in  my 
arms.  She  was  startled  and  confused  for  a  mo- 

ment ;  but,  all  unnerved  and  trembling,  she 
could  not  be  reserved  ;  and  when  she  had  wept 
her  tears  out  on  m.y  bosom,  and  my  heart  had 
melted  itself  over  her  grief  in  love  and  entreaty, 
she  told  me  all. 

Mr.  Blakesley  had  been  there  in  my  absence, 
and  had  revealed  to  her  a  certain  purpose  of  his, 
which  rudely  opened  her  eyes  to  see  the  nature 
of  the  affection  she  had  been  cherishing  for  him. 
It  was  a  love  unselfish  as  were  all  her  emotions  ; 
for  she  had  never  thought  of  appropriating  him 
to  herself ;  yet  when  he  asked  her  advice  upon 
his  plans  for  matrimony — when  he  praised,  in 
another,  excellences  of  purpose  and  action 
which  her  disease  had  made  impossible  to  her 
— when  he  spoke  of  the  help  he  needed  in  his 
ministerial  duties — help  she  could  never  give 
him — ah,  then  she  had  been  less  than  a  woman 
if  her  heart  had  not  arisen  in  one  cry  of  an- 
guish. 

Her  confidence  once  given,  she  seemed  re- 
lieved by  making  a  full  confession  of  all  she 

had  felt  and  thought  concerning  Mr.  Blakesley 
since  first  he  came  to  that  locality ;  but  delica- 

cy and  timidity  hindered  her  from  asking  me 
what  I  thought  of  him.  If  she  had  idealized 
his  character,  and  beheld  his  excellences  glo- 

rified in  the  halo  reflected  upon  them  from  the 

beauty  and  poetry  of  her  own  nature,  I  would 
not  then  tell  her  he  was  not  the  perfect  being 
he  appeared  to  her;  but  I  comforted  her  with 
those  religious  thoughts  I  knew  had  strongest 
power  to  soothe  and  gladden  her.  Then,  and 
afterward,  I  watched  her  jealously  to  see  if  this 
unexpected  trial — the  severest  a  woman  can  know 
— unsettled  for  a  moment  her  faith  in  the  Infi- 

nite love  and  goodness.  Ah  no !  Her  hand, 
indeed,  trembled  ;  but  she  held  the  cup  without 
a  murmur,  and  drank  the  bitter  draught.  How 
often,  amidst  all  that  defaces  the  Christian  name, 
have  I  thanked  God  for  her,  sweet  Amy  1  who 
showed  me  so  clearly  the  existence  of  a  peace 
the  world  gives  not  and  has  no  power  to  take away. 

Mr.  Blakesley  had  gone  away  for  a  fortnight, 
and  I  was  glad  of  his  absence,  as  it  gave  Amy 
time  to  recover  her  usual  serenity,  and  I  had 
opportunity  to  watch  and  determine  what  I 
should  do  to  ])romote  her  happiness. 

One  afternoon,  near  the  sunset  hour,  I  left 
her  busily  engaged  over  a  German  lesson,  while 
I  went  forth  on  my  daily  walk.  It  had  been 
one  of  those  mild,  dull  days  when  the  quicken- 

ing earth  seems  to  pause  and  take  breath  for 
the  labor  before  her.  A  thin  haze,  through 
which  a  dazzling  light  struggled,  had  hidden 
the  sun  all  day ;  and  now,  while  the  light  with- 

drew slowly,  the  haze  remained,  and  a  strong 
wind  coming  in  from  the  sea  rushed,  shrieking, 
up  the  precipice,  and,  with  shrill  cries,  away 
over  the  sere  fields.  I  turned  toward  the  ocean 
and  saw  that,  far  in  the  horizon,  the  haze  dipped 
down  into  the  waiter,  and  I  knew  the  fog  would 
soon  come  creeping  on  the  land,  blotting  out 
sound  and  sight  in  one  encompassing  dead  white 
cloud.  But  I  was  accustomed  to  it  now,  and, 
at  times,  it  suited  my  moods  better  than  sun- shine. 

I  went  down  a  steep  path  that  wound  to  the 
foot  of  the  precipice  and  sat  down  on  a  boulder, 
which,  in  some  former  age,  the  m  aves  had  w^orn 
into  a  rude  semblance  of  a  chair.  I  had  not 
been  there  many  minutes,  listening  what  the 
waves  said  and  gazing  dreamily  upon  the  level 
heaving  mass  of  waters,  when  a  step  on  the 
gravel  caused  me  to  turn  and  see  Mr.  Blakesley 
approaching.  He  gave  me  his  hand  in  friendly 
greeting  and  seated  himself  on  the  rock  near 
me. 

"I  inquired  for  you  at  the  house,"  he  said, 
"and  they  told  me  I  should  find  you  here." 

"  Yes,  I  often  come  here  ;  and  I  made  a 
drawing  of  the  place,  that  Amy  might  know 

how  it  looks." "  She  showed  it  to  me.  It  is  a  dreary  pic- 
ture— these  scarred  gray  rocks  overhead,  the 

melancholy  expanse  of  ocean,  with  its  white 
waves  breaking  on  the  beach,  and  one  solitary 
figure  crouched  here,  listening  to  their  monoto- 

nous roar.  A  dreary  picture !  I  doubt  if  it  is 
good  for  you  to  allow  yourself  the  indulgence 
of  such  tastes." 

"  It  might  not  have  been  at  one  time;  now 
it  does  not  hurt  me." 
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"  l*erliaj>s  so.  I  have  iiuirkcd  the  change  in 
your  feelings  since  yon  came  here,  and  have 
hccn  tliankful  for  it.  You  were  very  wretdied 
when  you  came  here." 

"How  (lid  you  know?  I  never  comidain- 

cd." "  No,  you  shut  nj)  your  woe  like  a  fire  in  your 
own  soul ;  and  when  it  would  have  vent,  you  let 
it  flame  up  against  the  throne  of  the  Most  IIit;h 
in  curses." 

I  gave  liini  one  quick  glance,  and  asked, 
How  did  you  know  that  ?" 
"Because  I  heard  you  do  it  that  night  upon 

the  sea.  Your  voice,  your  face,  your  figure  im- 
pressed nie  too  forcibly  to  be  ever  forgotten." 

"I  could  not  sec  your  face,  and  I  did  not 
think  you  saw  mine." 

*'  You  were  seated  ;  and  thus,  when  you 
turned  to  look  at  me,  the  light  fell  on  your 
face.  Perhaps  your  mourning  dress  assisted 
the  recognition  ;  but  I  knew  you  at  once  when 
I  saw  you  in  church,  and  almost  forgot  what  I 
was  about  to  say.  I  had  thought  of  you  often 
meanwhile — a  poor  unhappy  soul  gone  astray 
in  the  dark ;  and  I  thought  God  had  sent  you 
here  that  I  might  be  of  benefit  to  you — " 

"No,"  I  interrupted;  "another  hand  than 
yours  has  led  me  into  peace." 

"I  have  been  aware  of  that,  also,  and  that 
you  were  sent  here  to  benefit  me." 

He  paused.  I  made  no  reply  ;  and  in  a  mo- 
ment he  went  on  rapidly,  and  asked  me  to  be 

his  wife. 

"Why  do  you  make  me  that  proposal?"  I 
asked.  I  was  leaning  forward,  resting  my  head 
on  one  hand,  with  my  eyes  fixed  on  the  sea. 

"  Why  !"  he  repeated,  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 
"Yes — why?  Be  candid  with  yourself  and 

with  me.  Examine  your  motives,  and  tell  me 
what  they  are." 

He  was  silent  a  short  time,  and  I  remained 
motionless,  listening  to  that  ceaseless  requiem 
the  ocean  waves  were  chanting.  At  length  he 
answered, 

"I  will  be  candid.  You  merit  it  from  me. 
I  am  told  by  every  one  that  I  need  a  wife — that 
1  could  be  much  more  useful  with  a  wife — and 
my  own  heart  tells  me  the  same  story.  I  need 
the  ties  of  family  to  bind  me  to  tlie  great  fam- 

ily of  man,  to  unloose  my  sympathies,  to  teach 
me  to  feel  for  others  by  myself  experiencing 
what  they  feel.  More  than  this  ;  a  deep  crav- 

ing of  my  heart  is  unsatisfied.  I  need  such  a 
companion  and  friend  as  only  a  wife  can  be,  to 
make  my  dwelling-place  a  home.  !Such  a  friend 
I  hoped  to  find  in  you.  We  have  feelings  and 
tastes  in  common  ;  I  believe  we  have  equal  es- 

teem for  each  other ;  I  hoped  we  might  have 
mutual  love." 

He  spoke  slowly  and  painfully,  as  if  conscience 
was  forcing  him  on,  or  he  would  not  have  own- 

ed so  much.  I  breathed  more  freely.  My  con- 
jecture was  right ;  he  did  not  love  me.  I  raised 

myself  and  looked  into  his  eyes. 
"  Mr.  Blakesley,  before  you  went  away  you 

told  this  to  Amv.    Why  did  you  do  so  ?" 
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He  started,  and  his  face,  which  had  been  very 
]iali.',  llu>hed  a  tlei'p  crimson. 

"  She  tohl  you  I"  he  ejaculated. 
"  I  knew  it — no  nuitter  how.  Amy  was  not 

in  fault.  lint  wiiy  did  you  tell  her?  You  see 
I  am  very  calm.  Yon  know  my  heart  died  l<jng 
ago,  and  I  can  never  nuirry  >iniply  because  I 
love.  Can  you  sui)])ly  other  njotivcs  ?  Let  us 
discuss  this  subject  fairly,  as  friends  sIkjuUI.  ' 
I  paused,  but  he  made  no  reply;  and  1  added, 
"  You  ask  me  to  be  your  wife,  and  yet  you  hes- 

itate to  open  your  lieart  to  me  so  much  as  to 
answer  this  one  question!  Let  mc  help  you. 
You  told  An)y  because  you  like  to  consult  her 
upon  any  jirojcct  you  have  in  hand.  Your 
thoughts  turn  naturally  to  her.  Her  advice  is 

always  pleasing  to  you." 
"  Yes,  you  arc  right." 
"And  because  you  wished  particularly  to 

know  what  she  would  say,  how  she  would  look, 

when  you  told  her  this." He  cast  his  eyes  down  as  I  spoke,  and  the 
sweat  stood  in  great  drops  on  his  forehead.  I 
knew  I  tortured  him  ;  but  it  was  for  Amy's 
sake,  and  1  turned  the  rack  unrelentingly. 

"Yes,  Mr.  BIal«;sley ;  you  did  not  wish  her 
to  tliink  you  loved  her,  but  you  could  not  resist 
the  craving  of  your  heart  to  know  whether  she 
loved  you ;  and,  man-like,  you  indulged  your- 

self, though  to  learn  it  cost  you  an  additional 
struggle  afterward,  and  hazarded  her  peace  of 

mind." 
"You  mistake!"  he  cried,  starting  u]i. 

"  Heaven  knpws  I  would  sooner  die  than  wound 
her.  Her  peace  is  on  a  sure  foundation,  and 
no  human  being  can  disturb  it.  I  may  have 
been  misguided,  but  I  thought  I  was  doing  what 
was  best.  I  knew  of  no  woman  who  so  well  as 

yourself  could  fulfill  the  duties  ordinarily  ex- 
pected of  a  minister's  wife — who  could  so  read- 

ily help  me  in  my  great  work.  Ah  !  the  work 
is  indeed  great,  and  my  strength  is  small,  and 
my  soul  yearns  over  the  ])eople  around  me.  I 
have  watched  you.  You  arc  strong  of  will, 
courageous  of  i)urpose,  energetic  in  action,  full 
of  health  and  vigor,  and  you  have  determined 
to  dedicate  all  to  the  service  of  God.  Why  not 

do  so  as  my  companion  ?" 
"As  your  companion — yes,  so  long  as  I  re- 

main in  this  vicinity  ;  as  your  wife — no,  a  thou- 
sand times  no  !  Wrong  not  your  own  soul  so 

much  as  to  ask  it.  Desecrate  not  so  utterly 
that  mystical  union  which  God  honors  by  com- 

paring it  to  His  own  eternal  union  of  love  with 
His  Church.  God  gives  a  man  a  Avife  for  him- 

self, and  not  for  the  service  of  the  world ;  and 
you — you  dare  not  trust  Him,  and  take  the  an- 

gel he  has  sent  to  bless  your  life." He  grasped  my  wrist,  and  muttered,  while  his 
eyes  seemed  to  search  mine  with  their  fire, 
"Hush!  hush!  I  dare  not  think  how  hap]y 
I  should  be  with  Amy !  I  should  be  absorbed 
with  her ;  she  would  draw  my  heart  from  the 
work  to  which  I  have  dedicated  it.  I  dare  not 

trust  myself  with  so  great  happiness  I" 
"  Oh  !  do  not  so  blasi)heme  (ii^d's  l-est  gift  to 
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man  !  He  desires  not  the  sacrifice  you  mean 
to  bring  Him.  He  asks  of  you  no  more  than 
you  can  do  with  a  heart  at  rest.  Do  not  suffer 
senseless  advice  to  persuade  you  otherwise,  and 
lead  you  to  a  course  that  will  cripple  your  feet 
and  paralyze  your  hands,  as  it  has  in  the  case 
of  hundreds  of  your  fellow-laborers.  Do  any 
thing  else  from  a  sense  of  duty,  but  never  mar- 

ry except  from  love." I  spoke  warmly,  energetically,  as  I  felt,  for 
my  blood  tingled  with  long  repressed  excite- 

ment. Varying  emotions  passed  over  his  face 
as  he  listened,  and  now  he  bent  forward,  rest- 

ing his  head  upon  his  clasped  hands,  and  re- 
mained a  long  time  silent.  I,  too,  was  motion- 

less again,  turning  myself  from  him,  and  listen- 
ing to  that  voice  of  the  waves  which  evermore 

in  wailing  monotone  uttered  to  my  ear  those 
words,  "Never,  never,  forever  more!"  At 
length  Mr.  Blakesley  arose,  calm  and  dignified 
as  ever,  and  held  out  his  hand  to  me.  I  gave 
him  mine,  for  I  knew  well  he  would  not  again 
ask  to  keep  it. 

"Truly  you  were  sent  here  to  do  me  good," 
he  said.  "I  believe  I  was  about  to  commit  a 
great  sin.  I  see  the  miserable  sophistries  that 
were  deluding  me.  Amy  Avill  quicken  all  my 
energies  to  labor,  although  she  can  not  work 
with  me." 

"Your  eyes  are  not  opened  yet,"  I  said. 
"Never  think  again  that  Amy  does  not  work, 
even  more  powerfully,  more  usefully  than  you. 
A  thousand  such  as  you  might  better  be  spared 
than  the  influence  of  her  sweet  and  holy  char- 

acter. You  teach  Christianity — she  illustrates 
it.  Judge  if  her  work  be  not  as  acceptable  as 
yours.  Without  her,  I  doubt  if  you  will  not 
fail  to  attain  the  rarer  and  higher  Christian 
graces — with  her,  you  can  not  fail  to  be  doubly 
useful.  You  may  not  be  able  to  Avin  her  for 
your  wife,  for  a  tliousand  scruples  will  prevent ; 
but  her  whole  life  will  be  brightened  by  the 
knowledge  that  you  wished  it,  and  her  love  will 
be  the  greatest  blessing  you  can  have  in  this 
world.  Dear  Amy !  pure-hearted  angel !  I 
almost  envy  you  the  love  she  will  give  you. 
Go  to  her."  He  held  my  hand  a  moment  after 
I  ceased  to  speak,  and  his  eyes  scanned  my  face. 
Then  in  a  low  tone,  as  if  thinking  aloud,  he said, 

"  This  is  a  friendship  worth  having.  I  thaidc 
this  girl  more  than  if  she  had  loved  me;"  and 
with  these  words  he  went  away. 

While  we  had  been  talking  the  fog  advanced 
upon  us  with  the  tide,  and  after  I  was  left  alone 
it  deepened  and  thickened  until  I  could  see  no- 

thing but  the  rock  frowning  behind  me,  and  the 
sands  and  gravel  for  a  few  rods  around ;  while 
before  me  the  ocean  plunged  sullenly  from  un- 

der the  heavy  mist  to  break  at  my  feet,  with 
hoarse  Avhispers  and  wailings,  that  ran  along 
the  beacli  and  lost  themselves  in  a  faint  continu- 

ous undertone  which  pervaded  sea  and  air  as 
with  spirit  voices. 
My  excitement  of  feeling  had  died ;  my 

cherished  purpose  was  fulfilled.    I  pictured  in 

my  mind  the  scene  probably  then  being  enacted 
in  the  parlor  I  had  left — Amy's  sweet  tones, 
tremulous  with  glad  surprise,  and  the  mingled 
dignity  and  reverence  with  which  that  noble 
heart  (for  it  was  noble)  would  be  laid  open  be- 

fore her. 
For  myself,  I  had  done  with  love,  I  had  done 

with  hope,  for  this  world;  and  yet  I  did  not 
repine  as  I  sat  there  with  the  chill  dampness 
touching  my  lips  and  cheek,  and  folding  me  in 
a  cold  embrace  that  stilled  my  pulses  like  the 
touch  of  death.  Only  my  thoughts  went  for- 

ward with  a  prayer,  to  the  time  when  it  might 
be  the  will  of  God  that  the  discipline  of  this  life 
should  end ;  and  backward  to  dwell  upon  the 
joys  I  had  lost,  with  a  mute  thankfulness  that 
once  I  had  known  a  happiness  so  entire. 

Ha !  do  the  dead  indeed  return !  Has  the 
sea  brought  him  to  me  in  this  wild  night  gloom- 

ing around !  Were  those  weird  sounds  I  list- 
ened to  indeed  voices  from  the  spirit  world  !  It 

was  strange,  through  all  those  weary  months  I 
had  not  even  dreamed  of  him,  though  I  had 
asked  that  boon  of  Heaven  as  its  choicest  gift. 
Now  he  stood  there  before  my  waking  eyes,  just 
where  the  surf  broke  on  the  shelving  beach,  face 
and  form  distinct,  though  dimly  visible  through 
the  curling  vapors  eddying  between  us  on  the 
wind ;  stood  there  and  looked  around  as  if  he 
sought  me,  and  passed  on  silently  with  his  face 
still  turning  toward  the  spot  where  I  sat. 

I  was  mute,  spell-bound,  cold  and  pale  with 
the  thrill  of  terror  that  for  a  moment  possessed 
me,  a  moment  only.  As  he  went  slowly  out 
of  sight,  fading  away  phantom-like  in  the  gray 
mists,  an  emotion  stronger  than  fear  sent  the 
warm  blood  thrilling  through  my  veins.  Had 
I  not  longed  for  this ;  and  now  he  was  going ; 
he  had  not  spoken  ;  perhaps  it  grieved  him  that 
I  could  fear  and  slirink  ;  perhaps  he  would  nev- 

er come  to  me  again,  though  I  should  weary 
Heaven  with  prayers.  With  the  thought  I 
sprang  up,  I  ran  after  him,  I  stretched  out  my 
arms  to  the  pale  ghost. 

"  Stay  !  stay  !"  I  cried  ;  "  wait  for  me,  speak 
to  me,  this  once,  once  more  !" There  was  an  answering  cry,  a  quick  step  on 
the  beach.  Oh,  the  strong  arms  that  held  nic 
up  !  Oh,  the  warm  kisses  that  seemed  to  draw 
my  soul  out  through  my  lips !  Oh,  the  living, 
beating  heart  that  pressed  mine,  close,  close,  as 
if  we  could  never  part  again  ! 

Now  God  be  thanked  for  the  mercy  which 
ended,  for  the  blessedness  which  crowned  my 
year  of  discipline !  It  is  unnecessary  to  tell 
how  my  lover  was  preserved,  after  the  accident 
that  threw  him  overboard  in  a  stormy  night  in 
mid  ocean ;  or  how  the  sliip  tliat  rescued  him 
being  bound  to  the  South  Seas,  it  happened  that 
his  letters  never  reached  us.  When  he  arrived 
and  found  he  had  been  so  long  sujj^oosed  dead, 
he  chose  to  come  in  person  and  undeceive  me. 

As  we  ascended  the  path  leading  to  the  farm- 
house I  sfiw  a  light  from  Amy's  room  gleaming 

out  into  the  mist.  They  had  forgotten  to  dro]) 
the  curtains,  and  as  we  passed  the  windows  1 
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paused  and  looked  in.  :Mr.  Blakeslcy  sat  by 
the  sofa  holdiuf;  Amy's  hand  in  his,  and  she 
listened  to  his  earnest  words  with  tlroopiii;^  cye- 
liils  and  a  soft  glow  on  her  face  which  expressed 
incilable  i)eace  ami  joy.  Evidently  all  was  cx- 
jihiined,  and  her  loving  heart  at  rest. 

"Look,  Geor{;e!"  I  said;  "if  I  am  better 
than  I  used  to  be — if  my  views  of  life  and  duty 
accord  with  yours  more  fully  than  they  used  to 
do— thank  Amy  fur  it.  She  lias  been  my  an- 

goU^  ^  
OUR  WIVES. 

G OOD  Mother  Nature  is  queen  of  all  rheto- 
ricians, and  does  not  need  any  lessons  from 

the  schools  to  teach  her  to  put  the  best  foot  fore- 
most, and  vail  all  burdensome  duties  by  charm- 

ing plausibilities.  She  means,  for  example,  to 
make  of  the  roguish  urchin  a  hard-working  man 
in  spite  of  himself ;  and  straightway,  instead  of 
lecturing  him  on  industry,  and  setting  him  to 
saw  wood  or  pound  stone,  she  sends  him  into 
the  play-ground,  and  there,  before  the  little 
fellow  has  learned  his  ABC,  or  gone  from 
petticoats  into  his  first  breeches,  she  compels 
liini  to  train,  by  the  very  discipline  of  his  mer- 

ry games,  the  strength  of  muscle  and  the  skill 
of  sense  that  are  to  be  used  in  his  future  trade 
or  profession.  With  equal  cunning  she  wins 
his  gentle  little  playmate  to  a  different  yet 

equally  significant  post  of  care.  The  girl's  doll 
is  that  good  mother's  occult  teacher  of  the  sol- 

emn meaning  of  womanhood  and  maternity  ; 
and,  before  she  knows  it,  the  little  lassie  has 
bGen  going  through,  in  sport,  the  serious  work 
of  her  life.  The  same  vailed  purpose  runs 
through  the  romance  of  youthful  love  and  court- 

ship. The  sweet  maiden,  who  gives  her  heart 
to  her  adoring  swain,  knows  generally  little  of 
herself  or  him,  or  of  the  grave  cares  and  troub- 

les that  must  come  with  marriage.  Moonlight 
walks  and  tender  epistles  begin  the  fond  persua- 

sion that  the  bridal  vail  and  ring  consummate, 
and  the  dear  romantic  young  creature  is  a  wife. 
It  is  well  that  it  is  so,  and  we  do  not  quarrel 
with  Nature — which,  to  us,  is  another  name  for 
Providence — for  sending  merry  heralds  in  the 
van  of  her  marches,  and  introducing  every  sum- 

mer of  care  with  vernal  blossoms  of  beautiful 
hope.  But  let  us  understand  the  meaning  of 
the  fair  illusion,  and  we  shall  win  from  it  cheer- 

ful wisdom  instead  of  bitter  disappointment. 
Let  us  believe  that  our  childish  play  and  our 
young  romance  are  intended  to  lead  us  to  grave 
duties  that  we  might  else  shrink  from  ;  and  that, 
if  we  meet  these  "duties  faithfully,  our  play  and 
romance  will  come  back  once  more  to  bless  our 
manly  toil  and  our  wedded  love  with  their  genial 
light. 

We  must  expect,  however,  a  season  of  disap- 
pointment between  the  maiden's  romance  and 

the  wife's  matured  experience.  The  maiden 
had  dreamed  a  thousand  dreams  of  the  future, 
and  of  the  thousand  paths  of  her  cloud-land  she 
must  learn  to  be  content  to  follow  in  the  main 
but  a  single  path,  and  this,  too,  with  some  abate- 

ment of  its  «uppf)scd  variety  and  loveliness.  She 
must  be  content  to  fuid  in  her  husband  not 
always  a  romantic  lover,  and  be  glad  to  have 
in  him  a  faithful  and  honorable  partner.  SIjc 
must  not  exjiect  that  he  will  prolong,  through 
months  or  years  of  ordinary  cares  and  satisfac- 

tions, the  sanie  intensity  of  solicitude  and  pas- 
sion that  flaslied  out  in  the  fears  and  delights  of 

that  first  love.  As  well  ask  the  lightning  to  he 
always  in  play,  and  f(;rgct  that  its  mysterious 
power,  in  the  harmonized  electric  current,  may 
work  all  the  more  beneficently  under  the  calm 
sky  than  in  the  storm-clouds.  God  helj)  the 
young  wife  in  all  her  trials  and  duties  and 
blessings !  If  our  poor  pen  can  avail  her  any 
thing,  these  ])assing  words  shall  be  in  her  inter- 

est, and  shall  try  to  cheer  her  heart  if  they  may 
not  enlighten  her  mind. 

That  matches  arc  always  made  in  heaven  we 
can  not  say,  for  certain  terrible  misalliances 
present  a  most  formidable  exception  ;  yet  we 
are  quite  sure  that  most  matches  are  not  made 
on  earth— or,  rather,  are  not  made  at  all — but 
rather  come  of  themselves  out  of  those  strange 
dei)ths  of  our  being  in  which  love,  genius,  and 
enthusiasm  take  their  rise.  The  parties  may  be 
able  to  name  reasons  why  they  should  marry, 
yet  the  motive  that  impels  them,  to  the  union 
may  Avholly  defy  calculation  ;  and,  instead  nf 
being  any  definable  reason,  it  may  be  a  mutual 
fascination,  Avholly  indefinable.  A  man  may 
be  pretty  good  at  argument,  and  give  reasons 
for  his  choice  of  a  Avife ;  while  the  fact  general- 

ly is  that  he  never  made  any  choice  at  all,  but, 
before  he  knew  it,  and  in  spite  of  his  logic,  he 
finds  that  he  is  gone — without  his  own  act  con- 

quered and  possessed.  Woman  is  almost  always 
a  poor  hand  at  argument,  yet  she  generally  tries 
to  prove  the  wisdom  of  her  consent,  Avhile  all 
the  while  the  emotion  that  fixes  her  consent  is 
a  stubborn  fact  little  within  her  control.  We 
are  talking  somewhat  sentimentally,  perhaps, 
yet  not  making  fools  of  ourselves,  by  taking  love 
and  marriage  out  of  the  province  of  reason  or 
conscience.  We  give  reason  and  conscience  a 
veto  power,  and  urge  every  woman  to  avoid 
taking  any  step  in  the  face  of  reason  and  con- 

science ;  while  we  do  not  expect  or  desire  to 
leave  to  logic  or  ethics  the  business  of  inspiring 
the  tender  passion.  Our  being  is  full  of  mys- 

teries ;  and  many  as  have  been  the  attempts  to 
solve  the  problem  of  elective  affinities,  it  re- 

mains precisely  where  it  did  in  the  beginning; 
and  we  must  look  to  each  stubborn  experience 
to  decide  for  each  man  and  each  woman  whom 
each  loves  and  whom  each  wishes  to  marrv. 

It  is  no  proof  of  the  merely  prudential  nature 
of  marriage  that  woman  waits  to  be  asked,  and, 
having  no  boundless  range  of  preference,  must 
choose  between  her  suitors,  whether  few  or 
many.  The  fact  that  new  interest  may  spring 
up  in  her  mind  toward  a  suitor  upon  whom  she 
looked  with  indifference  before  he  became  a 
suitor,  instead  of  proving  the  supremacy  of 
prudential  calculation  may  prove  the  very  re- 

verse, by  showing  that  the  suit  of  itself  touches 
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a  new  spring  of  emotion,  and  that  the  feminine 
heart,  like  many  other  sweet  things  in  nature, 
needs  a  little  pressing  before  it  can  open  and 
show  its  rarest  treasure.  Notwithstanding  the 
magic  power  of  such  pressure  many  suitors  are 
unsuccessful ;  and,  if  novels  and  gossips  are  to 
be  believed,  every  woman,  whether  married  or 
single,  has  rejected  one  or  more  applicants. 
Without  arguing  the  matter  theoretically,  we 
submit  our  philosophy  of  the  affections  to  the 
common  law  of  the  heart,  which  all  women  take 
for  granted,  and  which  needs  no  codifying,  be- 

cause it  is  recognized  at  every  tea-table  in 
Christendom.  That  there  is  such  a  thing  as 
love  all  women  believe ;  and  that  it  is  a  very 
mysterious  thing,  and  with  a  large  element  of 
fatality  in  its  composition,  a  great  many  women 
are  ready  to  confess  without  placing  themselves 
on  the  list  of  fools  or  sentimentalists.  What 
place  this  said  love  should  have  in  marriage  is 
another  question,  and  one  upon  which  authori- 

ties differ,  and  women  as  well  as  men  speculate 
somewhat  boldly. 

Our  doctrine  is  a  very  plain  one ;  and  we  take 
our  position  neither  with  the  sentimentalists, 
who  Avould  have  a  girl  marry  the  first  good- 
looking  fellow  who  takes  her  eye — as  if  the  first 
fancy  were  a  final  fate — nor  with  the  utilita- 

rians, who  would  have  her  estimate  her  husband 
as  she  estimates  her  })urse — by  the  amount  of 
money  held.  We  believe  in  the  affections  and 
Ave  believe  in  the  utilities  too,  and  do  not  see 
any  more  incompatibility  between  a  true  heart 
and  good  sense  in  marriage  than  in  the  spheres 
of  friendshi]),  patriotism,  or  religion.  Grant  that 
a  woman's  affections  are  or  ought  to  be  the  char- 

acteristic elements  of  her  nature,  do  not  her  af- 
fections partake  of  the  quality  of  her  whole  cul- 

ture ?  She  may  have  a  true  and  loving  heart, 
with  abroad  and  keen  understanding,  and  then 
she  will  feel^  not  like  a  fool,  but  like  a  woman 
of  sense,  and  her  feeling  will  not  be  blind  to 
reason  or  conscience ;  not  so  blind  as  to  throw 
herself  away  upon  some  scape-grace  whose  air 
and  mustache  may  fascinate  her  girlish  whim, 
and  to  elope  with  the  man  whose  interest  for 
her  mind  and  heart  might  vanish  in  the  ac- 

quaintance of  a  day  if  not  in  the  duration  of  a 
dance.  A  sensible  woman  has  a  nature  that 
can  kindle,  but  it  kindles  from  its  pure  depths, 
not  from  a  shallow  surface ;  and  she  will  not 
mistake  the  flashy  glare  of  a  tinder-box  for  the 
steady  and  sacred  light  of  a  rational  and  per- 

sistent affection.  All  of  the  emotional  i)arts  of 
our  nature  stand  closely  connected  with  our 
habitual  convictions ;  and  although  we  may  not 
reason  down  a  foolish  passion  by  logic,  the  mind 
habitually  trained  to  be  reasonable  will  be  little 
likely  to  be  the  sport  of  foolish  passion.  If  love 
is  like  music,  and  moves  the  heart  as  music 
moves  the  ear — we  know  not  how — we  must  re- 

member that  an  ear  well  disciplined  is  charmed 
only  by  good  music,  and  keeps  and  even  quick- 

ens its  sensibility  by  the  cultivation  of  just  tastes 
and  perceptions.  The  point  here  at  issue  is  of 
vast  importance  to  our  young  people  in  these 

novel-reading  days,  when  so  many  girls  throw 
themselves  away  upon  good-for-nothing  fellows 
under  the  plea  of  following  their  heart's  destiny; 
and  when  so  many  heartless  calculators  take 
these  very  cases  as  texts  to  back  up  their  beg- 

garly worldliness,  and  to  prove  that  love  is  all 
moonsiiine,  and  that  matrimony  is  Avhat  the  des- 

perate old  punster  called  it — merely  a  matter  of 
money.  The  true  idea  of  what  it  is  to  be  a  wife, 
if  fully  understood,  would  give  both  errors  a 
quietus,  and  bring  good  sense  into  closest  alli- 

ance with  the  affections  in  the  discipline  of  our 
families  and  the  marriage  of  our  sons  and 
daughters. 

What  is  the  true  idea  of  a  wife?  Is  she 
merely  a  woman  Avho,  by  legal  or  ecclesiastical 
process,  is  allowed  to  leave  her  own  home  and 
share  her  husband's  bed  and  board  ?  She  may 
do  this  and  be  at  heart  no  true  wife,  but  accord- 

ing as  fortune  smiles  or  frowns  she  may  be  the 
toy  of  his  prosperity  or  the  drudge  of  his  pov- 

erty. The  true  wife  is  what  she  is  by  being 
one  with  her  husband  under  God,  in  a  union  of 
mind  and  heart  in  view  of  all  the  great  aims 
and  uses  of  life.  She  looks  to  marriage  as  the 
completing  of  her  being,  by  uniting  her  womanly 
affections  with  his  manly  strength.  The  union 
rests,  indeed,  upon  natural  instincts,  but  quite 
as  truly  upon  mental  and  moral  affinities;  so 
clear  it  is  that  man  and  woman  differ  as  much 
in  mind  and  heart  as  in  physical  constitution, 
and  each  being  yearns  to  integrate  itself  in  the 
com]tanionship  Avith  the  other  in  a  tie  that  is 
strongest  and  most  blessed  after  the  passions 
have  ceased  to  heat  the  blood.  Take  tliis  idea 
of  marriage  as  a  union  for  life  betAveen  persons 
Avho  are  so  like  each  other  as  to  meet  upon  the 
same  plane  of  natural,  moral,  and  mental  con- 

geniality, yet  so  unlike  as  to  make  up  each  oth- 
er's deficiencies  in  the  main  points,  and  Ave  liaA-e 

a  good  starting-point  for  our  hints  upon  the  con- 
duct and  welfare  of  avIa'cs.  The  idea  that  we 

cherish  has  much  to  do  Avith  the  character  that 

we  form,  and  if  it  Avere  belieA'ed  throughout 
America  that  the  due  marriage  of  daughters  de- 

pended more  upon  a  reasonable  notion  of  Avhat 
it  is  to  be  a  Avife  than  upon  a  smattering  of 
French  and  a  little  thrumming  upon  the  piano, 
there  Avould  be  such  a  revolution  in  our  house- 

holds and  boarding-schools  as  has  not  been  seen 
Avithin  the  memory  of  man.  We  do  not  think 
it  uncharitable  to  say  that  much  of  the  present 
method  of  schooling  girls  has  an  eye  to  their  fu- 

ture settlement,  and  that  those  schools  are  look- 
ed upon  Avith  especial  faA'or  that  deal  most  large- 
ly in  the  accomplishments  most  likely  to  Avin 

read}^,  if  not  substantial  admiration  from  men. 
NoAV  Ave  haA'e  no  quarrel  with  accomplishments 
Avhen  made  to  grace  a  genuine  culture,  but  Avhen 
made  the  end  of  effort  they  are  a  miserable  sham, 
and  about  as  commendable  as  the  barren  fig-tree 
Avhich  holy  lips  pronounced  accursed  because  it 
had  "nothing  but  leaves."  A  man  Avho  finds 
that  he  has  married  a  Avardrobe  and  a  piano, 
and  not  a  living,  loving  Avoman,  is  most  egre- 
giously  taken  in,  and  the  Avoman  Avho  has  been 
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letl  hy  lliis  system  to  seek  in  her  luislxiiul  only 
a  i)ursc  and  an  C(iuii)a;j;e,  iniiy  lirul  liersi-'lf  in  a 
still  satkler  l)li,L;lit. 

We  know  very  well  that  in  this  wf)rl(l  nothing 
is  perfect,  and  that  we  can  not  have  any  thin;^ 
exactly  to  our  niinil,  and  therefore  the  wife  must 
expect  to  forgive  defects  anil  have  her  own  de- 

fects forgiven.  Here  is  i)recisely  our  ground  for 
insisting  upon  congenial  nuirriages ;  for  where 
there  is  a  souml  and  reasonnhlc  attachment, 
there  will  he  readiness  to  forgive  and  be  forgiv- 

en, so  as  to  make  mutual  im})erfections  incen- 
tives toward  new  perfection  by  charity  and 

good  counsel. 
We  do  not  propose  giving  any  infallible  rule 

for  the  decision  that  makes  of  the  maiden  a  wife ; 
but  we  are  content  with  the  principle  already 
indicated.  According  to  this  principle,  she  has 
the  best  husband  who  makes  of  her  the  best  wife. 
The  relation  is  mutual,  and  each  is  blessed  by 
blessing  the  other.  Hence  the  freipient  folly 
of  the  scheming  mammas  who  are  always  on  the 
look-out  for  shining  fortunes  for  their  daughters, 
and  who  take  it  for  granted  that  men,  like  fish, 
are  to  be  caught,  not  for  their  own  benefit,  but 
solely  for  the  benefit  of  the  catcher.  Ill-starred 
is  the  marriage  that  tempts  a  woman  to  look 
upon  a  husband  as  a  victim  to  be  plucked,  or  as 
a  piece  of  property  to  be  used.  Ill-starred  is 
any  marriage  that  tempts  the  woman  to  claim 
only  indulgence  and  abjure  sacrifice.  The  wed- 

ding lights  have  a  baleful  glare  and  portend 
woes  numberless  to  every  thoughtful  eye,  if  the 
lamp  of  sacrifice  does  not  burn  among  them  and 
temper  by  its  solemn  ray  their  festive  brilliancy. 
She  is  no  true  wife  who  is  not  willing  to  make 
sacrifices  for  her  husband,  and  we  should  con- 

sider that  marriage  as  hai)piest  that  favors  sac- 
rifices that  at  e  mutual  and  reasonable.  Noble 

w^oraen  may  marry  men  of  fortune  or  fame,  and 
be  happy  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  position  which 
they  have  not  helped  them  win  ;  but  as  our  hu- 

man nature  is,  and  as  God's  providence  gener- 
ally rules,  we  regard  her  as  the  happiest  wife 

who  can  share  somewhat  in  her  husband's  early 
limitations  and  hardships,  and  rise  with  him  to 
his  well-earned  rewards  and  honors.  We  do 
not  believe  that  the  best  husbands  are  prizes  to 
be  caught,  but  rather  fruits  to  be  cultivated,  and 
that  she  is  the  favored  wife  who  finds  the  good 
fruit  ripening  under  her  kind  care.  Our  Amer- 

ican life  is  constantly  showing  us  how  precari- 
ous marriages  of  mere  ambition  or  avarice  are, 

and  illustrating  the  superiority  of  character  over 
circumstance  in  the  prospects  of  our  young  men 
and  their  families.  Let  our  daughters  marry, 
the  young  men  whom  they  can  love  for  their 
genial  worth  and  respect  for  their  intelligence 
and  enterprise  ;  let  them  be  willing  to  share  and 
lighten  the  privations  and  labors  of  the  first 
years  of  business  or  professional  life,  and  we  be- 

lieve that  their  prospects  not  only  of  satisfaction 
but  also  of  prosperity  are  far  greater  than  if  tiiey 
insisted  upon  beginning  with  a  shining  fortune 
without  caring  much  about  the  man  behind  it. 
In  the  very  nature  of  things,  marriage,  in  our 

country,  must  be  a  close  jiersonal  relation,  juid 
not  a  stall' policy  or  conventional  ceremony.  The 
wife  must  be  her  husband'H  companion  for  good 
or  ill,  and  she  makes  tlie  saddest  of  mistakes  if 
she  enters  into  the  companionship  without  any 
genuine  attachment  to  him.  With  such  at- 

tachment she  can  not  only  cheerfully  share  his 
changes  of  condition,  and  bear  him  up  in  his  re- 

verses, but  she  can  mould  his  character  by  her 
influence ;  for,  hard  subjects  as  we  men  are,  there 
arc  few  things  that  we  refuse  to  do  or  to  give 
up  for  t^ie  sake  of  the  loyal  wife  whose  love  for 
us  we  believe  to  be  as  real  as  her  own  heart. 

I'erhaps  we  arc  wasting  words  in  urging  our 
mothers  and  daughters  to  beware  of  favoring 
marriages  of  mere  convenience;  and  woman 
may  be  so  confiding  and  adhesive  as  readily  to 
give  her  love  after  she  has  given  her  hand,  if 
not  before.  But  the  experiment  is  a  somewhat 
dangerous  one,  and  our  sober  America  has 
more  than  once  shown  that,  if  the  husband  is 
not  tiie  lover,  the  lover  may  be  sought  else- 

where—  if  not  in  positive  guilt,  in  a  frivolity 
and  latitude  that  are  next  door  to  guilt.  French 
manners  arc  coming  among  us  fast  enough  with 
our  foreign  population,  without  needing  any 
forcing  upon  our  own  soil ;  and  the  growth  of 
habits  of  extravagance  among  us  that  nuikes 
wealth  necessary  to  a  certain  social  position,  has 
made  sad  wreck  of  many  a  heart  and  home. 

Strong,  then,  in  our  conviction  that  the  true 
wife  is  she  who  accepts  marriage  as  her  provi- 

dential sphere,  alike  for  her  husband's  welfare and  her  own,  by  the  completion  of  both  natures 
in  affectionate  and  rational  union,  we  have  our 
point  of  view  for  considering  the  perils  and  priv- 

ileges of  the  relation.  Our  thoughts  must  be 
but  passing  hints,  for  we  are  writing  not  a  book 
but  an  essay.  We  do  not  shrink  from  the  very 
obvious  remark  that,  as  the  relation  is  entire, 
and  is  physical  as  well  as  moral  and  intellect- 

ual, it  demands  careful  attention  to  all  i)liysic- 
al  laws  that  bear  upon  domestic  welfare.  The 
wife  is  to  be  one  with  her  husband,  and  may 
reasonably  expect  to  be  mother  of  his  chil- 

dren. It  is  her  sacred  duty  to  take  care  of  her 
health,  and  to  know  and  follow  the  laws  of  her 
delicate  and  marvelous  organism.  We  need 
not  repeat  the  commonplaces  of  physiology  as 
to  the  proper  care  of  the  mateinal  system,  al- 

though we  do  not  believe  that  half  enough  has 
been  said  upon  the  subject,  or  that  mothers  and 
daughters  look  half  seriously  enough  ujjon  the 
magnificent  finiction  of  maternity  which  is  be- 

stowed upon  woman,  and  which  more  than  bal- 
ances the  comparative  limitation  of  her  genius 

for  creation  in  art  and  literature.  What  would 
a  girl  who  is  a  rare  pianist  or  dancer  say  of  the 
barbarism  that  would  artificially  dwarf  or  crook 
her  haml  or  foot  so  as  to  ruin  her  beautiful  art? 
Is  not  maternity  a  more  majestic  gift  than  mu- 

sic or  dancing  ?  And  what  shall  we  say  of  the 
folly  that  neglects  or  injures  its  marvelous  func- 

tions, thereby  entailing  weakness,  if  not  deform- 
ity, upon  innocent  ofi'spring.  But  without  press- ing this  point  further,  let  us  urge  upon  the  true 
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wife  the  necessity  of  constant  watch  over  the 
nerves  of  her  peculiarly  sensitive  system,  from 
which  so  large  a  portion  of  her  moods  and  dis- 

positions come.  The  nerves,  especially  the 
great  sympathetic  nerves,  have  much  to  do  with 
the  welfare  of  us  all ;  and  the  man  is  a  novice 
who  has  not  learned  that  headache  and  the 
blues,  instead  of  originating  in  the  brain,  come 
from  the  stomach  and  its  net-work  of  nerves. 
But  with  woman  the  nerves  of  sympathy  are 
the  ruling  powers  of  her  being,  and  within  the 
sympathetic  ganglia  of  her  maternal  system  she 
seems  to  have  an  occult  universe  of  her  own, 
with  movements  as  marvelous  as  those  of  the 
solar  and  lunar  worlds  above.  Her  little  and 
great  tempers  come  mostly  from  this  source, 
and  are  often  as  unforeseen  and  unexpected  by 
herself  as  the  changes  of  the  sky.  It  may  be 
that,  to  a  certain  extent,  nature  compels  wo- 

man to  a  certain  nervous  excitability,  and  that 
the  physiologist,  as  well  as  the  poet,  must  call 
her  ̂ ^Varkun  et  viutabile  semper/'  But  nature, 
which  imposes  liabilities,  offers  compensations  ; 
and  no  greater  mistake  can  be  made  than  to  re- 

gard woman's  constitution  as  wholly  given  over 
to  caprice  and  excitement  merely  because  it  is 
peculiarly  sensitive.  If  touched  to  finer  issues 
than  ours,  her  constitution  can  be  touched  by 
more  gentle  affections,  and  the  nerves  them- 

selves have  a  principle  of  compensation  in  their 
susceptibility  to  soothing  and  cheering  influ- 

ences. They  feel  as  quickly  comforts  as  irrita- 
tions, and  woman's  life  Avins  at  once  new  calm- 

ness and  power  the  moment  she  learns  the  se- 
cret of  curing  one  emotion  by  another,  and  es- 

pecially the  art  of  checking  all  excessive  nerv- 
ous sensibility  by  healthy  muscular  exercise. 

A  true  method  of  life  will  make  far  more,  in- 
stead of  less,  of  the  nervous  sensibilities,  by  giv- 

ing them  all  their  full  and  various  play,  with 
a  fair  share  of  social  excitement  to  keep  them 
awake,  and  a  fair  share  of  out-door  activity  to 
keep  them  composed.  The  Avife  who  knows 
this  art  will  not  need  the  fearful  old-fashioned 
specifics  for  putting  the  whip  and  curb  to  her 
nerves,  for  she  can  be  lively  enough  without 
green  tea,  and  calm  enough  without  laudanum 
or  paregoric.  We  urge  this  point  with  the  great- 

er emphasis  because,  next  to  the  intemperance 
of  husbands,  we  believe  that  the  nervous  petu- 

lance of  wives  may  be  named  among  the  sources 
of  domestic  discomfort  and  alienation.  The 
delicate  constitution  of  our  American  women 

gives  to  their  nervous  sensibility  a  fearful  im- 
portance, and  the  facts  that  are  from  time  to 

time  made  public  inijjly  a  vast  amount  of  less 
conspicuous,  but  perhaps  equally  desolate,  suf- fering. 

The  wife's  sensitive  organization  is  much  en- 
hanced by  the  nature  of  American  society, 

which  has  so  little  domestic  stability,  and  con- 
stantly favors  changes  of  fortune  as  of  locality. 

We  arc,  as  a  people,  in  a  continuous  revolution, 
and,  in  city  and  country,  the  man  who  lives  and 
dies  in  the  old  homestead  of  his  fatiiers  is  the 
rare  exce|'tion.     Tliis  mutability  tells  some- 

times sadly  upon  the  happiness  of  women,  who 
are  naturally  adhesive  and  conservative,  and 
take  ready  and  deep  root  in  the  soil  where  they 
are  first  planted.  The  ordeal  of  the  first  years 
of  married  life,  which  is  even  to  congenial  na- 

tures not  without  severe  trials  before  two  na- 
tures, in  some  respects  different,  are  assimilated, 

is  all  the  severer  when  attended  with  the  fre- 
quent changes  and  startling  incongruities  of  the 

social  position  ;  and  the  American  girl  who  has 
been  the  pet  of  her  father's  house  may,  without 
falling  into  unkind  hands,  have  many  a  misgiv- 

ing and  sinking  of  heart  when  she  finds  herself 
in  a  new  and  strange  home,  with  a  husband  tried 
by  business  cares  that  never  intruded  upon  the 
old  hours  of  honeyed  courtship,  and  among 
neighbors  who  are  strangers  to  the  companions, 
and  perhaps  to  the  associations  and  refinements, 
of  her  youth.  Let  her  lot  be  of  average  good 
fortune,  she  must  find  that  society,  in  many  re- 

spects, is  unsatisfactory  and  aggravating,  and 
she  is  tem])ted  by  the  universal  emulation  to 
measure  her  condition  by  what  she  desires,  not 
by  what  she  possesses ;  and,  unless  she  has  a 
better  guide  than  the  ruling  fashion,  she  is  led 
to  count  her  comijctence  a  disappointment  in 
view  of  the  more  brilliant  jjrizes  that  have  fall- 

en into  some  dashing  neighbor's  eager  hands. 
This  habit  of  invidious  comparison  is  the  fatal 

bane  of  American  families ;  and  when  the  wife's 
envyings  happen  to  cross  the  husband's  ambi- tion, and  her  social  vanity  refusing  to  enter  into 
his  business  schemings,  claims  for  ostentation 
the  time  and  substance  that  he  needs  to  cope 
with  some  rival's  grasping  competition,  woe 
comes  to  the  household,  and  the  good  angel 
vails  his  face  and  is  ready  to  depart.  Let  him 
not  depart ;  but  let  the  wife,  who  should  know 
him  best,  keep  the  heavenly  guest ;  and  if  lone- 

ly self-discipline  or  devout  sacrifice  be  too  great 
an  efibrt,  let  her  bring  social  fellowship  to  her 
aid,  and  comfort  herself  and  her  husband  by 
such  society  as  blesses  and  edifies  the  home. 
The  wife  who  will  use  the  good  privileges  of 
any  village  or  city,  and  encourage  the  presence 
of  the  friends  whom,  though  few,  she  most  re- 

spects, will  find  herself  mightily  strengthened  ; 
and  a  few  intimates  of  true  quality  will  cheer 
and  help  her  far  more  than  the  whole  world  of 
frivolous  fashionists,  who  care  for  her  the  less 
after  all  her  attention  to  them,  and  not  seldom 
make  sport  of  her  best  endeavors  to  entertain 
them  in  style.  Let  the  wife  know  that  every 
associate  whom  she  and  her  husband  both  like 

and  respect  is  a  tower  of  strength  and  a  trea- 
sure of  comfort  to  the  family,  and  a  few  sensi- 

ble, well-principled,  good-hearted,  independent 
men  and  women  may  be  a  match  for  all  the 
foolery  of  the  town,  and  create  an  atmosphere 
in  which  every  good  affection  and  right  purpose 
thrives.  Happy  is  tlie  wife  whose  best  friends 
are  also  her  husband's,  and  who  is  nearer  him 
and  his  worthiest  purposes  by  their  companion- 

ship. Ill  fares  the  wife  who  takes  the  other 
course,  and,  surrounded  by  frivolous  triHers 
who  despise  all  serious  thought  or  toil,  tempts 
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her  liusbaiul  to  like  folly  iii  the  oj>j»o.sito  ex- 
treme, 1)V  (luittin;^  home  to  chat  forever  with 

the  dnulj;cs  of  the  market -place,  if  not  to  ca- 
rouse with  the  revelers  of  the  club  auJ  gam- 

bling-house. 
As  human  nature  is  there  must  be  some  stand- 

ard of  judgment  outside  of  the  house  itself;  and 
for  good  or  for  ill  the  wife,  as  well  as  the  hus- 

band, must  set  the  watch  by  some  ruling  time- 
keeper. The  greater  the  need,  tlicrefore,  of , 

having  the  true  standard  of  conduct  presentejj  | 
in  the  companionship,  as  well  as  the  principles, 
of  the  family.  We  remember  once  asking  a 
most  excellent  lady,  in  the  midst  of  winter,  in 
a  house  scorching  with  furnace  heat,  how  warm 
it  was  by  the  thermometer,  and  her  reply  was 
that  they  did  not  use  any  thermometer,  but  reg- 

ulated the  temperature  by  their  own  feelings. 
As  their  feelings  might  not  be,  and  were  not 
mine,  and  as  the  wife's  point  of  summer  heat 
might  not  be  exactly  the  same  as  the  husband's, 
it  Avould  surely  be  better  to  have  some  rule  to 
go  by.  In  domestic  affairs  there  is  a  yearning 
for  such  a  rule,  especially  in  any  conflict  of 
tempers  or  purposes ;  and  if  no  higher  standard 
prevails,  social  cliques  and  public  opinion  will 
have  their  influence.  Thus,  in  our  America, 
the  wife  is  protected  far  more  by  public  opinion 
than  by  law,  and  every  reputable  home  in  the 
land  is  guarded  by  a  power  that  is  as  penetra- 

ting and  effective  as  the  atmospiicre  itself. 
American  opinion  invariably  sides  with  tlie  wife 
against  the  husband  in  every  instance  of  wrong, 
and  tolerates  no  neglect  of  her  comfort  unless 
her  faithlessness  has  forfeited  his  protection. 
In  spite  of  the  indignation  of  the  orators  of 
women's  rights  conventions  at  the  Avrongs  of 
women,  she  has  at  the  bar  of  public  opinion 
more  rights  than  the  husband ;  and  she  may, 
perhaps,  with  impunity,  treat  him  with  an  in- 

difference or  neglect  that  would  not  be  tolerated 
on  his  part;  toward  her.  The  statute  law  may, 
indeed,  in  some  cases,  unjustly  restrict  her 
rights  of  property,  but  public  opinion  abates 
the  injustice  by  insisting  upon  the  most  liberal 
provision  for  her  comfort  during  the  husband's 
lifetime  and  after  his  death.  In  the  favored 
circles  of  American  society,  or  above  a  certain 
line  of  limitation  and  hardship,  the  wife  is  al- 

most the  queen  of  the  household,  and  it  is  taken 
for  granted  that  the  husband's  toil  and  gains 
are  to  be  tributary  to  her  elegance  and  comfort. 
Now,  with  all  the  follies  of  our  American  lady- 
worship,  we  have  an  idea  that  a  noble  convic- 

tion is  bound  up,  and  will  ere  long  vindicate  a 
fairer  future  for  the  with,  by  claiming  for  her  a 
true  place  in  our  sacred  humanity.  There  is  a 
certain  national  sentiment  of  chivalry  that  only 
needs  to  articulate  itself  into  a  ])rinciple  to  make 
the  way  clear  for  her.  We  ought  to  expect 
much  smoke  before  the  fire  burns  clear,  and  it 
is,  in  some  respects,  quite  encouraging  that  the 
true  place  of  woman  is  now  so  ̂ ^idely  and  so 
warmly  discussed,  and  the  laws  of  love  and 
marriage  are  debated.  The  American  heart, 
which  needs  only  to  codify  its  own  common  law 

to  set  the  nuitter  right,  will  be  sure  to  stand  by 
the  wife's  essential  rights,  and  defend  her  against 
the  tyrants  who  deriy  that  she  has  any  will  of 
her  own,  and  the  libertines  who  aim  to  identify 
her  will  with  her  impulses,  and  so  enslave  her 
to  her  passions  and  caprices.  It  is  not  easy  to 
say  which  most  insults  the  wife,  the  bigot  who 
makes  her  the  mijiion,  or  the  sentimentalist 
who  makes  her  the  mistress  of  her  husband, 
with  freedom  to  leave  him  or  to  be  left  by  him 
at  pleasure.  The  free-love  doctrine,  in  its  first 
principle,  denies  the  very  essence  of  the  affection 
that  makes  the  woman  the  wife.  It  leaves  out 
the  idea  of  divine  law,  immutable  obligation, 
which  is  not  only  more  binding,  but  more  at- 

tractive than  any  imi)ulse,  however  imimssioned. 
Passion  attracts  for  the  hour,  but  duty  attracts 
for  a  lifetime,  and  has  the  eternity  of  the  God 
who  ordained  it.  We  firmly  believe  that  not 
only  the  permanence  but  even  the  charm  of  the 
marriage  relation  lies  in  its  inviolableness,  and 
that  it  would  not  only  be  less  sacred,  but  less 
attractive,  if  the  tic  were  dissoluble  at  the  plea- 

sure of  the  parties.  There  is  a  solemn  fascina- 
tion in  the  highest  sanctity,  and  every  true  wo- 
man who  takes  her  marriage  vow  is  won  ([uite 

as  much  by  the  inviolable  sacredness  of  the  ob- 
ligation as  by  the  affectionate  confidence  of  the 

promise.  8he  does  not  wish  to  have  any  ijs  or 
buts  in  her  vow  or  her  husband's  troth,  and  the 
marriage  is  no  marriage,  but  adultery,  the  mo- 

ment the  thought  is  entertained  that  the  union 
is  only  one  of  pleasure,  and  the  children  who 
may  be  its  issue,  if  a  stronger  impulse  favors, 
can  be  virtually  orphaned  by  the  recreancy  of 
cither  or  both  i)arents  to  the  sacred  covenant. 

We  suppose  that  the  faults  of  wives  are  chief- 
ly one  of  two  classes,  according  to  their  temper- 

ament and  disposition,  or  according  as  sensitive- 
ness of  feeling  or  strength  of  will  may  be  the 

prevailing  characteristic.  If  the  disposition  be 
strong  and  self-relying,  it  may  make  the  wife 
the  heroine  of  the  household,  the  pillar  of  the 
husband's  hoi)e  in  the  time  of  disa})])ointnient 
and  peri)lexity.  But  if  this  strength  of  nature 
is  perverted,  it  may  make  her  the  petulant  ty- 

rant, the  terrible  shrew  of  the  household,  with 
a  tongue  set  on  fire  of  hell.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  prevailing  trait  be  sensibility — how- 

ever quick  or  tender — it  may,  in  its  true  office, 
make  her  either  the  sympathizing  comforter  of 
her  husband,  giving  a  ready  balm  for  every 
wound ;  or,  in.  its  inverted  form,  it  may  make 
her  the  weak  sentimentalist  or  the  frivolous  flirt, 
wasting  on  bad  novels  and  equivocal  beaux  the 

affections  that  belong  "to  her  ow^n  family.  Of the  good  and  bad  type  of  these  hard  and  soji 
classes  of  wives  Ave  Americans  can  furnish  nota- 

ble si)ecimens.  We  abound  in  brave  heroines 
and  gentle  comforters,  and  are  not  wholly  lack- 

ing in  fearful  shrews  and  contemptible  flirts. 
We  could  say  something  more  of  flirting  mar- 

ried women,  and  of  their  ways,  especially  at 
hotels  and  watering-places,  when  their  husbands 
arc  at  their  toil,  drudging  to  find  means  to  sup- 

ply the  conjugal  wardrobe,  equipage,  and  table  ; 
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but  we  forbear,  content  with  this  passing  hint, 
and  not  wishing  to  have  our  ears  pulled  by  some 
frentle  friends  Avho  are  just  on  the  borders  of  the 
folly  without  being  committed  to  the  sin. 

The  New  Testament  gives  us  all  the  safe- 

guard that  the  wife's  conscience  needs,  and  the law  of  the  land,  if  it  may  not  of  itself  create, 
should  not  consent  to  undo  what  God  hath  or- 

dained, or  sever  those  whom  he  hath  joined  to- 
gether. It  may  be  that  hereafter  Christianity 

may  be  found  as  powerful  a  sanction  in  inducing 
and  perpetuating  marriage  as  it  once  was  in  in- 

ducing celibacy.  In  the  early  ages,  when  self- 
sacrifice  was  needed  in  a  peculiar  form,  and  the  i 
whole  domestic  civilization  was  to  be  reformed, 
and  home  and  friends  were  to  be  left  in  order 
to  preach  the  Gospel  to  the  heathen,  or  to  de- 

fend it  amidst  near  enemies,  celibacy  was  the 
providential  vow  of  the  loyal  servants  of  God. 
In  our  age,  when  the  Gospel  has  now  a  foot- 

hold upon  the  earth,  and  the  problem  is  not  so 
much  to  convert  the  nations  to  the  Gospel  a* 
to  infuse  its  spirit  into  the  general  life,  and 
organize  religion  as  a  family  bond,  it  may  be 
that  marriage  is  the  providential  vow,  while,  in 
strange  opposition  to  the  primitive  times,  celi- 

bacy is  now  the  easy  choice  of  worldly  indul- 
gence. We  are  quite  firm  in  the  faith  that  a 

truer  religious  purpose  would  reinaugurate  mar- 

riage as  the  decree  of  God  and  the  blessing 
of  humanity,  alike  by  putting  an  imperative 
check  upon  all  licentious  indulgence,  and  mov- 

ing all  men  and  women  who  are  drawn  together 
by  a  true  congeniality  to  unite  their  hearts  and 
homes,  under  God's  blessing,  more  earnest  to follow  His  will  and  their  own  holiest  instincts 

than  to  wait  upon  the  world's  fashions  and  pol- 
icy, until  the  inexorable  years  shall  call  them 

childless,  and  perhaps  heartless,  to  the  grave. 
Then  hotels  and  monster  boarding-houses,  filled 
with  celibates  who  are  not  always  monks  or 
nuns,  would  dwindle,  and  true  homes  of  hus- 

i  bands,  Avives,  and  children  would  arise  in  their 

place. 
We  are  perhaps  writing  in  a  too  sober  vein, 

and  we  might  more  easily  indulge  in  ready  sat- 
ire over  the  infirmities  of  wives  and  the  mishaps 

of  married  life.  But  we  are  willing  to  err  on 
the  right  side,  and  say  our  poor  word  most  heart- 

ily for  the  good  wife,  and  for  every  ])rinciple 
and  institution  that  gives  her  light  to  the  home 
and  the  social  circle,  and  raises  up  children  to 
call  her  blessed,  and  to  be  themselves  a  blessing 
to  the  nation  and  the  world.  Surely,  so  far  as 
our  own  America  is  concerned,  the  best  of  all 
missionaries  for  our  new  and  old  States  are 

good  wives,  and  the  liomes,  affections,  and  prin- 
ciples that  go  with  them. 

NEXT  YEAE. 

BY  LOUISE  CHANDLER  MOULTON. 

THE  lark  is  singing  gajly  in  the  meadow, 

The  sun  is  rising  o'er  the  far  blue  hills, 
But  she  is  gone,  the  music  of  whose  talking 

"Was  sweeter  than  the  tones  of  summer  rills. 
Sometimes  I  see  the  blue-bells  blooming  in  the  forest. 

And  think  of  her  blue  eyes; 

Sometimes  I  seem  to  hear  the  rustle  of  her  garments — 

'Tis  but  the  wind's  low  sighs. 

I  see  the  sunbeams  trail  along  the  orchard, 

And  fall,  in  thought,  to  tangling  up  her  hair; 
And,  sometimes,  round  the  sinless  lips  of  childhood. 

Breaks  forth  a  smile  such  as  she  used  to  wear. 

But  never  any  pleasant  thing  around,  above  us, 
Seems  to  me  like  her  love — 

More  lofty  than  the  skies  that  bend  and  brighten  o'er  us. More  constant  than  the  dove. 

She  walks  no  more  beside  me  in  the  morning, 
She  meets  me  not  on  any  summer  eve; 

But  once,  at  night,  I  heard  a  low  voice  calling, 

"Oh,  faithful  friend,  thou  hast  not  long  to  grieve!" 
Next  year,  when  larks  are  singing  gayly  in  the  meadow, 

I  shall  not  hear  their  tone, 

But  she,  in  the  dim,  far-olf  country  of  the  stranger, 
AY  ill  walk  no  more  alone. 
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OUIl  QUEER  PAPA  :  j 
A   CASK   OF  OKdAMC   A l  l  lICTION. 

1. 
IT  was  ̂ ^lorious  June  at  the  suumicr  resort  of 

Old  liabyland.     Bathing'  the  world  about 
that  placid  ])lace  in  rose,  and  gold,  and  luxuri-  ̂  
ous  shadow  ;  thrillini^  the  car  with  bee  nmr-  j 
murs  and  the  sighs  of  grain  swept  by  the  gales  [ 
afield ;  beaming  in  the  ripples  of  the  close-by  [ 
lake,  with  a  smile  that  said,  "Come  lie  on  my 

breast — be  kissed  by  me  !"  flooding  with  a  peace-  j ful  yet  earnest  sense  of  delicious  life,  all  men,  ] 
women,  boys,  girls,  babies,  trees — universal  be-  j 
ing,  that  dwelt  in  the  fragrant  tranquillity  of 
Old  Baby  land ! 

'  Oh,  that  was  a  beautiful  place  !  Good  peo- 
ple who  go  to  the  springs — surf-floundering  pub-  I 

lie  whom  I  love — ye  who  do  all  summer  the  j 
same  things  ye  have  been  doing  all  winter,  in  ! 
hotter  places  and  with  less  room  to  do  them 
in,  perennial  six-times-a-day  dressers,  bore-mar- 

tyred, bill-distressed,  mosquito-bitten,  snl})hur- 
drenched  souls — envy  me  !  For  Old  Babyland 
is  a  nook  among  the  mountains,  far,  far  up  on 
the  very  top  of  Sullivan  County,  where  fashion 
cometli  not,  but  home-happiness  goeth  with  you 
— where  nature  has  never  been  dethroned,  and 
civilization  sits  from  June  to  September  at  her 
feet,  drinking  in  her  eloquent  music,  learning 
her  wise,  sweet  lessons  with  a  joyful  meekness. 
To  the  wide  piazzas  of  the  Mansion  House,  close 
by  the  singing  rijiples  and  the  thickets  of  laurel- 
rose,  among  the  highland  birches,  and  beeches, 
and  evergreens,  solaced  by  the  birds  and  the 
echoes  of  Kaw-na-ong-ga,  "The  lake  that  ever 
is  silver- white,"  come  the  fathers,  the  mothers, 
the  young  men  and  maidens,  and  the  little  chil- 

dren, to  live  their  too  short  three  months  of 
hearty  simplicity,  loving  one  another,  each  truth- 

ful with  each,  gathering  cheek-roses  and  eye- 
dew,  and  growing  strong  for  the  labors  that 
must  meet  them  again  on  the  autumn  verge  of 
Old  Babyland.  To  be  there,  oh  my  friends, 
was  like  taking  a  run  out  into  Paradise  for  a 
short  vacation  from  natural  depravity. 

Old  Babyland  was  a  surprise  to  me — alto- 
gether. All  day  I  had  been  jolted  in  an  ancient 

stage  over  a  road  described  by  an  Irish  friend 
of  mine  as  being  half-way  up  the  second  hill 
before  you  were  down  the  first — along  all  sorts 
of  highly  dangerous  and  picturesque  precipices 
— through  tan  bark  peelings,  all  overflowed  by 
black  tarns,  where  the  great  dead  trees  stood 
like  monster,  unsheeted  ghosts,  shivering,  ankle 
deep,  in  the  chill  waters  of  Styx,  as  they  waited 
for  a  Charon  who  would  not  come.  And  of  a- 
sudden,  at  sundown,  we  burst  without  warning 
upon  Old  Babyland ;  right  out  of  the  dense, 
dark  pines,  as  one  might  say,  pop !  or  that  other 
word  of  traditional  celerity,  the  name  of  the  late 
John  Robinson. 

It  was  like  feeling  in  the  pocket  of  a  queer, 
old,  cast-off  pair  of  pantaloons,  and  pulling  out 
a  gold  eagle.  To  an  author,  that  would  be  a 
delightful  surprise;  but  not  so  great  a  one  as 
this  exquisite  place,  with  all  its  specialities  of 

lake  and  cloud,  bcautifid,  natural  women,  man- 
ly men,  wild,  little,  happy  children,  and  hearty welcome. 

On  the  day  after  I  arrivcfl  there,  the  Old 
Babyhuiders  liad  "a  cch-bration."  I  forget 
what  it  was  for,  but  no  matter;  they  had  them 
almost  ail  the  time,  and  on  the  sli-htcst  ])rovo- 
cation.  Sometimes  somebody's  birthilay  was 
the  ausj)icious  occasion  ;  then  again  it  was  a 
new  wharf  for  the  pleasure-boats,  which,  by  the 
unbounded  munificence  and  sleepless  industry 
of  somebody  else  among  the  gentlemen,  had 
been  erected  for  the  Old  P>al)ylanders,  and  must 
be  consecrated  with  si)eeches,  feasting,  and  song. 
The  beauty  of  Old  Babyland  was  this  peculiar- 

ity— that  we  all  looked  through  rose-colored, 
convex  spectacles  at  every  little  pleasant  thing, 
till  it  seemed  big  and  beautiful  enough  to  be 
commemorated  by  perpetual  liI)ations.  I  ver- 

ily believe  that  if  ̂ Nlr.  W.  Dubbleyew,  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  of  our  community,  had 
bonght  a  new  i)air  of  boots  without  keeping  it 
very  private,  we  should  all  of  us  have  taken 
him  out  with  us  six  miles  to  a  grove  behind  a 
potato  patch,  and  made  him  ])ut  them  on,  in 
connection  w'itli  a  congratulatory  address,  an 
original  poem,  and  six  songs  composed  for  the 
occasion  to  poi)ular  airs.  After  which,  we 
should  probably  have  had  a  corn-roast  and  sonic 
lemonade. 

The  day  of  this  particular  celebration  o])ened 
clear  and  fair.  Kaw-na-ong-ga  was  mcjre  sil- 

very than  ever.  The  breeze  was  a  delicious 
southeastern.  All  nature  appeared  ready  for 
the  picnic  with  us. 

That  is  the  difference  between  town  and  coun- 
try hajjpinesses.  Be  jolly  in  the  Avoods,  and 

all  out-doors  will  seem  going  on  your  good 
time  vv^ith  you.  But  wdio  ever  expects  Stew- 

art's, or  Tiffany's,  or  Ilaughwout's  to  show  any 
exhilaration  at  the  fact  that  he  is  going  to  hear 

Gazzaniga  in  "Linda,"  or  to  Mrs.  Feudejoie's 
grand  fancy  ball  ? 

Amidst  these  sympathetic  surroundings  I 
frisked  along,  the  gayest  of  the  gay.  An  au- 

thor getting  up  his  susceptibility  to  the  pictur- 
esque, washing  the  mussed  soul  he  had  worn 

through  all  the  winter  galas  of  town  in  the 
great  batli  of  forest  ether,  blue-ing  it  in  that 
sky  which  is  warranted  to  take  out  all  sallow- 
ness. 

There  Avere  two  detachments  to  our  jiicnic 
party  that  day — No.  1,  the  Oldsters;  No.  2,  the 
Youngsters — a  state  of  things  Avliich  seldom  oc- 

curred at  Old  Bab  viand,  where  we  were  all  chil- 
dren for  the  summer,  and  wrinkles  droi)])ed  out 

of  their  significancy  as  territorial  boundaries  of 
life,  becoming  only  ideal  lines  of  latitude  and 
longitude.  But  to-day  the  children  took  it  into 
their  little  heads  to  picnic  by  themselves — to  see 
how  it  woidd  seem  to  have  their  own  particular 
jollity ;  and,  as  an  eminent  favor,  they  made 
me  the  only  exception  among  the  big  ones,  and 
took  me  along  because  I  could  tell  mouse-stories. 

In  a  little,  cramped,  baby  hand,  with  the  let- 
ters snugging  up  grotesquely  against  one  an- 
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other  like  rows  of  hastily-stacked  muskets,  the 
sagest  and  most  executive  of  my  juveniles  had 
prepared  the  following  programme  for  the  day : 

PROGRAMME— (A  Fac-simile). 
1.  Getting  our  things  on  and  Walking  there 
2  fixing  tlie  Table  and  entertaining  each  other 
3.  A  Mouse-story,  from  Mr.  Charles  Washington  Bird. 
4  A  harty  laugh. 
5.  A  song  from  Mr.  C.  vr.  Bird 
6.  Oats  peas  beans  and  Barley  grows 
7th,  Getting  ready  to  go  home 
8.  Going  Home. 

II. 

I  had  finished  my  mouse-story,  and  was  an- 
swering as  fast  as  I  could  all  sorts  of  questions 

as  to  what  became  of  the  little  fellow  after- 
Avard,  and  whether  his  tail,  which  had  been  cut 

off'  by  the  trap,  ever  grew  out  again,  w'hen  I  saw 
a  very  pretty  face  peering  out  with  a  lock  of 
intense  interest  from  a  clump  of  rhododendrons 
which  concealed  the  rest  of  its  possessor.  The 
children  caught  a  glimpse  of  it  at  the  same 
time,  and  jumped  up  from  their  seats  on  the 
dead  pine-leaves,  crying,  "Clear  out — go  away 
— you're  grown  up  !" 

Elsie  Landon — that  was  the  interloper's  name 
— emerged  from  her  screen,  and  lifting  her  lit- 

tle white  hands  in  pleading  gesture,  said, 
"  Please — please — let  me  stay  here  Avith  you. 

I  like  it  so  much — and  I  am  not  very  big." 
That  last  was  true.  It  was  equally  true  that 

she  was  not  very  little.  And  truer  yet,  if  there 
can  be  any  comparative  of  that  adjective,  that 
had  you  been  asked  whether  she  Avas  child  or 
Avoman,  you  Avould  not  have  knoAvn  Avhere  to 
put  her.  Whether  she  Avas  a  child  Avith  one  of 
those  Avonderful  body-outstripping  minds,  or  a 
Avoman  Avith  a  great  unsoiled  heart  that  had  not 
forgotten  its  snatches  of  cradle  talk  with  the 

angels,  I  don't  know  to  this  day. But  as  she  stood  there — a  visible  fact  to  be 
disposed  of  by  the  rigid  youngster-judges — I 
doubt  Avhether  any  such  philosophic  analysis 
much  occupied  their  minds.  She  looked  so 
very  young  just  then,  as  she  stood  pleading,  that 
the  instinct  rather  than  the  logic  of  the  children 

said,  "Let  her  stay  !"    So  she  staid. 
Her  age,  as  we  count  years,  Avas  eighteen. 

Her  form,  the  freshly  blossomed  Avoman ;  her 
height,  five  feet ;  her  complexion,  marble  struck 
through  Avith  rose  flush.  Pygmalion's  statue Avife  Avore  the  same  Avhen  she  first  Avoke  in  his 
arms  to  know  she  Avas  a  woman.  Her  hair, 
dark,  waving,  glossy  brown,  drooped  Ioav  be- 

hind. Eyes  of  the  same  dye,  large,  long  lashed, 
and  thoughtful.  Her  nose  just  aquiline  enough 
not  to  be  Grecian ;  her  moutli,  rose-buds  that 
kissed  each  other,  but  altogether  too  varying 
from  the  unrestrained  Avood-laugh  to  the  grave 
look  of  puzzle  Avhen  she  said,  "Why!  do  you 
think  so  ?"  to  be  measured  like  the  ruins  in  a 
guide-book.  I  told  you  of  her  little  white  hands 
— shall  I  speak  of  the  tAvinkling  Avondrous  little 
feet  ?  The  ferns  that  she  flitted  o\-er  were 
kissed  by  them  and  did  not  tell.  Nor  Avill  I. 
Though  a  little  foot,  and  an  ankle  that  melts 
into  it  out  of  its  own  smallness,  are  not  the 

least  gifts  of  a  beautiful  girl.  And  Elsie  Lan- 
don Avas  beautiful. 

NoAV  I  hope  you  Avill  know  Avhy  I  thought,  as 
the  girl  sat  leaning  her  round,  shining  little 
head  against  the  trunk  of  the  birch  Avhose  root 
served  her  as  chair,  that  she  Avas  an  object  very 
Avell  worth  being  looked  at. 

"What  in  the  Avorld  put  it  in  your  brain  to 
come  here  among  the  babies?"  said  I.  "The 
groAvn-up  people  are  all  dying  to  hear  you  sing; 
and  there  are  at  least  six  very  good-looking 
young  gentlemen  among  their  party,  any  one 
of  Avhom  Avould  give  his  best  trout  rod  for  the 
pleasure  of  showing  you  some  ncAv  walk  through 
the  Avoods,  or  a  blossomy  bank  that  Avas  partic- 

ularly retired  and  romantic.  Yet  here  you  are 

with  the  children  !'' "I  Avas  a  child  myself  not  a  day  ago,"  an- 
swered Elsie  Landon;  "and,  do  you  know,  I 

believe  I  ncA-er  got  quite  over  it.  At  home,  in 
NcAV  York,  Avhen  they  want  me  to  come  doAvn 
stairs  and  entertain  company,  just  as  like  as  not 
I  Avill  be  sailing  paper-boats,  and  making  be- 

lieve the  pictures  on  the  bottom  of  the  boAvl 
are  a  sea-buried  city,  just  like  the  pretty  Nor- 

man story.  I  sometimes  bloAV  bubbles  too — 
though  you  mustn't  tell  any  one.  I  know  it  is 
dreadfully  improper." 

It  Avas  very  natural  that,  under  the  circum- 
stances, I  should  have  done  just  as  I  did.  The 

tremendous  yawning  chasm  between  twenty-five 
and  eighteen  made  me  feel  A  ery  paternal.  The 
children  were  not  noticing  they  had  come  to 
that  part  of  their  programme  marked  as  the 
"  harty  laugh,"  and  needed  no  assistance  from 
us  ;  so  I  took  the  little  Avhite  hand  in  mine  as  a 
favorite  gray-headed  uncle  might  have  done, 
kept  it  there,  caressing  it  tenderly,  and  said, 

"Yes,  Elsie,  you  need  an  older,  an  expe- 
rienced person,  Avho  has  seen  a  great  deal  of 

the  Avorld,  to  advise  you,  to  teach  you — some- 
body like — like  me — for  instance,"  Whereupon 

I  felt,  and  perhaps  looked,  a  hundred  years  old. 
'•Oh,  that  is  the  very  thing!"  cried  Elsie, 

clapping  her  hands;  "the  very  thing  I  have 
Avanted,  oh,  so  long  !  And  may  I  always  come 
to  you  Avhen  I  don't  know  Avhat  to  do  ?  When 
papa  keeps  on  smoking  and  says,  '  Just  as  you 
j)lease,  dear,'  and  mamma  never  stops  knitting 
endless  Shetland  shaAvls,  but  answers,  'Ask  your 
fatlier' — may  I  come  then  ?" 

Exactly,  that  was  the  very  time.  And  I 
Avould  ahvays  tell  her  the  infallibly  light  thing 
to  do  or  say.  .  I,  the  dispassionate  and  reliable 
Delphi,  aged  a  quarter  of  a  century.  It  was 
settled.    And  it  Avould  be  splendid. 

Just  then  all  the  children  got  through  their 
hearty  laugh  and  began  to  cry  out,  looking  over 
the  shoulder  of  little  Julia  Post,  the  infant  man- 

ager Avho  held  the  programme,  "  A  song — a 
song,  from  Mr.  C.  Washington  Bird  !" 

I  sing  a  A'cry  good  baritone — have  taken  a 
prominent  part  in  several  priA^ate  operas — Avhy 
Avas  it,  then,  that  my  voice  faltered  in  the  caden- 

zas of  the  frog  that  Avould  a  Avooing  go  Avithout 
any  regard  to  the  peculiar  preferences  of  his 
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mother?  Prohalily  because  I  was  somewhat 
oppresseil  by  the  responsibilii y  uf  havin;^  become 
the  counselor  of  Olil  IJabyhind's  prettiest  girl 
on  the  lirst  day  of  my  acipiaintancc  with  her. 

When  I  hail  concluded  the  last  trill — dwell- 
ing with  delightful  elVect  ujion  the  "lley,  says 

Anthony  Ixolyl" — we  all  stood  up  in  a  ring  upon 
the  pine  leaves  and  had  "Oats  peas  beans." 
Oh,  such  frank  exhibiti(jns  of  jjrefercnce  !  such 
guileless  selections  of  the  best  loved,  without 
fear  of  outsiders  I  Why  in  the  world  must 
children  alone  possess  this  charming  gift  of  gen- 

uine loving  and  free  confession  ?  1  believe  that, 
when  the  golden  age  comes  back  again,  the 
poor,  youn^-,  honest  book-keeper  down  town, 
the  author  who  has  only  brains,  will  come  up 
to  dance  "Oats  peas  beans"  with  their  best 
beloved  in  Madison  Square,  and  manfully  call 
the  young  ladies  into  the  ring  to  chant  the  child- 
marriage  lay  together  with  a  maturer  meaning; 
while  the  retired  brokers  and  brokeresses,  who 
own  the  maids,  now  no  longer  frowning,  will 
gild  the  choral  scene  with  ratifying  smiles.  But 
that  is  kei)t  for  the  by-and-by. 

At  last  I  found  myself  standing  in  the  mid- 
dle— an  object  to  be  kissed  and  wedded.  The 

little  girl  who  had  called  mc  in  just  grazed  my 
lips  with  her  own  and  then  ran  away.  After 
which,  with  one  shout,  my  young, Old  Baby- 
landers  cried  that  I  must  call  for  some  one. 

"Little  Mary  Post!"  No— Mr.  Bird's  mus- 
tache would  scratch  her.  "Lizzie  Lincoln, 

then!"  She  had  been  kissed  enough  for  one 
•  day.  I  declare — it  was  a  regular  conspiracy — 

all  the  little  girls  excused  themselves,  and,  be- 
fore I  knew  it,  I  had  named  the  whole  ring, 

clear  around  to  Elsie  Landon.  As  I  came  to 
her  I  stopped  and  hesitated — she  stood  there, 
blushing  at  the  prospective  possibility  of  being 
kissed,  and  looked  the  woman  to  such  a  degree 
that,  had  her  application  been  made  then,  the 
children  would  have  denied  her  leave  to  stay, 
as  being  utterly  too  grown  up.  Eeall}^,  for  a 
minute  I  didn't  know  what  to  do.  But,  boys 
and  girls,  all  the  ring  down  to  the  tiniest,  be- 

gan to  clamor  for  my  choice,  crying,  "Take 
her  !  take  her!"  and  that  decided  me  to  regard 
it  as  child-play,  and  do  as  I  would  have  done 
fifteen  years  before.  I  clasped  the  timid  white 
hand  in  my  own,  and  led  Elsie  into  the  middle, 
saying,  "Are  you  willing?  It  is  all  play,  you 
know — besides,  I  am  to  be  your  monitor,  and  it 
pleases  them  so." 

Pleases  them  ! — venerable  hypocrite  of  one 
score  and  five !  Yet  a  downright  fib  would 
have  been  hardly  too  much  depravity  to  risk  for 
such  a  chance. 

"Open  the  ring 
And  take  her  in, 

And  kiss  her  when  you've  got  her  inV 
So  our  lips  met.  Well  was  it  that  the  children 
lauglied  and  thought  it  good  sport — v/ell  was  it 
that  that  laughter  woke  me  up  from  my  dream 
of  ravishment — or,  so  far  as  Mr.  Charles  Wash- 

ington Bird  had  any  thing  to  say  upon  the  sub- 
ject, we  shotild  haA'e  been  kissing  there  even 

unto  this  day — a  njonument  us  enduring  as  Lot's wife,  and  several  billion  limes  as  jdeasant. 
For  as  the  honey-bee  dallies  with  the  lark- 

spur, and  flirts  about  the  spirca,  and  just  bends 
tlie  tall  spear  of  the  golden  rod,  but,  coming  to 
the  purple  -  stamened  lily,  absolutely  lavishes 
himself  thereon,  and  dies  hinging  within  her 
wondrous  sweet  abode,  with  a  sense  of  long- 
sought  fitness  found  ai  last,  so  did  I — (who  in  my 
wanderings  had  kissed  Illyrian  girls  under  tlieir 
plane-trees  between  moonlight  and  the  Adrian 
Sea,  maidens  of  Madrid  through  the  jalousies 
whose  blissfully  tormenting  bars  let  in  nothing 
else  but  starlight ;  yea,  let  me  speak  the  truth 
though  my  ears  be  boxed— -one  or  two  of  my 
own  sweet  countrywomen  also) — kiss  El.>ie  Lan- 

don. For  those  lips  of  hers — I  could  swear  it 
— were  an  untasted  fountain,  kejjt  pure  and 
nectarine  for  me  to  come  to  them  ;  and  I  had 
come.  My  only  grief  was  that  /  had  ever  kissed 
any  one  before. 

Very  rosy,  and  much  j)rettier  thereby.  Miss 
Landon  stood  on  the  outside  of  the  ring  again, 
and  the  little  holder  of  the  programme  declared 

the  fact  that  the  glass  of  this  day's  celebration 
had  now  been  drained  to  the  dregs  numbers  7 

and  8 — "  Getting  ready  to  go  home"  and  "  Go- 
ing home" — which  performances  time  accom- 

plished. That  evening  I  sat  on  the  broad  piazza  of  the 
Old  Babyiand  .Mansion  House,  smoking  my 
plantation.  1  was  buried  in  the  deepest  thought. 
The  laugh  of  fox-and-geese  playing  children 
thrilled  at  my  very  elbow — the  gay  promenaders 
marched  hither  and  thither  behind  me,  singing 
as  they  went.  And  from  far  off  on  the  lake 
came  the  shrill  cry  of  rowers  trying  the  cove 
and  headland  echoes.  I  noticed  none  of  them. 
Suddenly  came  a  little  footfall  close  by  my  chair, 
and  a  pathetic  young  fiicc,  half  in  shadow,  half 
in  moonlight,  bent  over  my  shoulder, 

"Are  you  sick  to-night,  Mr.  Bird?" 
I  started,  and  saw  Elsie. 
"No,  I  am  not  sick,  thank  you,  but  asking 

myself  questions.  And  having  been  brought 
up  to  be  dutiful  to  my  superiors,  I  have  the 
habit  of  being  so  to  myself,  and  always  listen 
very  profoundly  till  I  have  a  right  to  answer. 
But  this  question  I  can't  answer  myself — per- 

haps you  can.  Let  me  get  you  a  chair — here 
— sit  down,  please." 

' '  Oh,  thank  you !    Now  for  your  catechism." 
"Very  well — here  it  is.  I  kissed  you  to-day 

— you  were  not  angry?" "No — that  is — yes — no — I  mean  no;  but  I 
am  afraid  papa  and  mamma  would  think  it  was 

very  improper." "Very  well  answered  for  No,  1.  Now  for 
No.  2.  Were  you  ever  kissed  before  by  any 
gentleman  since  you  have  been  a  woman  ?" 

"  What  a  funny  (question  on  the  part  of  sau- 

cy Mr.  Bird!" "Never  mind;  answer  it,  unless  you  have 
great  objections.  I  ask  because  1  very  much 

want  to  know." 
"I  was  always  as  much  a  woman  as  I  am 
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now ;  except,  perhaps,  that  there  was  a  time 
when  it  would  not  have  made  me  blusli  to  be 
kissed.  Since  then,  nobody  ever  did  it  but 

papa,  till  yoa.    Does  that  do  ?" "Perfectly  ;  and  I  am  very  much  obliged  to 

you." "But  why  did  you  want  to  know?" 
"I  hope,  certainly,  to  tell  you  some  time. 

Just  now,  shall  we  walk  witli  the  rest?" 
"If  you  please,  I  should  like  to." 
I\Iy  own  questioning  was  at  an  end.  I  knew 

what  I  had  suspected,  and  I  resolved  that,  come 
what  might,  so  far  as  a  kind  Providence  and 
Mr.  C.  W.  Bird  could  co-operate  harmoniously, 
nobody  thenceforth  but  I  should  kiss  Elsie  Lan- 
don.  The  resolution  was  quickly  taken,  and 
strengthened  by  an  hour's  walk  thereafter,  in which  her  little  soft  hand  was  drawn  more  close- 

ly tlian  utility  demanded  against  the  lid  of  the 
heart  vvliich  kept  the  resolution  in. 

III. 
The  father  of  Elsie  Landon  Avas  a  mighty 

queer  old  gentleman.  One  of  those  men  whose 
constitution  is  so  mixed  with  antagonist  ele- 

ments that  you  wonder  how  they  ever  manage 
to  get  a  unanimous  vote  of  their  faculties  upon 
any  action  of  life.  He  "Was  rich,  very  rich ; 
such  people  often  are ;  but  how  they  succeed  in 
business  is  a  problem.  His  manner  was  as 
vacillating  as  this :  He  would  suadenly  snatch 
up  a  chair,  pound  it  down  in  four  or  five  i)laces, 
look  at  his  watch,  whistle,  and  finally  conclude 
to  stand  up.  Elsie's  improprieties  he  frequent- 

ly treated  by  saying,  "  Horrible  !  really  I  seem 
to  be  in  a  bad  dream !  Well,  I  shall  have  to 
confine  you  to  your  room ;  go,  reflect.  Why, 
bless  me  !  here  are  the  horses  at  the  door.  El- 

sie, wouldn't  you  like  to  ride  'round  the  lake, 

my  love  ?" So  he  was  in  every  thing.  At  that  time  I 
used  to  think,  however,  that  the  prevailing  tend- 

ency of  the  creature  was  bad — savage — if  any 
thing  prevailing  could  be  asserted  of  such  a  char- 

acter. For  he  made  Elsie  cry  half  a  dozen 
times  a  day,  by  blurting  out  upon  her  in  his 
fierce  way,  or  thwarting  some  little  child-woman 
taste  *pf  hers,  whose  delicacy  he  could  not  ap- 

preciate ;  and  many  a  time  did  I  wish  that  Sol- 
omon had  left  some  maxim  appropriate  to  the 

regulation  of  paternal  relations  as  well  as  filial, 
like  "  Spare  the  rod,  and  spoil  the  papa."  In 
which  case  I  should  have  liked  to  be  Elsie's  proxy. 

I  was  in  love  with  his  daughter.  I  loved  her 
as  child — I  loved  her  as  woman — and  that  love 
was  all  the  broader  and  deeper  for  attaching  it- 

self to  all  the  multitudinous  lights  and  shades 
of  her  nature  in  both  aspects.  But  then,  the 
old  gentleman  was  worth — nobody  knew  how 
much  ;  and  I — nobody  knew  how  little.  Sim- 

ply a  good-looking  gentleman  with  brains,  who 
had  published. 

I  tell  you,  the  question  how  I  should  ever 
get  her  was  a  puzzle.  It  looked  at  me  at  din- 

ner from  the  Landon  family,  across  the  castor ; 
it  lay  like  a  handful  of  toast-crumbs  in  my  bed 
at  night ;  it  accompanied  me,  like  a  bad  prism, 

in  the  rowing  parties  at  night,  and  sallowed  the 
moonlight.  And  still  the  lips  that  I  had  kiss- 

ed in  "oats  peas  beans" — that  in  some  clime 
where  the  stars  blessed  lovers  I  would  kiss  for 
evermore — seemed  growing,  day  by  day,  fur- 

ther off  from  my  possession,  airier  and  yet  air- 
ier possibilities. 

I  was  beginning  to  think  favorably  of  the 
bottom  of  Lake  Kaw-na-ong-ga  as  a  permanent 
residence. 

At  last  something  happened.  It  was  about  a 
Aveek  after  the  celebration — the  celebration  in 
particular,  for  the  Old  Babylanders  had  got  up 
a  dozen  since  that — that  I  rowed  across  the  lake, 
entirely  by  myself,  to  a  secluded  spot  among  the 
evergreens  of  the  further  bank,  known  among 
our  pleasantly  grandiloquent  community  as  Li- 

on's Den.  Had  the  name  been  a  true  indi- 
cation of  its  character,  I  should  have  hastened 

there  with  more  cheerful  alacrity.  I  felt  as 
if  a  large  fellow,  of  the  tawny  species,  who 
had  not  been  at  dinner  for  three  days,  would  be 
grateful  company  in  my  present  state  of  mind. 

One  of  those  many  light-draught  Old  Baby- 
land  boats,  which  a  child  could  manage  alone, 
was  there  before  me,  beached  on  the  bright  sand 
under  the  spruces.  And  on  the  stern-seat  lay 
— as  our  venerable  and  jolly  Old  Babyland  com- 

modore used  to  say,  in  advertising  waifs  at  the 
breakfast-table — "a  sjdendid  lady's  gipsy  hat, 
for  which  an  owner  was  wanted." 

I  entered  Lion's  Den.  No  lion  was  there — 
but  Elsie  Landon,  thrown  down  in  abandon 
among  the  ferns,  and  crying  bitterly. 

For  a  moment  I  doubted  whether  to  beat  re- 
treat as  an  intruder,  or  stay  as  a  comforter. 

But  the  young  girl  heard  my  step,  and  as  she 
i  looked  up  her  face  of  startled  hopelessness  de- 

cided me.  I  drew  near  her,  and  in  a  gentle 
voice  said,  "Miss  Landon  —  Elsie  —  have  you 
forgotten  the  counselor  to  whom  you  were  to 

come  in  trouble  ?" 
Her  great  brown  eyes  looked  up  questioning- 

ly  through  their  cloud,  and  she  answered,  "I 
wonder  if  you  could  help  me  ?" 

"To  anv  extent,  dear  child.  Try  me  and 

see !" 

"  Very  well,  then,  io?*  are  the  trouble."  I started. 

"Yes.  The  children  have  been  talking  all 
over  the  house  about  our — our — 'oats  peas 
beans'  doings,  and  they  have  come  to  papa's 
ears.  Oh !  he  went  on  dreadfully,  I  can  tell 
you  !  He  said  it  was  the  most  shockingly  im- 

proper thing  he  had  ever  heard  of.  In  New 
York  State  he  said  that  no  ceremony  was  ne- 

cessary to  marry  people ;  the  least  confession 
that  you  took  each  other  was  enough  ;  and  in 
this  disgraceful  country — so  he  talked — it  was 
whiz  !  bang  !  and  you  were  married  before  your 
own  eyes  without  knowing  it.  Then  said  he, 
'Farewell  forever — depart,  undutiful  child — 
leave  my  gray  hairs  in  shame,  and  be  his — the 
penniless  one's.  You  are  married  to  him  al- 

ready I'  Oh  dear,  dear,  it  is  dreadful!"  And 
she  wept  again  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
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"Is  it  dreiidfiil,  dviw  link;  ]'<lsu',  to  he  luar- 
ried  to  nic  ?" 

"Yes,  iiulood,  in  that  way  >\hicli  is  so  im- 
proper, and  to  any  one  who  don't  h)ve  you,  but 

was  in  i)hiy.  Oh,  oh  !  do  you  ivnow  hiw  ?  Am 

I  your  wife  ?" 
"No,  yon  are  not  now.  J5ut  if  you  never 

arc  I  shall  not  have  anv." 

"What,  Mr.  Bird!"' "  Only  this.  That  I  kissed  yon  last  Thurs- 
day. It  was  the  first  time  you  had  been  kissed 

since — well,  since  you  were  less  a  child  than 
you  are  now,  in  some  respects.  At  that  time 
I  made  myself  two  promises.  One  was,  that 
you  should  never  kiss  any  body  else  ;  another 
was,  that  I  never  would  kiss  any  girl  but  you. 
If  I  can't  keep  the  first,  then  I  will  the  last. 
Elsie  Landoii,  you  are  all  I  have  in  tlie  world 
— do  you  love  me?  Which  proTnise  shall  I 

keep  ?" 
"Keep  the  first."  So  fiiintly  and  timidly 

was  it  spoken,  that  the  words  seemed  to  fall  on 
their  very  threshold,  driven  back  from  a  portal 
closed  by  my  own  lips.  And  the  kiss  Avas  long 
— for  it  was  in  loneliness,  and  how  sweet  those 
things  are  I 

My  inner  Daniel  was  at  peace  with  his  lions. 
"Let  us  be  married  this  very  day ;  let  ns  run 

away  to  do  it ;  let  it  be  a  clandestine  match." 
These  were  the  very  words  I  spoke,  in  spite 

of  long  precedent,  in  the  teeth  of  gray  author- 
ity, and  notwithstanding  the  saw,  old  as  tlie 

hills,  that  runaway  matches  are  unhappy  ones  ; 
for  I  never  yet  saw  the  man  or  the  woman 
wretched  in  such  a  marriage  that  would  not 
have  been  equally  so  in  any ;  and  I  have  been 
groomsman  at  two  affiiirs  of  that  sort  which 
have  turned  out  admirably — deliciously.  You 
may  depend  upon  it,  no  man  ever  induces  a 
girl  to  run  away  with  him  unless  tliey  both  love 
one  another  so  much  that  they  are,  before  Heav- 

en, man  and  wife  already — barring  the  case  of 
some  hypocritical  he-lover  in  search  of  monBy, 
when  it  is  the  fault  of  the  family  that  he  wasn't 
kicked  out  in  the  earliest  stage  of  the  proceed- 

ings, before  matters  became  serious. 
But  I  did  not  mean  to  preach  a  sermon.  I 

will  only  say  that,  tearfully  but  not  reluctantly, 
Elsie  consented  to  flee  with  me  from  her  dom- 

ineering father  and  the  mother  who  was  his  serf. 
Both  loved,  but,  thank  Heaven,  not  like  me ! IV. 

Our  going  was  by  night.  Twelve  o'clock  saw 
us  behind  the  bays  that  for  nearly  an  hour  had 
been  waiting  us  on  the  hill  beyond  the  Man- 

sion House,  A  word  to  the  driver,  and  we  were 
on  our  way  to  the  railroad — a  way  twenty-five 
miles  long. 

Nestling  against  the  heart  for  which  she  had 
given  all  things,  Elsie  rode  snugly  wrap])ed 
in  my  great  traveling  cloak,  undistinguishable 
from  me,  as  an  emblem  of  our  oneness  which 
was  shortly  to  be.  And  I  called  to  mind  how 
many  times  I  had  stood  on  station  platforms  to 
see  the  night  trains  come  in,  and  beholding 
through  the  windows  strong  man-forms,  each 

with  his  best  loved  so  didiciou.">ly  ensconced  in 
his  b  isoni  of  protection,  had  said  in  bitterness, 
"When  will  tliis  be  for  nie?  Ah,  Heaven  I 

shall  1  always  journey  by  night  and  alone?" And  now — tiling  most  uulooked  fori — it  was  for 
me. 

Do  you  ask  if,  through  the  clatter  of  fast  hur- 
rying hoofs,  the  forest  sighings,  and  the  beat- 

ing of  our  dose-pressed  hearts,  something  like 
a  cold,  sharj)  voice  was  not  audible,  asking  that 

bad  (piestion,  "  How  will  you  live,  sweet  fools?" 
Perhaps  so,  but  it  was  answered  reverently  and 
thus:  "He  who  made  love  will  care  for  the 
loving."  We  did  not  permit  that  first  conscious- 

ness of  mutual  possession  to  be  a  thing  of  j)angs. 
The  sky  was  on  the  hither  edge  of  its  morn- 

ing gray  when  Ave  came  to  the  railroad.  There 
were  still  two  hours  before  the  next  train ;  we 
devoted  theni  to  two  of  the  necessary  vital  func- 

tions, breakfast  and  getting  married.  But,  for 
fear  of  surprise,  we  did  the  last  first ;  and  as- 

tonishing a  very  worthy  country  clergyman  from 
his  p>illow,  persuaded  liiin  to  perform  the  cere- 

mony, in  a  state  bordering  on  somnambulism. 
At  six  o'clock  A.M.,  while  the  old  Baby  landers 
were  still  as  unconscious,  if  not  as  innocent,  of 
marrying  and  giving  in  marriage  as  the  angels, 
my  wife,  by  the  sanctities  of  oats  i)eas  beans  and 
our  own  love,  became  to  by  the  i)crmission  of 
the  Rev.  Gideon  Plum. 

You  would  have  laughed  to  see  the  little 
house  we  began  life  in  in  New  York.  Just  this 
side  of  Central  Park  (I  write  from  Clinton 
Place)  there  is  a  vast  territory,  you  know,  which 
hcuit  (on  doth  not  inhabit.  Fifth  Avenue  comes 
np  to  it,  close  by  the  Ileservoir,  splendid  with 
freestone  and  wonderful  cornices  almost  to  the 
very  brink,  then  stops  abruptly,  scents  it  with 
its  rose-and-heliotrope-educated  nose,  and  goes 
no  further.  Or,  if  it  may  be  said  to  go  further, 
it  is  from  that  instant  a  ruined  spendthrift  and 
loafer,  out  at  its  elbows,  malchaussc,  its  last  vest 
of  green  turf  at  pawn  to  the  goats,  and  alto- 

gether nasty  and  melancholy.  It  is  a  tract  of 
country  to  which  Civilization  has  never  pushed 
with  her  voice  of  "Get  out  of  that!"  to  the 
pigs  and  the  shanties.  Don't  turn  up  your  nose 
again.  Fifth  Avenue ! — we  didn't  live  there.  I was  going  on  to  say  tliat  three  blocks  this  side 
of  that,  and  out  of  its  miasma,  on  the  west  side 
of  town,  there  lies  a  middle  land  whose  beau- 

ties as  a  place  of  residence,  I  venture  to  say, 
not  a  do-^en  of  those  people  know  Avho  are  wait- 

ing in  some  big  house  down  town,  sneered  at 
as  not  at  all  "chic,"  till  they  can  afford  to  live 
in  a  tall  narrow  one  on  the  Avenue,  which  is. 
Willows  and  elms  of  age  unregistered  lu^ng  over 
it ;  it  has  a  cabinet-picture  glimpse  of  the  North 
Kivcr  on  one  side  ;  there  is  cool  grass  there  that 
would  throw  Landor  into  ecstasies ;  and  though 
it  be  not  mid-city,  it  shares  meekly  the  Cori)0- 
ration  benedictions  of  Croton  and  gas. 

It  was  a  little  bit  of  a  stone-fiiced  brick  house, 
left  ready  furnished  by  a  family  whose  parent 
had  been  elevated  by  a  sudden  rise  in  his  pro- 

fessional butter  and  cheese,  and  who  thereupon 
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moved  toward  the  centre  of  things  to  live  in 
style.  It  was  cheap,  retired — wore  honey-suck- 

les, Wistaria  and  Madeira  vines  from  the  eaves 
down  to  the  last  post  of  the  step-railing— and  it 
was  home. 

In  her  blue  morning  dress,  at  the  head  of 
our  first  breakfast-table,  Elsie  was  a  sight  to 
admire.  The  nervous,  bird-like  way  in  which 
her  little  white  hand  flitted  from  tea-urn  to 
milk-pitcher — the  executive  gravity  with  which 
she  measured  lump  after  lump  with  the  tongs 
"to  make  it  just  right" — the  matronly  air  with 
which  she  counseled  "our  girl"  to  put  less  soda 
in  the  next  batch  of  muffins,  were  altogether 
such  exhilarating  experiences,  that  I  jumped  up 
and  kissed  her  twice  when  she  handed  me  my 
tea-cup.  I  couldn't  make  up  my  mind  what it  was  like  that  I  had  seen  somewhere  until 
toward  the  close  of  breakfast,  when  she  said, 
"Charlie!" 

"Well,  dear?" 
"Doesn't  this  remind  you  of  an  old  Baby- 

land  celebration?" 
V. 

All  men  in  New  York  have  to  endure,  as 
well  as  their  wives,  that  marital  hiatus  called 
going  down  town.  I  especially,  for  I  was  a  hard- 

working sub-editor  on  $1500  a  year.  While  I 
was  gone  Elsie  amused  herself  by  studying  Mrs. 
Child's  "Wife's  Kitchen  Collaborator,"  play- 

ing on  the  piano  (fortunately  there  w^as  one), 
crotcheting  and  embroidering  rainbow-hued  sur- 
jjrises  for  my  birthday,  and  writing  to  let  me 

know  she  w^as  well  and  lonely,  by  Boyd's  ex- 
press. Our  choicest  books  we  saved  to  read  to- 

gether in  the  evening. 
As  one  of  her  notes  has  to  do  with  the  story, 

I  publish  by  permission  the  following  extract 
from  it : 

"One  of  the  queerest  old  organ-grinders  I 
ever  saw  has  just  gone  away  from  under  the 
window.  I  sat  behind  the  blinds  for  five  min- 

utes listening  to  him  play  that  Neapolitan  aii% 
of  yours  that  I  love  so  much,  '  lo  te  voglio  ben' 
assajo ;'  and  then  I  threw  the  blinds  open  and 
told  him,  in  pretty  good  Italian,  to  wait  till  I  ran 
and  got  my  purse.  He  didn't  seem  ta  under- 

stand it  at  all ;  but  when  I  came  back,  what  do 
you  think  the  impudent  fellow  Avas  doing?  He 
had  actually  set  down  his  organ,  and  was  stand- 

ing on  top  of  it  looking  in  at  the  parlor  window 
and  taking  a  leisurely  survey  of  all  the  furni- 

ture !  I  can  tell  you,  dear,  that  I  was  scared ! 
I  said  '  Go  away,  bad  one  !'  in  all  the  languages 
I  knew  but  English,  and  in  a  loud,  deep  voice, 
but  he  didn't  budge.  Then  I  said  it  in  English, 
but  it  seemed  to  make  him  feel  so  badly  that  I 
was  sorry  I  did.  A  tear  rolled  down  his  cheek, 
he  pulled  out  a  very  fine  cambric  handkerchief 
(do  you  think  he  stole  it  ?),  but  put  it  back  again 
in  a  hurry  and  wiped  his  eyes  with  an  old  Kos- 

suth hat.  Then  he  took  a  cigar  out  of  his  vest, 
lit  it  with  a  match,  shouldered  his  hand-organ, 
and  went  away.  The  children  next  door  M-anted 
him  to  play,  but  he  wouldn't.  I  guess  he  is 
crazy." 

I  took  that  view  of  the  subject  myself,  and 
did  not  feel  at  all  of  the  opinion  that  he  would 
be  there  again.  But  lest  he  should  be  trouble- 

some any  more,  I  feed  the  policeman  whose 
beat  was  close  by  to  look  after  him.  For  an 
evening  or  two  after  that,  I  heard,  on  coming 
home  to  my  little  wife,  no  more  complaints  of 
the  im])ertinent  music-miller.  I  believe  it  was 
on  the  third  or  fourth  evening  that  Elsie  told 
me  he  had  been  there  again. 

"What!  passed  the  policeman?" 
"No,  he  came  from  the  other  direction  this 

time.  Before  I  knew  it,  as  I  sat  sewing,  there 
came  a  ring  at  the  bell.  Joanna  was  busy  down 

stairs,  so  I  went  to  the  door.  There  he*^  stood, grizzlier  and  more  ragged  than  before,  and  I 
was  so  frightened  that  he  only  had  time  to  stick 
this  old  torn  paper  in  my  hand  before  I  locked 
the  door  in  his  face.    Here  it  is,  read  it." 

On  the  little  dii  ty  scrap  w^ere  these  words : 
"Notbi  angri,  ladi!  In  mi  contri  havlittel 

girl  moch  same  to  yeu.  I  du  yeu  no  bad — let 
Ink  at  yeu  and  plai  tu  yeu — that  al  I  want." 

"Well,"  continued  Elsie,  "what  do  vou 

think  I  did?" "Whj-,  let  him  stand  outside  and  play,  I 

suppose,  love." "  No,  I  opened  the  door — he  was  still  stand- 
ing there — and  told  the  poor  old  fellow  to  come 

in.  He  sat  here  in  the  parlor  and  played  sev- 
eral tunes  for  me.  It  wasn't  a  very  good  organ, 

but  it  made  him  happy  to  turn  it  for  me,  so  I 
let  him  do  it.  He  looked  very  tired  too,  so  I 
had  Joanna  make  him  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a 
sandwich.  I  couldn't  help  thinking  all  the 
time  how  very  improper  poor  dear  papa  would 
have  thought  it  if  he  had  been  here.  By-the- 
way,  Charlie,  love,  do  you  think  he  and  mam- 

ma can  have  got  our  letter,  asking  to  be  for- 

given?" 

"I  don't  know,  Elsie  dear,"  I  replied,  some- 
what sadly  ;  "at  any  rate,  I'm  sure  they  haven't 

answered  it.  But  Avhat  else  about  the  grind- 
er? I'm  afraid  you've  put  yourself  in  danger. 

Some  of  those  men  are  great  impostors  and  bur- 

glars." 

"I  hope  not;  do  you  think  so?  AVell,  I'll never  do  it  again  then.  After  he  had  played 
out  all  his  airs,  he  began  to  cry  again ;  but  I 

said,  'Don't  —  please  don't  —  poor  man!'  and 
handed  him  a  quarter.  Then  he  stopped  cry- 

ing, and  laughed — and,  would  you  believe  it? — 
actually  laid  the  money  on  his  thumb  nail,  and 
very  quietly  filliped  it  out  into  the  middle  of  the 
room.  I  was  puzzled  whether  to  be  provoked 

or  to  laugh  myself.    But  he  must  be  crazy." 
J  list  tlien  my  eye  caught  a  brown  shred  ly- 

ing on  the  carpet  under  the  sofa. 
"  Where  did  he  sit,  Eisio  ? " 
"Over  there — on  the  sofa — but  why  do  you 

ask?" 

"Because  he*s  left  one  of  his  dirty  rags  be- 
hind him,"  said  I,  getting  up  and  going  to  re- 

move it  on  the  point  of  my  penknife. 
I  stooped  down,  picked  up  the  offending  frag- 

ment, but  before  I  rang  for  Joanna  to  put  it  in 
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the  fire,  was  ])ronij)tt!(i  by  a  morbid  iinj)ulsi;  to 
look  at  it,  and  see  exactly  how  din^'y  the  organ- 
grinder  really  was.    1  held  it  nj)  to  the  gas. 

''Why!  What— what— really  ?  Bless  my 
sonl !" 

It  was  a  i^lOO  billon  the  Cioodascash  Bank! 
I  looked  at  my  wife,  and  my  wife  looked  at 

me.  She,  with  a  face  of  childlike  puzzle — I, 
with  one  of  gathering  wrath.  At  last  I  broke 
forth.  "  Oil,  the  rascally  counterfeiter !  Thank 
Heaven,  we  found  it  before  he  could  inform  on 
us — get  a  policeman  to  search  the  house — and 
divert  pursuit  from  himself  to  us  by  laying  the 
crime  on  our  shoulders  !" 

"But  he  seemed  such  a  kind-hearted  old 
man  ;  perhaps  he  dropped  it,  husband  dear,  and 
it  may  be  a  great  loss  to  him." 

"  What !  An  organ-grinder  go  around  dvop- 
ping  $100  bills?  I  rather  think  not,  my  pre- 

cious Elsie  !  I  will  tear  it  up  and  get  danger 
out  of  the  way." 

"Hadn't  you  better  see  whether  it's  good 
first,  Charlie  ?" 

"Dear  me,  no!  But — well,  on  the  whole, 
yes."  So  I  put  it  in  my  pocket,  determining 
to  ascertain  on  the  morrow,  though  I  had  little 
doubt  as  to  the  character  of  the  note. 

Going  down  town  in  the  morning  I  found 
the  equivocal  paper  perfectly  genuine,  and  com- 

ing back,  left  it  with  my  wife  to  restore  to  the 
grinder  should  he  return  again,  at  the  same 
time  entreating  her  under  no  pretext  to  let 
him  enter  the  house.  What  impostors  those 
Italians  were,  pretending  to  be  so  poor,  and 
having  $100  bills  to  lose  I VI. 

The  next  pretty  event  I  have  to  chronicle,  is 
ray  having  come  home  one  night  to  find  one  of 
the  parlor  window  panes  smashed.  Elsie  had 
been  crying.  She  said  the  organ  man  had 
been  there  again.  She  showed  him  the  bill,  and 
signed  to  him  that  it  was  his.  He  ansv/ered,  in 
pretty  distinct  English,  "  No  such  thing !" — then 
tore  off  a  strip  of  the  lining  of  his  coat — tied  up 
a  young  paving-stone  in  it — fired  it  through 
the  sash,  and  left  her,  laughing  at  his  brutal 
exploit  as  if  it  were  good  fun.  Poor  little  timid 
wife !  she  had  been  so  agitated  as  not  to  dare 
venture  down  stairs  till  I  came. 

A  sweet  state  of  things  met  us  in  the  parlor. 
Broken  glass  all  over  the  floor — fragments  of 
putty  on  the  chair  seats  by  the  window — and 
that  confounded  crazy  Italian's  big  sling  re- 

posing on  the  carpet  under  the  chandelier.  I 
picked  it  up,  untied  it  to  throw  out  the  stone, 
and  with  that  last  what  do  you  think  tumbled, 
into  mv  hand?  "  Why,  another  $100  bill,  very 
likely." 

Wrong  for  once  in  your  life,  dear  Sir — a  $500 
one. 

Words  can  not  measure  our  stupefaction. 
At  last  I  remembered  that  I  was  twenty-five 

and  Elsie  eighteen,  and  the  revival  of  that  old 
thought  of  grave  responsibility  made  me  feel 
that  it  was  my  duty  to  be  calm,  collected,  and 
to  say  something. 

1  drew  mv  little  wife  ujjon  my  knee,  and 
said, 

"  Darling  Elsie,  do  you  recollect  how  on  the 
night  of  our  drive  from  Old  I'abyland  to  our 
wedding,  I  saiil  to  you,  thinking  of  the  future, 
'He  who  made  love  will  care  for  the  loving!' 
See  how  uncxi)cctc{lly  those  words  are  fulfill- 

ed !  One  good,  simi)le-hearted  man  who  did  his 
duty  by  the  bn)ok  Chcrith  had  ravens  for  his 
marketers.  The  same  goodness  blesses  us,  only 
changing  the  fashion  of  its  agents.  We  did 
what  our  hearts  told  us  to  do  in  marrying  when 
we  loved.  And  now,  though  father  and  mother 
have  forsaken  us — lo,  an  organ-grinder  is  our 

raven ! " I  wound  \\\)  this  pretty  little  sennou  by  add- 

ing, 

"But  an  organ-grinder  who  throws  away 
$G00  is  a  very  dangerous  person  to  be  at  large. 
He  is  probably  an  exile — some  friend  of  Maz- 
zini,  who  has  had  his  fortune  saved  by  friends 
in  Italy — and  now  that  he  has  come  into  pos- 

session of  it,  has  gone  mad  with  the  too  sudden 
favor  of  fortune.  If  he  comes  again,  we  will 
have  him  arrested  and  take  care  of  him." 

Elsie  agreed  with  me,  that  as  he  had  hitherto 
observed  pretty  marked  intervals  in  coming,  it 
would  be  a  good  plan  fur  me  to  get  furlough, 
if  I  could,  from  the  office  of  the  semi-weekly 
Lifjh  tiling- Rod  of  Freedom,  and  stay  at  home  to 
watch  with  her  on  the  following  Tuesday,  when, 
if  we  had  calculated  our  comet's  path  correctly, 
he  would  be  around  again. 

I  obtained  the  leave  easily,  from  the  senior 
editor  of  that  widely-read  sheet,  and  rejoiced 
in  my  first  week-day  at  home  since  marriage. 

How  sweet  do  those  habitual  tcn-hours-a-day 
divorces  make  the  Sunday,  the  holiday  of  any 
kind,  to  the  married  man  who  loves  his  wife  as 
he  did  his  sweet-heart!  I  would  not,  in  this 
world,  pass  all  day  with  my  wife  the  year  round, 
however  independent  I  might  be  of  labor  and 
down  toAvn,  for  it  is  necessary  to  be  somewhat 
with  active  men  to  keep  robust  the  manliness 
that  women  love.  Yet  the  Sunday — the  Christ- 

mas— the  chance  rest  once  in  a  while — oh  !  that 

has  ever  been  heaven  to  me  for  my  wife's  sake  ! 
May  it  always  be  I 
We  spent  our  hours  together  preciously  in 

planning  for  the  future — getting  better  acquaint- 
ed with  each  other's  secret  preferences — reading 

and  waiting  for  the  organist.  And  in  the  course 
of  that  day  I  discovered  the  only  thing  that  the 
childlike  heart  of  my  wdfe  had  ever  kejit  from 
me.  In  spite  of  all  her  love  to  me  she  had 
cried  (just  a  little,  she  said)  every  day  that  I 
had  been  gone,  to  think  of  the  father  and  the 
mother  that  were  dear  to  her,  in  spite  of  the 
hard  unappreciation  of  the  one,  and  the  weak- 
minded  kussez-fnire  of  the  other.  Besides,  she 
had  not  received  a  line  in  answer  to  her  tender 
letter  of  explanation  and  entreaty  ;  wdiich  fact 
savored  somewhat,  it  must  be  acknowledged,  of 
parental  obduracy. 

The  day  wore  on  without  a  sign  of  our  lyrical 
itinerant.    So  we  gave  him  up,  and  at  sunset  sat 
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down  to  tea,  in  that  little  doll's  dining-room  of 
ours  at  the  end  of  the  hall.  The  herald-breeze 
of  twilight  beginning  to  hasten  from  the  great 
unstained  sea,  ran  thrilling  freshly  through  the 
big  \\  illow  in  front,  and  we  left  the  street  door 
oi)en  to  welcome  its  coming.  There  was  no 
danger  in  that,  for  I  could  look  clear  into  the 
court-yard  from  where  I  sat,  and  see  any  in- 

truder who  might  enter. 
"I  am  afraid,"  said  Elsie,  tenderly,  as,  after 

we  pushed  back  our  chairs,  she  came  and  sat 
upon  my  lap,  "that  you  think  I  am  sorry  I  ran 
away  with  you.  I  ain't — no,  not  one  bit.  But 
it  would  be  so  charming  if  they  could  come — 
just  as  they  might  in  a  dream — papa  and  mam- 

ma, and  say  it  was  not  improper  after  all." 
Then,  not  the  conscience  cries,  but  the  wo- 

man. All  the  better;  the  tears  of  that  fount- 
ain are  more  easily  dried.  "Let  us  trust  and 

pray,  darling,  and  hope  for  the  best.  Heh  ! 
llalloa!  Oh,  bless  my  soul!  As  I  live,  the 
organ-grinder  !     Better  late  than  never  !" 

Right  into  my  talk  with  Elsie  did  he  burst 
with  the  "Rat-catcher's  Daughter."  Not  out- 

doors either;  for  while  my  wife,  sitting  on  my 
lap,  had  shut  out  the  street-view,  he  had  stolen 
through  un perceived,  and  when  I  rushed  into 
the  parlor,  there  he  stood,  impudent  varlet! 
resting  his  stridulous  engine  on  the  piano,  and 
pumping  away  at  it  with  utter  frigidity. 

"Out  with  you,  rascal!  Quick!"  was  all  I 
could  command  myself  sufficiently  to  say  in  a 
voice  of  fierce  indignation. 

The  only  reply  made  by  this  venerable  of- 
fender was  to  deposit  his  organ  on  the  floor, 

rush  toward  my  wife,  seize  her  in  his  ragged 
arms,  and,  O  Heavens !  give  her  a  kiss  that  re- 

sounded like  the  ventilating  of  a  bottle  of  Sillery. 
For  a  moment  I  seemed  in  a  nightmare,  and 

then,  quick  as  thought,  I  had  him  by  the  col- 
lar, and  was  dragging  him  to  the  door.  He 

got  a  purchase  on  the  lintel,  whirled  himself 
around  on  his  heel,  caught  me  likewise  in  his 
embrace,  and  buried  his  apostolic  beard  in  my 
bosom.  Really  there  was  no  doing  any  thing 
with  such  an  affectionate  villain ! 

For  fear  of  contagion  from  this  lazzarone  I 
disengaged  myself,  and  getting  in  front  of  my 
wife,  let  him  have  his  own  way  for  a  little  while, 
to  see  how  far  he  would  go.  The  first  thing 
was  to  kick  his  organ  over  on  its  beam-ends. 
The  next  was  to  plunge  his  hands  into  two  cav- 

ities in  his  breeches  which  seemed  to  extend 
downward  as  far  as  the  knee-pans,  and  return 
them  perfectly  splendescent  with  gold  and  sil- 

ver coin  of  all  denominations.  Then  he  rained 
this  treasure  around  profusely — on  the  pier-ta- 

ble, the  carpet,  the  sofas,  the  chairs. 
"Moonstruck  Rothschild!  bottomless  aure- 

ous  abyss  on  a  craze !  desist  instantly,  or  Bloom- 
ingdale  awaits  thee !" 

No  answer  again  save  acts.  As  one  plucks  a 
fowl  off  came  the  apostolic  beard.  Down  went 
the  old  Kossuth  hat  upon  the  carpet.  One  jerk, 
and  lo,  no  more  mustache  ! 

And  lo.  yet  more,  like  an  erratic  beam  of 

sunlight,  dawned  upon  us — Elsie's  father  !  In 
another  moment  she  lay  upon  his  breast.  And 

the  only  words  they  both  spoke  were,  ''•  Forgive 

all  the  past !" "Children,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  in  a 
broken  voice,  when  he  had  commanded  himself 
sufficiently  to  wipe  away  together  the  tears  and 
the  solution  of  sienna  which  Italicized  him — 
"  Children,  I  have  been  a  very  bad  father  to  El- 

sie—" 

"No,  no!    Oh,  don't  talk  so,  dear  papa!" 
"Silence!  how  dare  you? — that  is  to  say, 

you  are  mistaken,  my  lamb ;  I  have  been  very 
bad — very  bad.  But  I  have  learned  a  lesson  I 
shall  never  forget.  Bird,  be  kinder  to  her  than 

I  have  been.  Understand  her ;  don't  stick  your 
big  man-finger  into  the  clock-work  of  her  heart 
and  try  to  alter  the  spring.  I  did — that  made 
her  run  down,  or  run  away,  which  is  the  same 
thing.  Elsie,  your  mother  wants  to  see  you 
again.  You  can  bring  Charles  with  you  if  you 
like.  Live  with  us — solace  our  declining  years. 
Oh !  by-the-way,  have  you  got  any  thing  in  the 
house  to  eat  ?  That  cursed  organ  makes  a  man 
devilish  hungry  !  Fll  stay  to  tea — let  me  see  ; 
no,  I  won't! — yes,  yes,  on  the  whole,  I  Avill. 
Two  lumps  to  the  cup,  Elsie !  Charles,  you 

dog,  aren't  you  ashamed,  not  to  ask  me  if 
you  might,  instead  of  sneaking  off  in  a  .two- 
horse  wagon  ?  Aren't  we  having  fine  weather, 

though?" 
I  recommend  that  house  on  the  upper  west 

side  of  town  to  any  who  want  a  home  cheap  :  it 

is  to  let,  as  we  live  at  old  Mr.  Landon's.  That 
is,  except  during  the  summer  months,  which  we 
always  spend  at  the  lake  side  in  Old  Babyland. 
Besides  "we,"  the  first  person  plural,  there  also 
now  goes  with  us  the  third  person  singular — and 
a  very  singular  little  boy  he  is,  like  his  grand- 

pa. Though  only  four  years  old,  he  has  the 
most  eccentric  proclivity  toward  playing  "oats 
peas  beans,"  and  kissing  the  little  girls  on  more 
private  occasions.  Where  he  gets  the  propens- 

ity I  am  sure  I  can't  tell. Finally,  I  recommend  to  all  my  young  friends 
who  wish  to  be  well-off  in  this  life,  to  marry  a 
girl  whose  papa  is  likely  to  have  an  organic  af- 

fection. ONE  OF  MY  LOVERS. 

I SAT  alone  in  the  dining-room.  My  child 

was  asleep  up  stairs.  It  was  past  six  o'clock, 
and  I  had  been  alone  since  eight  in  the  morn- 

ing. My  husband  was  away  on  a  party  of 
pleasure,  from  which  his  return  was  uncertain. 

The  day  had  promised  to  be  dull ;  the  weath- 
er was  sultry ;  one  moment  the  sun  blazed  in 

the  sky,  the  next  threatened  thunder  and  rain, 
and  the  gray  sodden  clouds  came  down  almost 
to  the  tree  tops.  I  did  various  things  to  be- 

guile the  time.  I  took  my  sewing  in  hand, 

but  my  fingers  were  too  languid  to  ply  the  nee- dle. Then  I  tried  to  read,  but,  whether  it  was 
a  history  or  a  poem,  by  the  time  I  reached  the 
bottom  of  a  page  I  had  forgotten  the  top,  so  I 

gave  it  up  and  went  up  to  Johnny's  level,  and 
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played  with  him  all  chiy.  I  told  him  uncouth 
and  marvelous  stories,  iind  played  soldier  and 
shopman  with  him,  and  we  passed  the  time 
with  mueh  riotous  lauj^ditcr  and  many  sweet 
kisses. 

Dinner  time  came,  and  I  went  down  stairs  to 
my  solitary  meal.     It  was  soon  hnishcd,  and  in 
a  contented,  dreamy  state  of  mind  1  began  to 
roll  up  bread  crumbs,  when  I  heard  the  door  j 
bell  ring.    While  vaguely  wondering  whether  : 
it  was  the  postman,  or  a  messenger  come  to  tell  j 
me  tliat  my  husband  had  been  killed  on  the 
railroad,  Mary,  the  servant,  came  in  and  said  a  j 
gentleman  was  waiting  in  the  parlor  to  see  me.  ' 
I  rose  from  the  table  and  went  up  stairs,  and  I  ! 
met  face  to  face,  a  man  whom  I  loved  ten  years 
ago,  and  whom  I  had  not  seen  in  that  space  of  j 
time.    He  had  just  returned,  he  said,  from  sev- 

eral years'  travel.    He  knew  that  I  had  been 
married  five  years,  and  he  could  not  resist  a 
pliilosophical  curiosity  which  forced  him  to  seek  i 
an  interview.    I  thanked  him  for  tlie  visit,  fori,  I 
too,  felt  the  same  curiosit}^  and  said  I  thought  i 

it  a  wise  thing  to  experiment  with,  and  analyze  ' 
one's  feelings.    After  this  moment  of  super- 

natural coolness,  we  gave  way  to  the  power  of 
etiquette,  which  holds  its  sway  under  the  most 
trying  circumstances,  and  discussed  drawing- 
room  topics — Longfellow  and  Lowell,  steam- 

boat explosions,  hoop  petticoats,  and  the  opera. 
All  the  while  I  observed  an  increasing  degree 
of  agitation  about  him. 

He  had  not  changed  so  much  as  I.  There 
were  a  few  streaks  of  gray  in  his  hair,  and  two 
or  three  wrinkles  had  scratched  themselves  on 
his  face,  but  he  was  as  handsome  as  ever,  and 
his  manner  was  the  same.  I  had  grown  an 
oldish  woman ;  I  could  not  help  wondering 
whether  he  was  thinking  about  it.  Then  I 
thought  how  I  looked  the  night  that  we  parted, 
of  the  dress  I  wore,  and  the  look  he  gave  me, 
when  he  took  both  my  hands — a  look  that  will 
never  pass  between  us  again.  For  a  moment  I 
felt  sorry  to  be  oldish ;  but  I  praise  my  good 
sense  that  the  feeling  lasted  only  a  moment. 
Women  have  their  dream  as  well  as  men. 

Man  dreams  that  he  shall  one  day  be  rich  or 
famous ;  we,  that  we  may  grow  pretty,  if  we 
are  not  so  already,  or  that  a  certain  kind  of 
beauty  will  take  the  place  of  that  which  is  gone, 
and  compensate  us  for  its  loss.  I  never  turn 
to  the  glass  without  thinking  that  I  shall  look 
better  to-morrow ;  or  that  the  coming  season 
will  restore  my  strength,  or  give  me  bloom. 
We  women  have  reason  for  such  a  hope  because 
we  arc  changeable  in  looks,  either  from  physical 
delicacy,  or  the  impressibility  of  our  mental  or- 

ganism. I  have  seen  many  a  Avoman  who  was 
ugly  in  the  morning  turned  into  a  pretty  one  by 
niglit.  (I  digress,  partly  to  tell  a  truth,  and 
partly  to  prove  myself  philosophical.) 

The  first  time  I  saw  L  Avas  at  a  picnic 
held  in  a  pine  grove  near  the  sea-shore.  I  was 
not  over-hilarious  at  that  time.  Tiie  selfish 
content  of  childhood  had  passed  away,  and  giv- 

en place  to  a  perplexing  doubt  as  to  the  value 
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of  the  experience  I  fancied  I  was  beginning  to 
attain.  I  had  likewise  an  intense  determina- 

tion to  drain  the  cuj)  of  life  to  its  dregs,  if  dregs 
there  were.  I  wouhl  know  its  mysteries,  its 
surprises,  and  even  its  sorrows.  These  pro- 

found sf)eculation3  gave  mc  a  solemn  mien  ; 
they  were  ridiculous,  no  doubt,  but  they  color- 

ed my  whole  life.  The  time  for  heroines  and 
saints  had  gone  by ;  there  was  no  probability 
that  I  could  ever  stand  in  the  world's  light  in 
cither  capacity;  I  must  exert  my  influence  in- 

dividually. I  believed  I  had  ])Owcr,  and  I  long- 
ed to  try  it,  and  be  tried.  To  be  a  poet  or  an 

artist  never  occurred  to  me.  I  read  poetry  and 
sometimes  saw  pictures,  but  I  never  thought  of 
their  creators,  nor  of  the  processes  of  thought  by 
which  they  were  created.  It  is  easy  to  sec  I 
was  not  a  genius. 

My  father  was  a  plain  cotmtry  gentleman,  im- 
mersed in  affairs  of  business.  There  was  no- 

thing romantic  in  the  routine  of  life  at  home ; 
and  the  past  and  present  history  of  my  relatives 
was  but  a  bit  of  plain  prose,  neither  brilliant  nor 
intellectual.  As  it  was  the  spring-time  with 
me,  when  the  fancy  "  liglitly  turns  to  thoughts 
of  love,"  I  naturally  bent  my  mind  toward  mak- 

ing a  conquest.  Like  Cleopatra,  I  had  pearls 
on  hand  to  dissolve,  whenever  occasion  of- 
fered. 

So  I  waited  for  Fate,  and  on  the  day  of  the 
picnic  It  came. 

Having  declined  the  honor  of  being  a  mem- 
ber of  the  committee,  whose  duty  it  was  to  ar- 

range the  tarts  and  tongue  on  the  improvised 
tables,  I  strolled  away  under  the  pines  that  had 
showered  down  their  needles  to  make  a  silky, 
noiseless,  odorous  lloor.  I  did  not  notice  them 
much.  I  was  not  old  enough,  or  Avas  too  ig-. 
norant  then  to  love  trees.  I  do  not  expect  ever 
to  attain  the  passion  for  measuring  them  which 

so  gracefully  possesses  our  "Autocrat;"  but  I 
understand  them  now.  The  soft,  sighing  mu- 

sic which  murmured  through  the  branches  of 
the  dark  trees  mingled  with  the  dash  of  the 
waves  on  the  beach  near  the  grove,  and  touch- 

ed my  thoughts  with  something  deeper  than  the 
spirit  of  the  picnic.  Just  then  a  boat  put  away 
from  a  vessel  that  swung  at  anchor  in  the  bay. 
I  watched  the  rowers  as  they  pulled  toward  the 
shore,  and  saw  them  land  their  passengers — 
three  gentlemen,  Avho  evidently  meant  to  at- 

tend the  picnic.  They  passed  by  me,  and  took 
off  their  hats  with  an  air  which  convinced  me 
that  they  really  believed  I  was  a  sylvan  god- 

dess.   One  of  them  looked  back  ;  it  was  L  . 
An  hour  or  two  afterward  wc  were  i)resented  in 
form  to  each  other. 

Even  now  I  am  inclined  to  the  belief  that 
the  few  months  Avhich  followed  that  day  are 
worth  keeping  in  the  dark  corners  of  my  mem- 

ory. The  tuberose  wliich  I  have  just  taken 
from  a  vase  is  withered  ;  its  tender  calyx  is 
notched  and  torn  ;  its  pure,  waxy  leaves  are 
bent  and  discolored  ;  but  its  perfume  is  still 
strong  and  delicious.  It  is  unsightly  for  the 
vase ;  but  I  can  put  it  in  some  box  or  drawer, 
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and  when  I  open  it  its  perfume  will  remind  me 
of  its  full  beauty. 
L  was  an  officer  attached  to  the  Coast 

Survey,  and  his  little  vessel  was  ubiquitous  that 
summer.  He  joined  in  all  our  amusements — 
boating  parties,  driving  parties,  picnics  in  ev- 

ery wood,  and  relays  of  balls  in  the  villages 
on  the  coast  line.    Wherever  we  were,  L  's 
vessel  was  sure  to  be  seen  at  sundown  dropping 
anchor  in  our  neighborhood.  It  was  not  pleas- 

ure alone  that  I  sought.    From  the  day  of  my 
meeting  L         my  interest  in  him  deepened, 
iind  as  it  deepened  my  heart  grew  feverish  and 
restless,  and  all  my  former  mental  speculations 
ceased. 

Our  acquaintance  seemed  to  thrive  best  in 
an  out-of-doors  atmosphere.  The  excitements 
of  our  parties  and  balls  were  aids  to  it ;  their 
conventionalisms  gave  rise  to  intoxicating  mean- 

ings and  mysteries.  The  night  was  favorable 
to  its  unreality,  when  all  mechanical  business 
was  done  with,  and  the  prosy  angles  of  the  day 
were  flooded  in  moonlight.  I  felt  as  if  my  life 
had  been  set  in  a  waltz  ;  its  bewitching  meas- 

ure, its  arbitrary  round,  its  secret  melancholy 
and  passion,  maddened  and  inspired  me.  But  I 
was  restrained,  and  knew  not  Avhy. 

At  first  I  thought  I  had  only  to  will  it,  and 
the  transparent  vail  in  which  I  was  muffled 
would  unfold,  and  all  would  be  clear.  I  was 
mistaken.  There  was  an  evasive  air  about 
L  ,  and  an  abstraction  in  his  manner  to- 

ward me,  which  I  only  realized  and  thought  of 
when  I  was  alone.  When  we  met  again,  some 
look,  or  tone,  or  attention  from  him  would  drive 
the  feeling  away.  But  I  began  to  doubt  my- 

self, and  my  power.  My  original  idea  of  mak- 
ing Fate  merely  a  sleeping  partner,  I  had  reason 

to  suspect  might  be  thwarted.  I  could  not  help 
perceiving  that  my  friends  regarded  themselves 
as  spectators  of  a  game.    I  think  L  created 
a  general  interest  in  our  set.  There  was  some- 

thing strange  about  him ;  that  alone  was  at- 
tractive. Then  he  was  singular-looking.  He 

had  a  dark,  delicately-cut  face,  and  wild  blue 
eyes  that  ahvays  looked  beyond  one  when  he 
talked  with  one.  He  wore  his  hair  long  and 
somewhat  uncombed,  but  it  was  curly.  He  was 
tall  and  slender,  and  had  a  way  of  swaying  him- 

self about,  and  shaking  his  hair  from  his  face, 
when  he  was  in  earnest,  that  made  him  very 
noticeable. 

The  long  procession  of  the  hours  moved  on. 
I  was  not  able  to  claim  one  of  them  as  my  own  ; 
and  bright  and  seductive  as  the  summer  had 
been,  I  felt  no  regret  at  the  approach  of  au- 

tumn, and  I  was  glad  when  it  came. 
The  wind  that  blew  the  dead  leaves  against 

my  window. and  roughened  the  sea  revived  my 
mental  health.  Solitude  enabled  me  to  regain 
my  self-possession.    I  was  disturbed  no  more 
about  the  consequences  of  my  affair  with  L  . 
He  was  ordered  to  a  more  distant  part  of  the 
coast,  where  he  would  remain  several  months, 
and  then  leave  tlic  country  for  good. 

When  he  came  to  pay  me  a  farewell  visit, 

I  seemed  to  see  him  for  the  first  time.  He 
found  me  at  home,  alone,  by  the  parlor  fireside. 
The  scene  was  not  at  all  illusory.  I  wore  a 
purple  silk  dress  trimmed  with  velvet,  and  was 
engaged  in  netting  a  crimson  purse.  The  red 
curtains,  the  comfortable  sofas,  the  ruddy  fire, 
were  all  desirable,  and  pleasant  to  look  at.  The 
wind  howled  about  the  house,  and  gusty  rain 
broke  against  the  walls.  We  heard  the  roar  of 
the  sea  in  its  rise  and  fall  on  the  shore.  It  was 
a  dark  wintry  night  outside;  inside  all  was 
bright  and  peaceful.  Human  nature  could  not 
resist  its  cheerfulness.    I  had  tea  served  where 
we  were,  and  there  L  sat,  opposite  me — a 
little  table  between  us — enjoying  his  tea  and 
chat.  His  strange,  energetic  face  looked  bet- 

ter than  I  had  ever  before  seen  it.  We  were 
happy  and  natural  w  hile  the  tea  lasted ;  and 
then  we  began  to  remember  ourselves,  and  each 
other. 

How  I  loved  him !  how  I  admired  him  !  The 
floating  music  of  the  strange  waltz  began  again. 
He  heard  it  too ;  his  eyes  grew  desperate ;  he 
set  his  teeth  together,  and  shook  his  hair  away 
from  his  forehead.  I  held  my  hand  over  my 
mouth  for  fear  he  would  hear  my  panting  breath. 
The  fire  flickered  and  died  away,  and  in  the  si- 

lence of  the  room  we  heard  the  loud  boom  of  the 
sea,  and  the  increasing  wailing  of  the  wind.  As 
I  watched  the  white  ashes  creeping  over  the  em- 

bers I  became  very  sad,  and  could  hardly  keep 
from  weeping.    L  looked  at  me,  and  I  saAV 
then  that  he  knew  I  loved  him.  Some  terrible 
anguish  possessed  him.  He  rose  from  his  chair, 
white  as  death,  and  walked  about  the  room.  I 
rose  from  mine,  and  walked  mutely  behind  him. 
He  faced  me. 

"I  am  going,"  he  said  ;  "I  must  go." 
"Good-by,"  I  answered. 
"We  will  write  each  other?" 
"  Certainly." 

'  I  followed  him  through  the  hall,  opened  the 
door,  and  he  passed  out  into  the  darkness.  I 
stood  there  a  moment ;  the  wind  pressed  against 
my  face  as  if  it  were  alive  ;  and  the  rain  fell  on 
it  like  tears.    As  I  moved  back  to  close  the 
door  my  hand  was  caught.     L         was  there 
again.  He  threw  his  cloak  round  me,  lifted 
me  in  his  arms,  and  carried  me  out  into  the 
wild  night.  He  knelt  in  the  dead  wet  grass, 
and  sought  my  lips.  We  kissed  each  other  as 
if  it  were  the  last  earthly  kiss:  and  then  he  took 
me  back,  placed  me  inside  the  door,  and  gently 
closed  it  between  us.  I  crept  up  to  bed,  Avitli 
such  a  numbness  at  heart  that  I  thought  it 
would  be  better  not  to  wake  in  the  morning, 
but  be  carried  through  that  very  door  once  more, 
never  to  be  brought  back.  But  morning  came. 
All  dark  shadows  retreated.  For  a  while  I  was 
rapt  in  a  dream  of  feeling.  It  was  better,  I 
thought,  "to  have  loved  and  lost"  than  not  to 
possess  tlie  passionate  remembrances  that  coiled 
about  my  heart.  I  looked  for  a  letter  ;  and, 
when  one  came,  how  long  I  held  it  before  open- 

ing it  I  It  was  strange  that  he  chose  to  "write 
me  ;  but  he  did,  and  I  chose  to  answer  him.  I 
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ditl  not  uiulcrstiiml  the  spirit  of  his  letters — but 
then  I  did  not  understand  iiim.     It  suited  nic  | 
to  indulge  myself  to  tlic  last,  so  the  coiTespond-  , 
enec  went  on,  and  the  time  for  his  final  depart- 

ure drew  near.    At  last  it  came,  and  the  story 
was  ended. 

If  I  have  not  Ki)oken  very  clearly  about  this  j 
matter,  it  is  because  there  was  nothing  clear  or  : 
reasonable  in  it  from  beginning  to  end.    I  am 
not  sure  that  there  ever  is  in  our  emotional  epi-  ; 
sodcs.    The  hand  of  Experience  unravels  the 
web  of  the  ])ast,  which  we  tliink  is  to  be  so  lirm-  | 
ly  set  in  our  future  lives ;  but  for  a  long  time  ̂ 
afterward  I  could  not  have  said  what  I  say  now,  ] 
aud  I  still  feel,  as  I  go  back  in  thought  to  that 
time,  agitated,  perplexed,  and  melancholy. 

Several  times  in  the  two  or  three  years  fol^ 
lowing  L  's  departure  I  heard  of  him.  I 
happened  to  meet  one  of  his  'frifinds,  who  told me  more  of  him  than  I  had  before  known.  In- 

deed L  never  spoke  of  himself  or  his  fam- 
ily. I  accepted  his  silence  as  a  part  of  the 

drama.    I  was  not  surprised  to  hear  his  friend 
say  that  L  •  was  a  lioman  Catholic,  or  that 
his  onlj  sister  was  a  nun.  The  friend  looked 
at  me  curiously  while  telling  me  these  things ; 
but  I  had  long  before  attained  an  imperturbable 
manner,  and  his  curiosity,  if  he  had  any,  was 
baffled.    His  friends,  he  said,  thought  L  
much  changed ;  he  had  become  one  of  the  most 
absent-minded  of  men.  I  heard  again,  and 
finally,  that  he  had  gone  abroad.  I  need  not 
say  much  about  my  suffering  at  that  period.  I 
had  many  apathetic  days,  and  many  nights  of 
heartache.  I  did  not  suffer  because  I  believed 
my  heart  was  broken  ;  but  I  was  dull,  unoccu- 

pied, and  bored.  I  had  no  material  for  any 
other  theory  of  life  than  the  one  I  had  failed  in, 
and  that  was  mere  rubbish  now.  I  was  disap- 

pointed and  disgusted.  When  I  talked  about  a 
longing  to  drain  the  cup  to  its  dregs,  I  meant 
no  such  thing.  It  was  the  topmost  froth,  the 
sparkling  foam,  that  I  wanted,  and  I  had  had 
it.  Why  should  I  bemoan  because  the  rich 
wine  beneath  had  been  denied  me?  I  had 
brushed  against  the  bloom  of  love  with  a  rude, 
ignorant,  childish  will.  I  had  the  courage  to 
do  that,  and  no  more.  None  was  left  me.  If 
any  other  love  ever  came  to  me,  I  must  take  it 
and  mingle  it  with  my  remembrances.  I  set- 

tled down  into  the  belief  that  they  must  be  a 
part  of  all  my  life. 

Ten  years  had  gone  by,  an  important  seg- 
ment from  the  circle  of  my  life.  For  five  years 

I  drifted  down  the  stream ;  catching  here  and 
there  in  an  eddy,  or  lodging  in  some  bend  of 
the  current,  only  delayed  my  progress  toward 
the  goal. 

At  the  end  of  that  period  I  was  married.  I 
was  too  wise  to  trifle  with  the  solid  happiness 
the  affection  of  my  husband  promised.  It  was 
the  calmest,  noblest  love  in  the  world  which 
he  felt  for  me.  I  knew  he  could  supply  all  my 
needs.  It  Avas  natural  to  associate  the  duties 
and  obligations  of  our  common  life  with  our 
love.    But  I  had  a  ghost.    It  tormented  me 

with  all  manner  of  sophistries.  "lietter,"  it 
said,  ''to  have  realized  tiic  jjassionate  ideal  of 
your  youth.  Truer  to  yourself  arc  your  dreams 
even."  My  j)unisluncnt  had  come  to  jjass,  and 
tlie  self-government  that  should  have  been  es- 

tablished years  ago  I  began  to  practice.  I 
could  not  do  away  with  what  had  been.  Still 
I  was  grateful  enougli  to  enjoy  a  great  deal  of 
content,  and  resolved  to  shut  off  liie  romantic 
clement,  as  I  never  could  by  any  possibility  call 
it  into  ])lay  again. 

And  now,  here  was  this  man.  He  had  broken 
in  again  upon  my  life.  As  the  whole  past  of  a 
drowning  man  rushes  through  his  brain  while 
his  breath  bubbles  out,  so  the  past  crowded 
through  mine  wliilc  I  said  and  heard  the  few 
common] (lace  words  that  passed  between  us. 
Our  desultory  conversation  died  a  natural  death. 
L  was  overpowered  with  emotion. 

I  was  cool  enough  to  see  that  it  was  genuine, 
but  I  was  more  interested  in  the  reaction  of 
feeling  in  myself  than  in  the  display  of  his.  I 
was  astonished  to  find  how  useless  had  been  my 
regrets ;  that  the  long  years  of  absence,  which 
I  spent  in  garnishing  my  idol,  were  just  so  much 
time  thrown  away,  just  so  much  treasure  of  feel- 

ing wasted.  I  went  back  to  the  night  of  the 
storm — the  most  memorable  one  of  all  our  in- 

terviews— and  I  was  glad  that  he  went  away  in 
silence.  How  could  I  have  been  so  foolish, 
when  my  husband  looked  at  me  with  his  clear, 
honest  eyes,  as  to  have  remembered  another 
pair  that  never  met  mine  free  from  the  lurid 
blaze  of  passion  ?    The  finger  of  Nemesis  had 
touched  L  .    The  only  expiation  he  could 
make  was  to  tell  me  that  he  had  long  loved  me. 
It  is  possible  that  I  should  not  have  listened  to 
him,  but  have  ordered  him  from  the  apartment 

with  a  lofty  and  indignant  mien — and  a  "Leave 
me.  Sir!"  but  I  did  not.  I  listened  to  a  long 
history,  and  I  pitied  him.  I  had  nothing  to 
forgive,  and  only  my  self-indnlgence  to  blame. 

The  next  day,  when  I  mentioned  the  inter- 
view to  my  husband,  he  pulled  and  twisted  his 

mustache  uncommonly  hard,  and  his  manner, 
for  a  day  or  two,  was  particularly  watchful  and tender. 

DEADMAN'S  CORNEK. 
"  rpiIERE  is  nothing  strictly  immortal  but  im- 

-L  mortality, "  says  old  Sir  Thomas  Bi-owne  in 
his  "  Hydrotaphia."  A  remark  corroborated  to 
a  certain  extent  by  a  cautious  writer  in  a  recent 
number  of  this  Periodical,  who  asserts  the  opin- 

ion that  "most  men  aro  mortal."  In  truth 
there  is  a  much  greater  unanimity  of  sentiment 
upon  the  subject  of  general  mortality  than  there 
ever  was  upon  a  kindred  subject,  and  one  aris- 

ing directly  out  of  the  first,  viz.,  the  best  way  of 
disposing  of  the  dead.  Darius  Ilystaspes,  Avhom 
his  own  inscriptiSns  upon  the  rock  of  Eohistun, 
no  less  than  tlie  anecdotes  transmitted  to  us  by 
Herodotus,  show  to  have  been  possessed  of  a 
very  philosophical  turn  of  mind,  on  one  occa- 

sion asked  certain  Greeks  how  large  a  sum  would 
induce  them  to  eat  the  bodies  of  their  parents  ? 
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When  the  Greeks  had  declared  themselves  in- 
corruptible, the  monarch  called  in  some  Cala- 

tian  Indians,  and  inquired  on  what  terms  they 
Avould  submit  the  same  bodies  to  the  Hellenic 
rite  of  cremation  ?  The  disgust  of  the  Indians, 
relates  Herodotus,  surpassed  that  of  the  Greeks, 
and  with  tears  they  begged  the  king  to  inform 
them  why  they  had  been  thought  so  deficient 
in  the  veneration  due  to  these  hallowed  remains 
as  to  do  any  thing  with  them  but  eat  them  ! 

Strange  indeed,  and  most  incomprehensible, 
are  the  mortuary  fancies  of  many  nations.  The 
ancient  Balearians  chopped  up  their  dead  and 
potted  them.  The  Calatians,  it  has  been  seen, 
ate  them.  The  Bactreans  gave  them  to  dogs 
kept  for  the  purpose — which,  indeed,  is  stated 
to  be  the  acme  of  mortuary  piety  at  the  present 
day  among  the  Thibetans,  who  maintain  a  sacred 
race  of  puppies  for  the  purpose.  The  Pontines 
dried  the  lieads  of  their  relations.  The  Coans 
pulverized  their  ashes  in  a  mortar  and  scattered 
them  in  the  sea.  The  Sindians  buried  with 
each  of  their  dead  w\arriors  as  many  fishes  as  he 
had  slain  enemies.  The  Parsees  expose  their 
dead  to  be  devoured  by  birds  or  beasts  of  prey, 
from  a  superstitious  fear  of  polluting  by  their 
contact  the  three  sacred  elements,  water,  earth, 
and  fire.  The  savages  of  New  Holland  hang 
them  in  baskets  upon  trees;  the  Orinocos  sus- 

pend them  in  a  running  stream  till  the  fishes 
have  picked  the  bones  of  their  flesh  ;  the  skele- 

ton being  then  interred.  The  natives  of  the 
Lower  Murray,  in  Australia,  convert  the  skulls 
of  their  deceased  friends  into  drinking  cups. 
"  To  burn  the  bones  of  the  King  of  Edom  for 
lime  seems  no  irrational  ferity;  but  to  drink 
the  ashes  of  dead  relations  a  passionate  prodi- 

gality," says  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  referring  to 
Artemesia,  Queen  of  Halicarnassus,  who  is  said 
to  have  had  the  ashes  of  her  husband  Mausolus 
mingled  with  her  beverage.  So  the  Tapuyas 
and  some  of  the  Moxa  tribes  grind  the  bones  of 
their  dead  and  mix  them  with  their  food.  The 
Ichthyophagi,  or  fish-eating  nations  about  Egypt, 
"affected  the  sea  for  their  grave;  thereby  de- 

clining visible  corruption,  and  restoring  the  debt 
of  their  bodies." 

Most  nations,  however  savage,  pay  some  kind 
of  honor  to  the  dead.  The  Caffres  of  South 
Africa  are  the  only  people  who  are  known  to 
abandon  the  corpses  of  their  friends  to  the  ten- 

der mercies  of  the  wild  beasts  of  the  forest.  The 
natives  of  Oralieite  were  accustomed,  in  Cap- 

tain Cook's  day,  to  cut  up  the  bodies  of  deceased 
chiefs,  at  a  public  religious  assembly,  and  bury 
the  portions  in  three  different  p'laces.  This 
custom,  barbarous  as  it  is,  prevailed  for  a  long 
time  in  Europe.  The  bowels,  tongue,  heart, 
eyes,  and  brains  of  Henry  I.  of  France  were 
buried  together,  and  separate  from  his  body. 
The  body  of  Richard  I.  of  England  was  buried 
at  Fontevrault,  his  heart  at  Roan,  and  his  bowels 
at  Chaluz. 

All  these,  however,  must  be  counted  mortuary 
eccentricities.  The  mass  of  mankind  hnve  been 
for  ages  divided  between  earth-hurial  and  incre- 

mation, or  burning.  "To  be  gnawed  out  of 
our  graves,"  says  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  "to 
have  our  skulls  made  drinking-bowls,  and  our 
bones  turned  into  pipes,  to  delight  and  sport  our 
enemies,  are  tragickal  abominations  escaped  in 
burning  burials.  Urnal  interments  and  burnt 
relicks  lie  not  in  fear  of  worms,  or  to  be  an  her- 

itage for  serpents.  In  carnal  sepulture  cor- 
ruptions seem  peculiar  unto  parts,  and  some 

speak  of  snakes  out  of  the  sjiinal  marrow.  .  . 
But  who  knows  the  fate  of  his  bones,  or  how 
often  he  is  to  be  buried  ?  Who  hath  the  oracle 
of  his  ashes  or  whither  they  are  to  be  scattered  ?" 

However  they  might  differ  in  modes,  the  best 
part  of  mankind  have  held,  from  time  immemo- 

rial, to  the  importance  of  paying  due  honor  to  the 
.dead  body.  Ulysses  "  cared  not  how  meanly  he 
lived,  so  he  might  find  a  noble  tomb  after  death." 
"Give  me  possession  of  a  burying-place,  that  I 
may  bury  my  dead  out  of  sight,"  Avas  the  earn- 

est entreaty  of  the  great  Patriarch  to  the  sons 
of  Heth.  The  polished  Greeks  devoted  their 
best  art  to  the  ornamentation  of  funeral  nrns ; 
and  the  Egyptians  spared  not  the  most  precious 
spices  and  ointments  wherewith  to  preserve  the 
body  from  its  natural  decay,  "contriving  their 
bodies  in  sweet  consistencies  to  attend  the  re- 

turn of  their  souls."  Yet  all  was  vanity.  "  The 
Egyptian  mummies  which  Cambj^ses  or  time 
hath  spared,  avarice  now  consumeth.  Mummy 
is  become  merchandise,  Mizraim  cures  wounds, 
and  Pharaoh  is  sold  for  balsams." 

Embalming  has  been  practiced  by  many  na- 
tions, ancient  and  medieval ;  and  all  imaginable 

substances  have  been  used  as  preservatives,  from 
the  myrrh,  aloes,  and  precious  spices  applied  by 
the  Hebrews,  according  to  Scripture,  down  to 
the  rougli  rubbintrin  of  common  salt  in  England 
after  the  Conquest.  Alexander  the  Great  was 
embalmed  in  honey,  which  substance  was  used 
by  the  Spartans  and  Babylonians.  The  Ethi- 
oj)ians  used  a  plaster,  colored  to  resemlile  life; 
the  Persians  and  Scythians  wax;  which  has  also 
been  used  in  England,  Elizabeth  Tudor,  the 
second  daughter  of  Henry  VIIL,  having  been 
"cercd  by  the  wax-chandler."  In  the  South  Sea 
Islands  embrocations  of  the  fragrant  cocoa-nut  oil 
are  found  effective.  The  Peruvians  covered  the 
bodies  with  snow  from  the  mountains,  and  after- 

ward applied  a  bituminous  substance  as  a  pre- 
servative. In  England,  the  practice  was  to  cut 

large  gashes  in  the  corpse  and  throw  in  salt. 
The  body  was  afterward  sewed  up  in  toughest 
bull's-hide.  King  John  (Lackland),  a  Countess 
of  Pembroke,  and  James  HI.  of  Scotland,  were 
thus  enveloped.  The  celebrated  Hugh  Lupus, 
who  died  in  1101,  was  buried  in  gilded  leather, 
and  his  ankles  Avere  tied  together  with  a  string. 

The  trade  in  mummy  was  long  im])ortant 
and  lucrative,  and  the  belief  ia  its  medicinal 
virtues  universal  even  so  late  as  the  seventeenth 

century.  "  Mummy, "  says  Lord  Bacon,  "hath 
great  force  in  .stanching  blood,  which  may  be 
ascribed  to  the  mixture  of  balsams  that  are  glu- 

tinous." This  was  the  opinion  of  a  sensible  man ; 
but  the  popular  belief  was  that  "  there  was  more 
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virtue  in  the  Ef;ypti;m  than  in  the  sj)icc."  It 
appears  to  have  been  the  niost  eminent  cnrc-ail 
of  tliose  days,  and  Avieenna,  the  greatest  pliy- 
siciiin  of  his  time,  recommends  it  for  a  catalogue 
of  diseases  wiiich  reads  very  nuicli  like  a  modern 
medical  advertisement.  Among  the  ills  for 
whii-h  mummy  was  accounted  a  specific  were 
abscesses,  eruptions  and  fractures,  paralysis  and 
aflfjotions  of  th3  lungs,  epilcp;5yand  bowel  com- 

plaint, n.iusca  anl  liver  complaint,  palpitations 
of  the  heart  and  poisonings. 

Tiie  Jews,  who  were  the  patent  medicine 
men  of  thos-i  days,  built  up  colossal  fortunes  in 
the  trad3,  and  lived  magnificently  on  the  dry 
bones  of  Egypt.  The  supply  failing  to  satisfy 
the  demand,  they  bou^lit  up  in  secret  corpses 
which  had  died  of  leprosy,  small-pox,  or  the 
plague,  executed  criminals,  etc.,  filled  llic  heads 
and  trunks  with  asphaltum,  a  cheap  gum,  made 
incisions  into  the  muscular  parts  of  the  limbs, 
and  filled  these  also  with  asphaltum;  then 
wrapped  the  bodies  tightly  in  old  cloths,  and 
dried  t'acm  in  the  sun.  They  presently  resem- 

bled the  genuine  article,  so  that  one  candid  He- 
brew speculator  declared  "no  one  could  tell 

but  he  "  marveled  how  the  Christians,  so  daint- 
ily mouthed,  could  eat  of  the  bodies  of  the 

dead." 
Burning  the  dead  is  a  practice  of  considera- 
ble antiquity  ;  and  obtained  more  or  less  among 

most  of  the  ancient  nations.  Not  to  speak  of 
the  Homeric  descriptions  of  tlie  funeral  pyres  of 
Hector  before  the  gates  of  Troy ;  of  Patroclus,  and 
Achilles  ;  or  of  the  solemn  burning  of  llemus  ; 
or  of  the  Dictator  Sylla,  who,  having  ill-treated 
the  body  of  his  enemy  Marias,  directed  liis  own 
to  be  burned  for  fear  of  meeting  like  ill-treat- 

ment at  the  hands  of  his  enemies — not  to  speak 
of  these  instances,  it  appears  that  the  practice 
was  in  use  among  the  Celts,  the  Sarmatians, 
Germans,  Gauls,  Danes,  Swedes,  and  Norwe- 

gians, as  well  as  among  some  of  the  aboriginal 
tribes  of  America. 

The  modes  of  burning  have  been  various ; 
and  much  ingenuity  was  exercised  by  the  an- 

cients to  devise  expedients  by  which  the  ashes 
of  the  dead  miglit  be  gathered  together,  after 
the  burning,  without  admixture  of  other  mat- 

ter. How  this  was  managed  has  not  come 
down  to  us  ;  except,  indeed,  that  sometimes  the 
bodies  of  princes  were  wrapped  in  cloths  of 
"asbestos,  incremable  flax,  or  salamander's 
wool,"  whereby  their  bones  and  ashes  were  pre- served incommixed.  It  has  been  remarked 
that  some  bodies  burned  much  faster  than  others. 
"  Who  would  expect  a  quick  flame  from  hydrop- 
ical  Heraclitus ?"  "The  poisoned  soldier,  when 
his  belly  brake,  put  out  two  pyres,  in  Plutarch. 
But  in  the  plague  of  Athens  one  private  pyre 
served  two  or  three  intruders ;  and  the  Sara- 

cens burnt  in  large  heaps  by  the  King  of  Cas- 
tile showed  how  little  fuel  sufficeth.  Though 

the  funeral  pyre  of  I'atroclus  took  up  an  hun- 
dred foot,  a  piece  of  an  old  boat  burned  Pom- 

pey ;  and  if  the  burden  of  Isaac  was  sufficient 
for  an  holocaust,  a  man  may  carry  his  own  pyre." 

The  ancients  did  not  burn  toothless  children, 
for  fear  that  their  small  bones  would  be  con- 

sumed and  leave  no  trace.  They  kindled  no 
lire  in  their  houses  for  some  days  after  the  fu- 

neral ceremonies,  as  not  wishing  to  be  reminded 
by  the  llame  of  their  loss.  Tiiere  was  a  beau- 

tiful belief  that  excessive  lamentation  was  not 
allowable,  as  tending  to  disturb  the  ghosts  of 
the  dead.  They  poured  oil  upon  the  pyre  to 
facilitate  the  burning;  and  also,  they  sacrificed 
to  the  winds  for  their  aid  in  the  speedy  com- 

bustion. Among  many  people  sacrifices  of 
cattle,  goods,  money,  and  even  of  human  beings, 
were  made  at  the  pyre,  originally  to  sujjpl}^ 
the  needs  of  the  spirit  on  its  entrance  to  the 
other  world  ;  afterward  from  custom  and  suj)er- 
stition.  The  nations  of  Africa  and  some  Poly- 

nesians still  continue  this  barbarous  practice. 
Among  the  ancient  Gauls  and  Britons  bonds 
and  contracts  made  with  deceased  debtors  were 
placed  witli  the  ashes  of  the  creditor,  that  the 
spirit  might  collect  his  dues  in  the  other  world. 
Another  superstitious  observance  was  to  place 
at  least  one  woman  with  eight  or  ten  male 
bodies,  to  facilitate  the  burning.  And  we  read 
of  Periander's  wife's  complaint,  that  "wanting 
her  funeral  burning,  she  suffered  intolerable 

cold  in  hell." It  was  a  custom  to  "kindle  the  pyre  averse- 
ly," as  showing  an  unwillingness  to  an  act  of 

seeming  violence.  Also  it  was  a  touching  cus- 
tom that  "  they  washed  their  bones  with  wine 

and  milk ;  that  the  mother  wrapped  them  in 
linen  and  dried  them  in  her  bosom  ;"  and  that 
on  firing  the  pile,  the  assembled  spectators 
turned  their  eyes  toward  heaven.  The  funeral 
pyre  was  composed  of  cypress,  fir,  yew,  or  some 
evergreen  wood,  as  typifying  the  immortality  of 
the  spirit — a  practice  followed  by  Christians  in 
decorating  the  coffin  with  bays,  and  in  planting 
the  yew-tree  in  cliurcli-yards. 

Burial  has  been,  however,  the  most  univers- 
ally practiced  mode  of  disposing  of  the  dead. 

"  That  carnal  interment,  or  burying,  was  of  the 
elder  date,  the  old  examples  of  Abraham  and 
the  Patriarchs  are  sufficient  to  illustrate ;  and 
were  without  competition,  if  it  could  be  made 
out  that  Adam  was  buried  near  Damascus,  or 
Mount  Calvary,  according  to  some  tradition. 
God  himself,  that  buried  but  one,  was  pleased 
to  make  choice  of  this  way,  collectible  from 
Scripture  expression,  and  the  hot  contest  be- 

tween Satan  and  the  Archangel  about  discover- 
ing the  body  of  Moses."  By  the  Koman  law 

those  stricken  by  lightning  were  interred  where 
they  fell  Among  most  Christian  nations  it 
has  been  the  law  to  inter  none  but  Christians  in 
consecrated  ground,  and  among  Boman  Cath- 

olic nations  this  bigoted  practice  is  still  carried 
out  in  all  its  ancient  rigor,  to  the  great  incon- 

venience of  Protestant  Christians  sojourning  in 
such  foreign  lands,  who,  dying,  their  friends 
have  been  forced  to  inter  them  in  secret  and 
by  the  way-side,  as  though  they  were  criminals. 

In  strewing  their  tombs  the  Romans  preferred 
the  rose ;  the  Greeks  the  amaranth  and  myrtle. 
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It  is  noteworthy  that  the  three  clods  of  earth  first 
thrown  upon  the  coffin  had  their  antitype  in  the 
thrice-repeated  valediction  uttered  over  the 
Roman  corpse.  In  Peru  and  other  Spanish 
countries  funerals  are  performed  only  by  nii^ht. 
Christians  bear  the  corpse  to  its  last  home  feet 
first,  as  reversing  the  natural  position  of  life.  The 
Mohammedans  are  borne  away  head  first,  look- 

ing back  upon  their  homes.  ^lost  nations  lay 
their  dead  in  a  recumbent  position  ;  but  among 
some  Indian  tribes  the  dead  warrior  is  placed  in 
a  sitting  posture,  and  looking  toward  the  east, 
Avith  his  bow  and  war-club  in  his  hands.  Even 
as  we  read  of  a  coachman  who  earnestly  craved 
to  be  laid  as  near  the  high  road  as  might  be, 
that  he  might  hear  the  carnages  passing ;  of  a 
fox-hunter,  who  would  be  bnried  with  a  fox-pad 
in  each  hand ;  and  of  a  veteran  smoker,  who. 
taking  his  last  puff  at  the  age  of  one  hundred 
and  six  years,  desired  that  his  pipe  might  lie  be- 

side him  in  his  coffin. 
The  Hindoo  thinks  himself  happy  to  be  waft- 
ed toward  heaven  on  the  waves  of  the  sacred 

Ganges.  The  Moslem  dies  willingly  at  ̂ lecca, 
as  surest  there  of  a  speedy  passage  to  Paradise. 
The  Jew  turns  toward  Jerusalem  in  his  last  mo- 

ments, and  would  depart  content  could  his  weary 
eyes  but  rest  upon  the  City  of  Zion ;  and,  hap- 

pier yet,  could  his  bones  be  laid  there,  in  the 
sepulchres  of  his  fathers.  And  as  wealthy  Jews, 
to  this  day,  import  soil  from  the  Holy  Land 
wherewith  to  line  their  coffins,  so,  in  ancient 
times,  the  Pisan  crusaders,  returning  home, 
brought  v.ith  them  holy  earth  sufficient  to  fill 
the  Carapo  Santo  of  Pisa.  Less  pious,  but  more 
exclusive,  were  certain  wealthy  men  of  Bristol, 
Wales,  in  the  last  century,  who  erected  for  them- 

selves, in  t!ie  common  burying-ground,  a  sepa- 
rate vault,  over  whose  entrance  was  -vrntten, 

"  Quality  Vault."  To  whom  old  John  Wes- 
ley preaching,  said,  "My  heart  is  much  pained 

for  you,  and  I  am  earnestly  desirous  that  some 

even  of  you  might  enter  the  kingdom  of  heaven !" Not  less  various  are  the  funeral  ceremonies  of 
different  people.  The  Jews  rent  their  garments 
in  token  of  sadness  ;  but,  with  characteristic  pni- 
dence,  sometimes  saved  expense  as  well  as  cloth 
by  tearing  off  but  a  useless  corner.  Also  they 
threw  dust  upon  their  heads  and  bottled  their 
tears,  both  customs  in  use  among  many  nations 
of  antiquity,  lachrymatories  (or  tear-bottles)  be- 

ing often  found  at  the  present  day  in  old  Roman 
tombs.  Wiiat  may  be  the  allowance  of  tears 
thus  shed  and  saved  we  are  not  informed  ;  but 
a  certain  Count  Schimmelmnn  was  not  content 

v,  ith  this  temporary  lachrA-mation  over  the  tomb 
of  his  wife ;  he  erected  a  marble  statue  from 
whose  eyes,  by  an  ingenious  mechanical  con- 

trivance, water  was  continually  dropping.  So 
^l.  Breuno,  a  Frenchman,  put  his  park  in 
mourning  on  the  death  of  his  mother,  and  had 
barrels  of  ink  emptied  into  his  fountains,  that 
these  might  appropriately  spout  in  black ;  an 
affectation  of  affection  no  less  touching  than 
that  of  the  child  who  desired  to  have  her  doll 
put  in  mourning  for  the  death  of  the  cat. 

Of  colors,  we  think  black  the  appropriate 
semblance  of  sorrow;  but  in  Sweden  black  is 
the  bridal  color.    Plutarch  relates  that  mourn- 

ing women  were  dressed  in  pure  white  :  the 

I  Chinese  put  on  a  coarse  red  hempen  cloth  in 
j  the  extremity  of  sorrow,  white  being  used  as 
second  mourning.    The  women  of  Medina  out- 
I  wardly  grieve  by  dyeing  their  hands  with  indigo ; 
j  the  Egyptians  affect  yellow,  as  expressing  best 
!  the  natural  decay  which  causes  their  grief;  and 
'  the  Turks  blue,  as  hinting  of  the  sky,  tiie  liomo of  the  departed. 

'Tis  an  old  proverb  that     people  who  cry  in 
velvet  always  shed  rose-water  tears."    In  the 

!  fifteenth  century,  in  France,  it  was  no  slight 
I  labor  for  the  quality  folk  to  be  sad ;  and  a  "  dis- 
I  tinguished  ]iersonage"  dying  was  like  to  make 
'  enemies  of  his  best  friends  by  the  trouble  lie  laid 
;  upon  them,  custom  requiring  that  such  should  lie 
J  abed  for  the  entire  period  of  mourning.  Thus 
j  a  Queen  of  France  was  prostrated  with  grief 
'  for  the  space  of  an  entire  year  after  the  death 
of  her  liege  lord.    Peeresses  were  let  off  cheap, 

I  being  required  to  lie  in  bed  only  nine  days  ;  but 
I  for  other  five  Meeks  these  mitigated  mourners 
'  received  company  seated  in  front  of  their  beds 
'  '-upon  pieces  of  black  cloths."    The  f^ishious 
I  for  mourning  have  changed  since  then,  in 
France.    After  the  Reign  of  Terror,  with  pro- 

■  verbial  lack  of  veneration,  the  Parisians  sold  out 
,  one  of  the  most  crowded  burial-places,  the  lead- 

en coffins  were  melted  down,  and,  on  the  spot 
;  so  recently  consecrated  to  the  use  of  the  dead, 
a  speculative  maitre  de  danse  established  a  ball- 

room.   Very  appropriately,  a  tlien  just  cstab- 
j  lished  and  highly  fashionable  dancing  club  held 
its  re'unions  here.     The  club  was  known  as  the 
'•Ball  of  Victims;"  the  qualification  for  mem- 

bership was  the  having  lost  some  valued  relative 
during  the  troubles  just  past;  the  motto,  ''We 
dance  amidst  tombs;"  and,  to  add  to  the  ghast- 
liness  of  the  affair,  the  hair  and  head-dresses  of 
the  dancers  were  so  arranged  as  to  resemble  the 
tonsorial  preparations  made  for  the  guillotine. 

''  Five  languages  secured  not  the  epitaph  of 
Gordianus,"  exclaims  SirThomas  Browne,  mor- 

alizing on  the  vanity  of  mortuary  inscriptions. 
"Grave-stones  tell  truth  scarce  forty  years. 
Generations  pass  while  some  trees  stand,  and 
old  f:irailies  last  not  three  oaks.  To  be  read 
by  bare  inscriptions,  to  hope  for  eternity  by  en- 

igmatical epitaphs,  or  first  letters  of  our  names, 
to  be  studied  by  antiquaries  who  we  were,  and 
have  new  names  given  us,  like  many  of  the 
mummies,  are  cold  consolations  unto  the  stu- 

dents of  perpetuity,  even  by  everlasting  lan- 
guages. But  the  iniquity  of  obli-snon  blindly 

scattereth  her  poppy,  and  deals  with  the  mem- 
ory of  men  without  distinction  to  merit  of  per- 

petuity. Who  can  but  pity  the  founder  of  the 
Pyramids  ?  Herostratus  lives  that  burnt  the 
temple  of  Diana  ;  he  is  almost  lost  that  built  it. 
Time  hath  spared  the  epitaph  of  Adrian's  horse, 
confounded  that  of  himself.  In  vain  we  com- 

pute our  felicities  by  the  advantage  of  our  good 
names,  since  bad  have  equal  durations,  and 



DEADMAN'I 
Thersites  is  like  to  live  as  long  as  Agamem- 

non." "Ostrich  feathers,  Genoa  velvet,  and  an  un- 
paralleled colli n  !"  exclaimed  l)ou_«;las  Jerrold, 

reading  from  the  account  of  a  grand  funeral. 
"  Well,  when  avc  remember  what  coffins  hold 
at  the  best,  such  a  show  is  rightly  named ;  it  is 
' /y//?7  in  state,'  and  nothing  better."  A  vast 
amount  of  wit  is  to  be  gathered  from  tomb- 

stones, and  mortuary  puns  have  long  been  fii- 
mous.  The  epitaph  of  the  witty  divine.  Dr. 
Thomas  Fuller,  is  worthy  of  himself — sim- 

Fuller's  earth. 
There  is  a  professional  point  in  the  epitaph 

of  the  eminent  barrister,  Sir  John  Strange  : 
Here  lies  an  honest  lawyer— that  is  Strange. 

And  by  what  an  outrageous  quibble  has  the 
name  of  William  Button,  Esq.,  been  handed 
down  to  immortality.     The  ejjitaph  is  to  be 
seen  in  a  church-yard  near  Salisbury  : 

O  sun,  moon,  stars,  and  ye  relestial  poles! 
Are  graves,  then,  dwindled  into  Button-liolos  ? 

There  is  something  quaint  and  touching  in 
this  epitaph  of  Grimaldi,  the  distinguished 
clown : 

Here  I  am. 
One  of  tiie  best  of  this  briefer  kind  was  pro- 

posed by  Jerrold,  whose  wit  did  not  always  wear 
so  courteous  a  dress.  Charles  Knight,  the 
Shakspearian  critic,  was  the  subject,  and  the 
words : 

Good  Knight. 
Professional  rivalry  produced  this  ill-natured 

inscription  for  the  tomb-stone  of  a  Western  ed- 
itor : 

Here  lies  an  Editor. 
It  is  added  that  the  injured  man  recommended 
the  author  to  use  the  inscription  as  a  motto  for 
his  own  journal. 

Of  histrionic  epitaphs  the  best  is  this  on  one 
of  Shakspeare's  actors : Exit  Burbagc. 

In  a  similar  vein  a  wit  gave  a  couplet  to 
Mrs.  Oldfield,  the  most  celebrated  actress  of 
her  day : 

This  we  must  own  in  jupttce  to  her  shade, 
The  first  bad  exit  Oldfield  eve-r  made. 

Something  of  compliment  is  here  sacrificed 
to  make  the  point.  It  is  the  reverse  of  Mal- 

colm's Eulogy  on  Cawdor : Nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  of  it. 

The  comedian  Foote  takes  his  turn,  thus : 
Foote  from  his  earthly  stage,  alas!  is  hurl'd ; Death  took  him  off,  who  took  oif  all  the  world. 

Westminster  Abbey  has  some  notable  epi- 
taphs. This,  by  Samuel  Wesley,  is  on  the 

monument  to  Butler,  the  author  of  liudibras  : 

"When  Butler,  needy  wretch !  was  still  alive, No  generous  patron  would  a  dinner  give. 
See  him,  when  starved  to  death  and  turned  to  dust, 
Presented  with  a  monumental  bust  I 
The  poet's  fate  is  here  in  emblem  shown: He  asked  for  bread,  and  he  received  a  stoue. 

This  couplet,  on  the  monument  to  Joh  i  Gay, 
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the  poet,  Thackeray's  "little  French  Abbe,''  is hardly  suited  to  a  Christian  church  : 
Life  is  n  jest,  and  all  tliin(?s  siiow  it; 
I  tlunii,'lil  HO  once,  and  now  I  know  it. 

And  what  a  defiance  there  is  in  this,  on 
the  monument  of  "that  gallant  soldier.  Sir 
Thomas  Vcre  :" 
When  Vere  sought  Death,  armed  with  his  sword  and shield,  ^ 
Death  was  afraid  to  meet  him  in  the  field ; 
Hut  when  his  weapons  he  had  laid  aside, 
Death,  like  a  coward,  struck  him,  and  he  died. 

The  celebrated  inscription, 
O  Rare  Ben  Jonson, 

in  the  Poets'  Corner  of  the  Abbey,  which  savors 
both  of  admiration  and  familiarity,  was  acd*- 
dental  in  its  origin.  Aubrey,  in  his  notice  of 
"  IMr.  Benjamin  Jonson,"  tells  that  it  "was 
done  at  the  charge  of  Jack  Young  (afterward 
knighted),  who,  walking  there  when  the  grave 
was  covering,  gave  the  fellow  eighteen  pence  to 

cut  it." 
Sir  Thomas  Parkins,  the  great  wrestler,  caused 

a  monument  to  be  built  for  himself,  on  which 
was  a  sculpture,  in  relief,  depicting  Death  in 
the  act  of  throwing  Sir  Thomas.  The  epitapl;, 
which  is  in  Latin,  reads  as  follows : 

Here  lies  the  chief  who  once  threw  all. 
Thrown  by  tlie  conqu'ring  arms  of  death, 

"Who  ne'er  had  given  the  knight  a  fall But  that  he  found  him  out  of  breath. 
But  boast  not.  Death  !  with  empty  pride. 
Thy  strength  ;  the  day  will  come,  when  he 

Arising,  with  fresh  breath  supply'd. 
Shall  vanquish  time,  and  conquer  thee. 

Miss  Long  was  a  beautiful  actress  of  the  last 
century ;  so  short  in  stature  that  she  was  known 
as  the  Pocket  Venus.    Her  epitaph  concludes : 

Though  Long,  yet  short ; 
Though  short,  yet  Pretty  Long. 

Bancroft,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  was  a 
covetous  man,  and  this  pasquinading  epitaph 
was  put  on  him  : 

Here  lies  his  Grace,  in  cold  clay  clad, 
"Who  died  for  want  of  what  he  had. 

The  reverse  of  this  is  one  on  IMr.  James 
Worsdale,  a  very  liberal  man  : 

Eager  to  get,  but  not  to  keep  the  pelf; 
A  friend  to  all  mankind,  but  not  himsalf. 

Of  punning  epitaphs  there  are  many  on  re- 
cord so  execrable  that  it  were  pity  to  extend  their 

infamy.  One  we  may  give  here  as  illustrating 
that  depraved  spirit  which  leads  some  men  to 
make  light  of  the  gravest  subject.  John  Adams, 
a  carrier,  or  porter,  of  Southwell  (obit.  1807), 
rests  with  this  mortuary  joke  upon  liim : 

John  Adams  lies  here,  of  the  parish  of  So'ithwcll, 
A  carrier  who  carried  his  can  to  his  moutli  well; 
He  carried  so  much,  and  ho  carried  so  fast. 
He  could  carry  no  more — so  was  carried  at  last ; 
For  the  liquor  he  drank,  being  too  much  for  ono. 
He  could  not  carry  off — So  he's  now  carrion. 
Abusive  epitaphs  are  not  uncommon.  School- 

men will  remember  one  by  Simonides,  thus 
translated  by  Merivale : 

After  much  eating,  drinking,  lying,  slandering, 
Timocrean  of  Rhodes  here  rests  from  wandering. 
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Peter  Randolph,  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford,  a  j 
great  glutton,  has  gained  immortality  at  the  ex-  I 
pense  of  these  lines : 

Whoe'er  you  are,  tread  softly,  I  eiitrcit  you, 
For  if  he  chance  to  wake,  be  sure  he'll  eat  you. 

John  Cole  died  of  a  surfeit,  and  lives  again 
after  this  fashion : 

Here  lies  Johnny  Cole, 
Who  died,  on  my  soul. 

After  eating  a  plentiful  dinner ; 
While  chewing  his  crust, 
lie  was  turned  into  dust. 

With  his  crimes  undigested,  poor  sinner. 
There  are  even  mortuary  bulls,  as  witness 

this,  in  a  grave-yard  near  Plymouth : 
Here  lie  the  remains  of  Thomas  Nicol.?,  who  died  in 

Philadelphia,  March,  1753.  Had  he  lived  he  would  have 
been  buried  here. 

At  the  Old  Men  s  Hospital,  Norwich,  En- 
gland, is  found  the  following  unique  eulogy : 

In  Memory  of  Mrs.  Phebc  Crewe,  who  died  May  28, 
1817,  aged  77  years  ; 

■who,  during  forty  years' 
practice  as  a  midwife 

in  this  city,  brought  into 
the  world  nine  thousand 

seven  hundred  and 
thirty  children. 

Of  professional  epitaphs  there  are  not  a  few  ; 
but  none  whose  hyperbole  is  so  overpowering  as 
this,  on  a  Spanish  singer.  It  is  found  in  a  bury- 
ing-ground  near  Saragossa : 

Here  lies  the  body  of  John  Qucbecca,  precentor  to  my 
Lord  the  King.  When  his  spirit  diall  enter  the  King- 

dom of  Heaven,  the  Almighty  will  say  to  the  Angelic 
Choir,  "Silence,  ye  calves!  and  let  me  hear  John  Que- 
becca,  Precentor  to  my  Lord  the  King.'' 

In  the  hallow^ed  interior  of  Chichester  Ca- 
thedral is  found  the  following,  on  an  aged 

vendor  of  that  ])opular  English  edible,  the  peri- 
winkle : 

Periwinks!  periwinkle!  was  ever  her  cry; 
She  labored  to  live,  poor  and  honest  to  die. 
At  the  last  day,  again,  how  her  old  eyes  will  twinkle. 
For  no  more  will  she  cry,  Periwinks!  periwinkle  I 
Ye  rich,  to  virtuous  want  regard  pray  give  ; 
Ye  poor,  by  her  example  lenrn  to  live. 

Died  Jan.  ITSG,  aged  77. 
This,  on  a  blacksmith,  is  found  on  many 

tombstones  in  this  country  as  well  as  England ; 
it  is  by  Hayley,  the  poet: 

:My  sledge  and  hammer  lie  declin'd. 
My  bellows,  too,  have  lost  their  -wind ; 
My  fire's  extinct,  my  forge  decay'd, My  vice  is  in  the  dust  now  laid ; 
My  coal  is  spent,  my  iron  gone. 
My  nails  are  drove,  my  work  is  done. 

At  Barnwell  arc  found  these  lines,  "on  an 
Inn-keeper :" 

Man's  life  is  like  a  Winter's  Day, 
Some  only  Breakfast  &  away; 
Others  to  Dinner  stay  &  are  /till  fed. 
The  oldest  man  but  sups  &  goes  to  bed. 
Large  is  his  debt  who  lingers  out  the  day. 
Who  goes  the  soonesi  lias  the  leat-t  to  pay; 
Death  is  the  Waiter,  some  few  run  on  Tick, 
And  some,  alas  I  must  pay  the  Bill  to  A'lcA;  / Though  /  oived  much,  I  hope  long  trust  is  given, 
And  truly  mean  to  pay  all  debts  in  Heaven. 

In  the  cathedral  yard  at  Winchester  may  be 
seen  this,  on  an  unfortunate  man  of  war  : 

Here  rests  in  peace,  a  Hampshire  grenadier, 
WHio  killed  himself  by  drinking  poor  small  beer. 
Soldiers,  be  warned  by  his  untimely  fall, 
And  when  you're  hot  drink  strong,  or  none  at  all. 

This  memorial  having  fallen  into  decay,  it  was 
restored  at  the  expense  of  some  officers,  in  1781, 
and  this  couplet  added  : 

An  honest  soldier  never  is  forgot, 
Whether  he  die  by  musquet  or  by  pot. 

The  printer  also  has  an  epitaph  ;  and  all  the 
craft  will  allow  that  it  is  appropriate  and  pro- 

fessionally correct : 
Here  lies  a  form — place  no  imposing  stone 
To  mark  tlie  head,  where  weary  it  is  lain  ; 

'Tis  matter  dead ! — its  mission  all  being  done, 
To  be  distribxited  to  dust  again  ; 

The  body  is  but  the  type,  at  best,  of  man, 
Whose  imj)ress  is  the  spirit's  deathless  ^jfrt/c; Worn  out,  the  type  is  thrown  to  pi  again, 
The  imjjression  lives  througli  an  eternal  age. 

Authors  ici/l  steal,  even  for  their  tombstones. 
Various  good-natured  friends  to  the  memory  of 
Benjamin  Franklin  have  pointed  out  the  orig- 

inals of  his  celebrated  typographical  inscription 
for  his  monument : The  Body 

of 
BENJAMIN  FKANKLIN, Printer, 

(Like  the  cover  of  an  old  book, 
Its  contents  torn  out. 

And  Btript  of  its  lettering  and  gilding,) 
Lies  liere  food  for  worms. 

Yet  the  work  itself  shall  not  be  lost, 
For  it  will,  as  he  believed,  appear  once  more, 

In  a  new 
And  more  beautiful  edition, 

Corrected  and  amended 

The  Author. 

Benjamin  had  doubtless  looked  into  Mather's 
Magnalia,  where  he  might  see  something  of  this 
notion  api)licd  to  "the  great  Cotton"  by  Mr. 
Benjamin  Woodbridge,  the  first  graduate  of 
Harvard  : 

A  living,  breathing  Bible;  tables  where 
Both  covenants,  at  large,  engraven  were ; 
Gospel  and  law,  in's  heart,  had  each  its  column ; His  head  an  index  to  the  sacred  volume; 
Ilis  very  name  a  title-page ;  and  next, 
His  life  a  commentary  on  the  text. 
Oh  what  a  monument  of  glorious  worth. 
When,  in  a  new  edition,  he  comes  forth. 
Without  errata,  may  we  think  he'll  be In  leaves  and  covers  of  eternity! 

Old  Joseph  Capen,  minister  of  Topsfield,  had 
also,  in  1G81,  given  John  Foster,  who  set  up  the 
first  printing-press  in  Boston,  the  benefit  of  the 
idea,  in  viemoTiam : 

Thy  body,  which  no  activeness  did  lack, 
Now's  laid  aside  like  an  old  almanac; 
But  for  the  present  only 's  out  of  date, 
'Twill  have  at  length  a  far  more  active  state. 
Yea,  though  with  dust  thy  body  soiled  be, 
Yet  at  the  resnrrcction  we  shall  see 
A  fair  edition,  and  of  matchless  worth, 
Free  from  Errata,  new  in  Heaven  set  forth  ; 
'Tis  but  a  word  from  God,  the  great  Creator — 
It  shall  be  done  when  He  saith  Imprimatur, 

We  close  our  list  with  the  pathetic  inscrip- 
tion placed  by  an  honest  Illinois  farmer  over 
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the  double  grave  of  a  span  of  favorite  horses,  j 
struck  down  by  lightning,  and  buried  in  his  i 
front  yard  : 

roiico  to  tlicir  manus! 
And  can  not  better  conclude  this  paper  than  in 
those  wise  words  of  Sir  Thomas  IJrownc  :  "To  , 
subsist  in  lasting  monuments,  to  live  in  their  j 
l»roduciions,  to  exist  in  tlieir  names  and  prcdic-  | 
amcnt  of  cliimcras,  was  large  satisfaction  unto  j 
old  expectations,  and  made  one  part  of  their  i 
Elysiums.    But  all  this  is  nothing  in  the  mcta-  , 
physics  of  true  belief.    To  live  indeed  is  to  be  j 
again  ourselves,  which,  being  not  only  an  hope,  j 
but  an  evidence  in  noble  believers,  'tis  all  one  i 
to  lie  in  St.  Innocent's  church-yard  as  in  the  j 
sands  of  Egypt.    Ready  to  be  any  thing,  in  the  ! 
ecstasy  of  being  ever  ;  and  as  content  with  six 
foot  as  with  the  mausoleum  of  Adrianus." 

MARGARET— THE  LAY  SISTER. 
"But  the  mind  of  man  hath  two  ports:  one  always 

frequented  by  the  entrance  of  manifold  vanities;  the 
other  desolate  and  overgrowne  with  grasse,  by  Avhich  enter 
our  charitable  thoughts  and  divine  contemplations." — Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

THERE  is  a  satiric  picturcsqueness  in  these 
words.  You  see  a  calm  and  lightly  sketched 

landscape ;  the  great  castle ;  the  two  gates — 
one  crowded  with  fluttering  pennons,  pomp, 
luxury,  passion,  a  trampled  path  ;  the  other 
hung  with  ivy  and  paved  with  sward,  that  the 
light  feel  of  entering  nuns  never  crush  or  sally. 

Harry  Stafford  read  tlie  passage  aloud  to 
Margaret  Stafford,  his  fathers  cousin,  as  they 
sat  on  the  door-step  of  the  old  farm-house  by  the 
sea-side,  where  the  Staffords  for  years  had  re- 

sorted in  the  hot  months ;  resolved  rather  to  be 
l)lainly  comfortable  there  than  fashionably  mis- 

erable at  a  watering-place.  This  year  the  un- 
wonted heats  of  June  had  brought  them  thither 

earlier  than  usual,  and  it  was  yet  June  when  the  | 
sultry  air  had  driven  Harry  and  Margaret  to  the 
porch,  and  the  rest  of  the  family  to  the  beach, 
all  watcliful  of  the  magnificent  sunset,  that 
fringed  the  lurid  haze  of  an  approaching  storm 
with  gold,  but  did  not  flush  its  pearl-lined  caps 
with  one  tinge  of  rose,  or  allay  the  fierceness  of 
the  forked  lightning  that  quivered  at  intervals 
through  the  massive  purple  clouds  like  a  visible 
pulse  of  life. 

Margaret  Stafford  leaned  against  the  brown 
casement  of  the  door-way ;  her  white  dress 
spread  its  light  folds  over  both  sill  and  step ; 
her  eyes  were  raised  to  the  storm ;  and  at  her 
feet  sat  Harry,  with  the  old  volume  of  Raleigh 
open  on  his  knees,  and  his  eyes  raised  also,  but 
not  stormward. 

Harry  was  rather  above  the  average  charac- 
ter of  young  men  in  certain  respects ;  his  nature 

Avas  artistic  and  appreciative,  his  aims  higli,  his 
theories  noble,  his  practice — lazy  !  He  was  self- 
isli,  without  fixed  principles ;  but,  being  hand- 

some, well  educated,  and  intellectual,  as  well 
as  aristocratic  with  that  most  intolerable  of 
aristocracies,  the  American  —  a  sublime  and 
ever-present  consciousness  that  his  great-great- 

grandfather was  a  Dutch  trader  on  the  frontier, 
and  had  cheated  the  Indians  out  of  a  fortune, 
which  had  been  inrrea.scd  and  exalted  by  his 
descendants,  till  the  fourth  generation  began  to 
use  it  aistlictically — having,  as  1  say,  all  these 
combined  attractions,  Mr.  Harry  Stafford  had 
a  sulliciently  good  ojnnion  of  himself,  and  not 
jiresumptuously  believed  the  young  ladies  of  his 
acquaintance  agreed  with  him — an  idea  that 
preserved  him  from  any  profound  ];assion  for 
any  one  of  them,  and  might  have  kept  his  aris- 

tocratic heart  safe  and  sound  for  a  lifetime,  had 
not  this  same  summer  brought  into  the  sphere 
of  his  knowledge  Margaret,  the  orphan  daugh- 

ter of  his  fiither's  cousin.  Now  the  aforesaid 
claims  to  high  birth,  on  which  Mr.  Harry  Staf- 

ford laid  such  stress  in  his  ov/n  case,  were  still 
more  powerful  in  Miss  Margaret's,  descent,  for 
her  mother — the  child  of  a  noted  New  England 
family — dated  her  ancestry  quite  back  of  the 
MauJloicer  even,  across  tiie  blue  sea,  into  Old 
England,  where  Moulthrop  Hall  still  attested,  in 
quaint  church  and  defaced  monuments,  the  Nor- 

man lineage  of  its  owners ;  and  even  a  Dame 
Margaret  Moulthrop  lay  in  sculptured  sleep  be- 

side the  altar,  a  little  stonier  and  more  disagree- 
able than  nature,  if  the  legends  of  her  life  were 

true,  and  altogether  uninterested  in  her  name- 
sake and  descendant  in  the  New  England  she  nev- 

er dreamed  of.  So  -Mr.  Stafford  found  his  etjual, 
if  not  his  superior,  in  aristocracy,  and  some- 

what in  age,  when  he  discovered  this  cousin. 
He  had  not  known  her  as  a  child,  for  his  father 
had  been  too  busy  with  money-making  to  culti- 

vate his  relations;  and  though  a  feeble  inter- 
course had  been  kept  up  between  the  families, 

it  was  not  till  Margaret's  orphanage  threw  her 
upon  the  care  of  her  guardian,  Mr.  Staff  ord  the 
elder,  that  the  relationship  assumed  some  im- 

portance— enough,  at  least,  to  affoid  Margaret 
a  home  in  her  cousin's  family  till  she  should 
have  arranged  her  future  plans? 

I  can  not  say  that  Miss  Stafford  Avas  either 
plain  or  beautiful.  She  had  a  calm  face,  pale 

and  expressive;  "Decidedly  high  bred!"  was 
Harry's  mute  comment.  And  perhaps  it  was. 
if  "high  bred"  means  refined,  delicate,  and  no- 

ble— traits,  we  regret  to  say,  we  have  beheld 
adorning  the  wan  face  of  a  washer-woman  and 
the  wrinkles  of  an  old  nurse,  but  we  should  not 

probably  acknowledge  that  in  Mr.  Stafford's hearing.  Besides,  Margaret  was  well  educated, 
and  even,  in  her  native  phrase,  "talented;" 
and  beautiful  as  blonde  and  rosy  fools  may  be, 
there  is  a  spell  in  a  face  that  a  soul  transfigures 
quite  another  thing  from  tint,  and  shape,  and 
coiffure.  At  least  Harry  Stafford  thought  so, 
as  he  sat  that  night  at  her  feet,  watching  the 
"  dark  and  intricate  eyes"  that  looked  n])  with 
such  fervent  admiration  and  awe  to  the  gatlier- 
ing  strife  overhead,  while  the  last  level  glitter 
of  light  struck  across  her  braided  hair,  and 
pierced  its  depths  Avith  golden  arrows,  and  lit 
her  transparent  cheek  with  a  faint  glory  that 
recompensed  its  want  of  bloom.  She  was  cer- 

tainly beautiful  then.    Harry's  artistic  eye  ap- 
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preciated  it :  the  simple  grace  of  her  attitude,  the 
flowing  folds  of  her  white  attire,  the  serene  curv- 

ing lips,  the  peculiar  delicately-moulded  hands, 
whose  whiteness  shone  against  a  thick  cluster 
of  deep  blue  violets  that  they  grasped,  the  con- 

trast of  her  brunette  coloring  with  the  snowy 
dress  —  all  this  fascinated  him  with  a  subtle 
charm,  no  less  potent  for  her  perfect  uncon- 
sciousness. 

This  entire  forgetfulness  of  both  him  and  her- 
self, that  was  a  trait  of  Margaret's  direct  and 

clear  nature,  wrought  out  its  own  respect  in 
Harry.  When  his  cousin  sat,  as  now,  absorbed 
in  a  sublime  spectacle,  or  when  some  ardent  en- 

thusiasm fired  her  eye,  and  reddened  her  cheek 
to  more  vivid  beauty,  and  carried  away  her  usual 
quiet  in  a  flow  of  eloquent  earnestness,  he  in- 

voluntarily drew  parallels  between  her  and  the 
ladies  of  his  wide  city  visiting  circle,  scarce 
to  the  advantage  of  the  latter;  and  where  he 
would  have  assailed  Miss  Katrina  Van  Vleck 
with  voluble  compliments,  or  whispered  auda- 

ciously to  Effie  Hogeboom,  or  squeezed  Caro- 
line Wittenhart's  dimpled  hand,  he  w^as  silent, 

shy,  distant,  and  profoundly  respectful  to  Mar- 
garet. Her  very  simple  character  ;  her  purity, 

truth,  and  unselfishness ;  her  eminently  New 
England  training,  that  had  set  before  her,  as  tlie 
end  and  aim  of  life,  a  stern  regard  for  duty,  that 
had  been  heightened  into  living  and  practical 
enthusiasm  by  the  later  influence  of  a  sincere 
religious  experience  ;  her  wide  knowledge,  that 
v/as  as  modest  in  its  manifestations  as  if  it  had 
been  ignorance,  probably  more  so.  All  these 

things,  day  by  day,  won  upon  Harry's  reverence 
and  regard  more  than  he  knew  himself,  and  im- 

perceptibly shook  his  own  self-confidence. 
To-night  Margaret  broke  the  silence. 
"  What  a  s])lendid  picture  that  sentence  would 

make  ! "  said  she. 
"Is  ittrue,  though,  Margaret  ?"  replied  Harry. 
"Why  not?" 
"Because  I  scarce  think  it  is  universally  true. 

I  believe  there  arc  some  minds  that  have  but 

one  gate." 
"A  good  or  bad  gate,  Harry  ?" 
"  Sometimes  one,  sometimes  the  other.  I 

think  there  is  only  the  nun's  gate  to  your  mind, 
Margaret." 

"You  are  altogether  mistaken,"  said  she,  in 
the  sini])lest  tone.  "I  have  a  great  many 
thoughts  that  are  not  charitable  or  divine,  cous- 

in Harry.    For  instance,  I  am  fond  of  dress." 
"You  fond  of  dress,  Margaret !  You  always 

dress  with  perfect  plainness." 
Margaret  laughed.  "You  are  a  man,  Harry. 

Ask  any  woman  who  sees  me  to  give  you  an 
opinion  on  my  dress,  and  you  Avill  not  quarrel 
with  my  words  about  myself." 

"I  have  seen  you  wear  nothing  but  white 
and  gray  since  you  came  here,  Margaret.  I 
should  have  said  you  were  dressed  with  strict 
economy  and  plainness." 

Margaret  laughed  again.  ' '  My  white  dresses 
are  respectively  linen  cambric,  India  muslin, 
and  the  most  delicate  Swiss  fabrics ;  my  gray 

silk  will  nearly  stand  alone  ;  and  my  gray  tissue 
is  silk  also,  fine  and  strong. " 

"All  Greek  to  me." 
"I  almost  wish  it  were  to  me;  for  I  begin 

to  see  that  I  am  extravagant  in  dress ;  that  1 
have  no  right  to  lavish  on  my  fastidious  tastes 
money  that  other  people  need." 

"The  money  is  yours,  I  am  sure." 
"No,  it  is  not  mine,  in  one  sense.  It  is  a 

talent  for  which  I  must  give  account.  What 
shall  I  say  at  the  Judgment  if  any  starved  soul 

lays  its  want  at  my  door  ?  '  Am  I  my  brother's 
keeper?'  is  a  cry  for  Cain,  not  for  me." 

Harry  Stafford  sat  silent.  These  revelations 
of  Margaret's  inner  life,  guided  by  a  strict  set 
of  principles  that  he  did  not  understand,  awed 
him  a  little.  It  was  as  if  another  world  lay  all 
around  him,  in  which  he  had  no  place,  of  which 
he  had  no  consciousness  except  such  as  he  gain- 

ed from  these  glimpses ;  and  looking  up,  as  he 
did,  to  the  glorified  height  of  a  new  life  revealed 
to  him  through  the  pure  and  tender  heart  of  a 
woman,  he  took  the  medium  for  the  object,  and 
passed  from  awe  into  adoration ;  a  worship  so 
tempered  with  passion  and  ardor  that  it  assumed 
almost  the  aspect  of  a  child's  love  —  the  last 
phase  of  love  that  a  man  could  successfully  lay 
before  a  woman  :  a  tacit  confession  of  weakness 
where  there  should  be  an  understood  assertion 
of  strength  even  in  the  very  devotion  oflbred. 
Love-making  is  the  only  circumstance  that  al- 

lows of  voluntary  humility  and  will-Avorship ; 
their  counterparts  are  w^orse  than  useless  here, 
real  though  they  be.  It  is  shadoAv  that  affects 
the  dreamer,  not  substance ;  unless,  indeed,  he 
take  to  sleep-walking  and  run  against  the  bed- 

post— a  significant  symbol,  which  I  leave  the 
reader  to  disinter  if  he  chooses. 

Presently  the  storm  blackened  overhead,  the 
rain  dropped  in  slow^  and  sullen  splashes  upon 
the  sea.  The  rest  of  the  family  came  from  the 
beach,  and  Margaret,  rising,  dropped  the  soft 
folds  of  her  dress  that  she  had  gathered  up  from 
the  door-sill,  and  floated  away,  like  a  lady  in  a 
reversed  lily-bell,  to  the  dark  parlor,  leaving 
Harry  to  meditate  on — linen  cambric,  perhaps. 

So  the  summer  passed  by.  Day  by  day  Har- 
ry and  Margaret  rode,  walked,  talked  together. 

He  read  the  books  she  spoke  of,  and  brought 
home  to  her  from  town  new  volumes,  which 
they  read  together.  Life,  which  had  seemed 
so  vapid  and  ashen  to  him  in  town,  where  he 
led  the  apathetic  and  languid  existence  of  a 
blase  boy,  not  because  he  was  blasCy  but  be- 

cause he  thought  it  knowing  to  appear  so ;  life 
assumed  new  significance  ;  it  seemed  attractive, 
interesting,  vivid ;  full  of  hopes,  and  fears,  and 
enjoyments;  a  thing  worth  having;  a  new  bless- 

ing, which  he  had  not  even  known  as  a  possibil- 
ity ;  for  there  are  two  regenerations  possible  to 

man,  one  social  and  one  spiritual :  and  loving 
works  one  ;  Love  the  other. 

Harry  Stafford  was,  socially,  a  new  man.  He 
was  not  only  new  to  himself,  but  to  others.  His 
business  progressed  with  fresh  force ;  pleasure 
was  once  more  pleasant ;  his  intellect,  fed  and 
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lirrcd  to  cnuiLition  by  Margaret's  fino  mind, 
t  xpandcd  projxjrtionately  ;  and  his  heart,  wann- 

ing to  one,  glowed  more  .warmly  for  all.  His 
sisters  hcgan  to  love  him,  as  the  sisters  of  fast 
young  men  arc  not  apt  to  love  their  brothers, 
with  something  nobler  and  more  compliment- 

ary tlian  instinct.  The  porters  and  under-clerks 
of  his  warehouse  no  longer  slunk  into  the  shad- 

ow of  some  bale  or  cask  to  get  away  from  his 
liarsh  rejjroofs  or  unfeeling  jests.  His  dogs  be- 

gan to  fawn  on  him  without  tlic  piteous  look  of 
apprehension  that  even  a  brute  can  wear  after 
it  has  been  kicked  and  sworn  at  long  enough. 
And  his  mother  nnconsciously  resumed  her  old 
phrase  of,  *'My  dear  boy  I  "—a  phrase  Master 
Stafford  had  rebelled  against  once  as  "too  ba- 

byish for  a  grown-up  fellow."  Margaret  was  a 
type  of  spring.  Under  her  look  and  smile  all 
sweetness  and  bloom  seemed  to  bud  and  flour- 

ish. She  had  one  trait  of  singular  strength — a 
capacity  of  making  herself  loved — and  not  one 
of  the  Si-affords  escapedf  rom  its  influence.  Be- 

fore tire  summer  began  to, wane  they  all  loved 
her  so  well  that  even  Patsy,  the  tliree-years 
"baby"  of  the  family,  clung  to  her  with  eager 
arms,  and  stopjied  her  speech  with  kisses  if  ever 
she  spoke  of  her  approaching  return  to  Maine — 
a  subject  equally  disagreeable  to  all  the  rest. 

But  even  the  most  charming  seasons  depart. 
The  summer  fields  grow  dry  and  arid ;  innu- 

merable grasshoppers  swarm  and  feed  in  the 
rustling  grass  ;  crickets,  with  shrill  and  appre- 

hensive notes,  fill  the  hot  air;  and  languid  Na- 
ture drops  her  blossoms  from  her  hands,  and 

faints  on  mountain-top  and  hill-side,  a  shrivel- 
ed, tremulous  shape  ;  dying,  gasping,  desper- 
ate, fore-conscious  of  the  wiiite  shroud  and  the 

long  sleep  relentlessly  drawing  on. 
September  came.  Melancholy  splendors  be- 

gan to  adorn  the  forests.  Here  and  there  a 
golden  bough,  also  here  a  passi)ort  into  the 
place  of  the  departed.  More  rarely  a  scarlet 
branch  flickering  out  of  the  green  gloom  like  a 
flame  from  the  burning  heart  of  a  huge  bonfire, 
token  of  sure  destruction.  One  day  Margaret 
and  Harry  had  been  to  drive,  and  brought  home 
as  tro}'hies  the  last  spikes  of  the  deep  yellow 
orchis  that  grows  by  the  shore  in  low  meadows 
of  boggy  land  or  blueberry  swamps.  The  whole- 

some glow  of  the  exercise  yet  tinged  Margaret's 
fixce  as  she  came  down  to  their  late  dinner,  with 
the  fringed,  orange-colored  blossoms  twisted  into 
her  dark  hair  and  clustered  on  her  breast.  The 

day's  excessive  and  unnatural  warmth  warrant- 
ed her  favorite  dress,  the  most  aerial  and  trans- 

parent white  admissible  out  of  a  ball-room  ;  and 
if  her  mirror  praised  her  aspect,  its  verdict  was 
repeated  by  Harry  Stafford's  charmed  eyes.  She 
was  lovely  that  day ;  no  fastidious  artist  could 
have  denied  it;  no  love-stricken  man  could  re- 

sist it ;  and  after  dinner  Harry  tempted  his 
fate. 

Again  they  sat  alone  upon  the  door-step  and 
listened  to  the  thousand  pensive  sounds  of  au- 

tumn, and  the  light,  recurring  dash  of  waves 
below. 

"  I  must  really  go  next  week,"  said  Marga- 
ret, speaking  to  herself,  yet  aloud. 

"  Margaret !"  said  Harry,  and  then  he  paused. 
She  looked  df)wn  at  him  ;  his  face  was  eloquent. 
A  sudden  shiver  of  distress  shook  her,  for  Har- 

ry was  her  cousin  —  no  more.  But  she  said, lightly, 

"  Yes,  I  must  go.    It  is  time  I  had  a  home." 
"  Only  let  me  make  it  for  you,  Margaret ! 

Only  love  me,  and  stay  with  me." 
Her  face  grew  pale  and  resolute.  "No," 

said  she,  "  this  can  not  be." 
It  was  not  in  him  easily  to  despair.  "  Why 

not,  Margaret  ?  I  love  you  as  no  man  loves 
you.  I  am  not  good  enough  to  He  at  your  feet, 
I  know  ;  but  I  am  plastic  in  your  hands — mould 

me  !"' 

She  smiled,  a  little  bitterly.  It  is  so  rare  for 
men  to  know  that  plea  and  petition  never  are 
of  use  when  they  are  not  loved.  And  yet  what 
woman  does  not  shrink  from  saying,  distinctly, 
"  I  do  not  love  you?"  But  Margaret  did  not 
seem  to  shrink ;  with  unfaltering  eyes  she  look- 

ed at  him. 

"  I  do  not  love  you  enough,  Harry." 
"  Is  that  all  ?— oh,  is  that  all  ?  I  do  not  de- 

spair of  that.  I  think  you  will — you  can — you 
must,  Margaret !  I  love  you  so  that  you  can 
not  but  be  moved  by  it." 

The  slight  glow  faded  even  from  her  lips. 
"You  are  mistaken:  a  woman's  heart  does 
not  so  deceive  her.  But  if  it  soothes  the  ab- 

rupt truth  which  I  thought  it  kindest  to  offer 
you,  then  I  give  you  better  reasons — reasons 
that  would  avail  if  I  loved  you.  I  could  never 
marry  a  man  Avithout  fixed  principle — religious 
principle.  I  rely  on  no  man  unless  he  be  in- 

formed by  vital  aid  from  without  and  above 

himself." Harry's  head  drooped.  Sentence  was  pass- 
ed. The  steady  voice,  the  clear  tone,  the  calm 

eye  daunted  him  ;  but  the  devil  of  jealousy 
stirred.     "  You  love — " 

"  Stop  there  !"  said  Margaret,  with  a  warn- 
ing gesture  of  her  little  hand.  "  Do  not  make 

me  contemptuous.  You  know  what  you  would 
say  is  causeless  and  unjust ;  and  were  it  true, 
you  have  no  right  to  ask  such  a  question.  It 

wouhl  be  my  secret." 
He  bent  his  face  upon  his  hands  in  a  real  ag- 

ony. "  Oh. !  why  did  you  let  me  love  yon, 

Margaret?" The  words  came  almost  unconsciously  from 

his  bitten  lips.  Margaret's  eyes  were  calm  no 
more,  tears  dripped  from  the  long  lashes,  and 
she  laid  her  hand  lightly  upon  Harry's  head. 
Her  voice  trembled  as  she  spoke. 

"  Harry,  when  my  mother  Avas  ill  she  knew 
her  hour  was  near,  and  two  days  before  she 
died,  heart-wrung  to  leave  me,  she  gave  me 
such  advice  as  a  mother  gives  the  child  she 
leaves  alone  ;  and  in  an  anguish  for  my  peace 
she  warned  me  never  to  think  of  any  man  as  a 
possible  lover  till,  in  so  many  words,  he  should 
avoAV  himself ;  adding,  to  fasten  the  thought  in 
my  mind,  while  the  last  blush  of  womanly  feel- 



808 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

ing  burned  on  her  hollow  cheek,  that,  for  want 
of  following  that  advice,  she,  as  well  as  thou- 

sands of  others,  had  shipwrecked  her  own  heart. 
I  have  religiously  obeyed  her ;  though  in  your 
case  I  did  not  need  the  precept,  for  I  have  look- 

ed at  you  simply  as  a  relative  —  as  a  substitute 
for  the  brother  I  have  never  had — have  always 
longed  for." Harry  lifted  his  head  and  looked  at  her. 

"  But,  Margaret,  do  you  think  that  is  just  to 
men — to  let  them  go  so  far,  to  give  them  no 
sign  of  your  own  feeling  toward  them,  till  they 
are  hopelessly  committed  and  humiliated  ?" 

Margaret's  lip  curled.  ' '  If  any  man  feels  it 
a  humiliation  to  have  offered  a  woman  his  heart, 
and  have  her  just  and  honest  enough  to  refuse 
it,  because  she  can  not  give  love  for  love,  then 
that  man  is  not  worth  regret ;  he  does  not  mer- 

it his  name.  And  you  forget  that  it  is  always 
in  a  man's  power  to  define  and  fix  his  own  po- 

sition ;  he  can  ask.  But  what  can  that  woman 
do  who,  in  ignorance  and  simplicity,  believing 
a  man's  deeds,  gives  her  heart  and  soul  away 
with  pure  faith  and  fervor,  and  is  never  ratified 
in  her  choice  by  the  seal  of  a  man's  Avords  ? 
For  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  men  will  de- 

liberately and  consciously  lead  women  on  to  love 
them,  Avhom  they  have  not  the  least  idea  of  mar- 

rying." ' '  And  you  justify  a  woman  in  doing  what  you 
despise  in  men,  simply  because  a  man  can  short- 

en his  agony  by  a  deadly  blow,  and  a  woman 
must  endure  in  silence  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Margaret,  an  ironical  smile  lurk- 
ing about  her  lips  at  the  close  of  his  question, 

subsiding  as  she  spoke.  "  I  justify  neither  man 
nor  Avoman  in  flirting ;  but  I  believe  that  it  is 
safest  and  best  for  a  woman  to  treat  all  men 
alike,  and  with  a  frank  indifference,  until  they 
declare  themselves  lovers.  You  must  yourself 
do  me  the  justice  to  say  that  I  have  treated  ev- 

ery gentleman  who  has  visited  the  Beach  this 
summer  with  the  same  cordiality  and  sini])licity 
that  I  have  shown  you.  If  I  admitted  you  more 
to  my  society,  it  Avas  inevitable  ;  for  I  Avas  one 
of  your  family,  and  so  conducted  myself." 

Ilarry  Avinced  ;  the  serene  face  AA^as  fired  with 
truth  and  pride ;  those  soft  eyes  flashed  Avith 
haughty  and  level  rays.    He  said, 

"You  speak  candidly,  Margaret;  you  are 

right." And  she  Avent  on:  "As  for  giving  men  a 
'deadly  bloAV,'  as  you  say,  one  might  naturally 
ask  if  it  is  not  ahvays  more  merciful  to  kill  than 
to  cripple,  even  in  a  fair  fight.  But  I  am  not 
afraid  of  hurting  men.  One  of  them  —  one 
Avhose  authority  you  Avill  not  oppose — said  long 
ago,  that  '  Men  have  died  and  Avorms  have  eat- 

en them,  but  not  for  love.'  Nor  do  I  think  them 
more  fragile  sii^ce  Shakspeare's  day.  And  even 
if  it  Avere  common,  or  possible,  Avhat  respect  or 
esteem  could  one  have  for  a  man  so  Aveak  as  to 
die  of  a  disappointed  passion  ?  No  !  he  is  no 
man  to  marry,  no  man  to  regret,  Avho  dies  of 
loA-e  ;  it  is  scarce  endurable  in  the  frail  na- 

ture and  monomaniac  tendency  of  Avomen.  I 

speak  earnestly,  for  I  feel  it.  I  am  myself  cap- 
able  of  a  profounder  love  than  most  Avomen  ; 
but  could  I  forgive  myself  before  God  if  I  let 
fall  his  gift  of  life  because  love  left  it?  ISIor 
have  I  yet  known  the  man  Avorth  dying  for,  or 

living  for." Harry  Avas  enraged,  and  this  result  Margaret 
had  aimed  at  in  speaking  out  so  much  more  of 
her  heart  than  a  mere  refusal  required.  She 
kncAV  him  Avell  enough  fully  to  comprehend  the 
good  that  a  burst  of  genuine  indignation  Avould 
do  him,  dispersing  both  sulkiness  and  sentiment- 

ality like  the  clear  blast  after  a  storm.  And 
yet,  though  she  had  pulled  the  puppet-string, 
she  recoiled  into  a  momentary  sadness  at  the 
result.  It  offended  her  taste  and  grated  on  her 
feeling  that  Ilarry  should  rise  from  the  stone  at 
her  feet,  and,  Avith  an  air  of  insulted  dignity, 
AvithdraAV  himself,  saying  as  he  Avent, 

"If  that  is  your  opinion  of  men,  I  have  less 
to  regret  than  I  tliought  I  had." 

Margaret  sat  Avhere  he  left  her  a  long  time. 
The  sun  Avent  doAvn  into  the  sea,  and  paved  a 
glittering  higlnvay  across  Avhich  Avent  fluttering 
sails,  Aving  and  Aving,  like  storm-Aveary  moths, 
only  none  Avent  sunward ;  but  out  of  shadoAV 
into  shade.  Then  the  rays  ceased  to  gild  the 
sea,  but  all  the  dusky  clouds  above  flushed  Avith 
rose,  and  dappled  the  blue  sky,  and  tinted  the 
bluer  sea  Avith  delicate  reflections ;  and  deep  in 
ocean  and  in  air  the  cold  evening  star  heralded 
the  moon,  that  now  glided  full-orbed  from  the 
east,  and  gave  the  lovely  half  tints  of  the  Avest 
a  chill  and  dcAvy  aspect,  till  the  purple  of  pro- 

found night  enhanced  every  sparkling  constella- 
tion, and  the  earth  lay  in  pensive  stillness  from 

sea  to  shore. 
Through  all  the  changes  Margaret  mused, 

but  still  noticed  every  change  ;  and  years  after 
that  SAveet  autumn  night  returned  to  her,  as  if  in 
its  procession  it  had  been  foreboding  ;  at  length 
she  too  rose,  and  Avent  to  her  room,  scarcely  to 
sleep,  for  she  knew  that  she  had  hurt  a  dear 
heart,  and  she  could  not  easily  Avound  the  mean- 

est that  approached  her.  But  to  her  a  sense  of 
duty  Avas  ever  present,  and  deeply  as  she  felt 
for  Harry  the  inevitable  voice  Avithin  uttered, 
"  It  is  right;"  and  the  stern  echo  Avas  her  best sleep-song. 

Early  in  the  morning  Ilarry  left  for  the  city, 
and  Margaret  did  not  see  him  again  before  she 
took  her  own  departure  for  Maine. 

It  is  all  very  Avell  for  us  to  fancy  that  Ave 
manage  our  fellow-creatures,  and  Avith  a  certain 
self-satisfaction  regard  our  power  of  string-pull- 

ing. But  it  is  scarce  possible,  even  Avith  Avood- 
cn  puppets,  for  any  but  their  maker  to  so  fully 
understand  the  springs  that  no  unfoieseen  or 
evil  results  shall  arise  from  the  manipulation ; 
and  something  not  unlike  remorse  darkened 
INIargaret's  soul  Avhen,  three  months  after,  the 
papers  announced  to  her  the  marriage  of  Harry 
Stafford  and  Caroline  Wittenhart.  Though  it 
is  not  the  custom  to  announce  the  causes  of 
marriage,  as  it  is  of  death,  in  the  public  record 
—-possibly  because  the  happy  or  unhappy  cou- 
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pies  might  not  like  to  own  publicly  that  they 
were  bound  together  for  all  time  by  money,  or 
pride,  or  idleness,  or  opportunity,  or  any  other 
of  the  thousand  Cupids  that  jostle  the  real  ur- 

chin and  stcral  his  bow — yet  Mar^^aret  read,  in 
lines  invisible  to  others,  this  announcement  fol- 

lowing her  cousin's  name  :  "  Man-ied  of  pique." 
She  knew  Miss  Wittenhart — a  gay,  pretty,  silly 
girl,  given  to  dress  and  dancing.  Amiable,  be- 

cause nothing  ever  interfered  with  lier  will ; 
sentimental,  commonplace;  the  direct  opposite 
of  herself.  And  she  had  driven  Harry  to  this 
step.  Still  INIargaret  consoled  herself.  She 
had  done  what  seemed  right  at  the  time ;  and 
once  sure  of  that,  notliing  had  power  to  trouble 
her.  She  Avrote  a  letter  of  congratulation  to 
Harry,  which  his  wife  answered  in  a  pretty  and 
illegible  note  ;  and  there  for  the  present  their 
intercourse  ceased. 

Margaret  lived  alone  and  quiet  in  the  little 
village  where  her  parents  had  died.  The  cot- 

tage that  her  father  had  built,  the  moderate  prop- 
erty he  had  left,  were  more  than  enough  for 

her  fastidious  wants.  The  old  nurse  Avho  was 
her  housekeeper,  and  the  boy  who  completed  the 
establishment,  were  deeply  attached  to  their  mis- 

tress; and  all  the  poor  about  Milton  for  miles 
•welcomed  the  sight  of  Margaret's  gray  Canadi- 

an pony,  and  her  cheerful  face,  as  a  sure  relief 
from  loneliness  and  despondency,  as  well  as 
from  want.  So  she  lived  for  four  years ;  and 
if  in  that  time  any  thing  had  troubled  her  quiet 
she  gave  no  expression  to  it ;  and,  so  far  as  any 
of  her  friends  knew,  the  long  period  had  passed 
oventless. 

After  repeated  refusals  to  join  the  Staffords 
at  their  home,  though  they  had  many  times  flit- 

ted in  and  out  of  her  tiny  dwelling  on  brief  and 
gay  visits,  she  at  length  promised  to  spend  a 
winter  in  New  York  with  them ;  and,  establishing 
one  of  those  spinster  cousins  that  are  indispens- 

able to  life  over  her  domains,  one  bland  Novem- 
ber day  saw  her  safely  installed  in  the  cheerful 

house  of  her  guardian.  Possibly  the  sigh  tKat 
Margaret  breathed  when  the  warm  welcome  was 
over,  and  the  importunate  kisses  of  the  children 
put  an  end  to,  that  she  might  have  an  hour  of 
rest  before  dinner,  was  not  only  a  sigh  of  con- 

tent ;  possibly  in  that  hour  she  confessed  to  her- 
self that  there  are  sweeter  things  than  solitude. 

Yet  the  sigh  was  not  repeated,  and  the  serene 
composure  of  her  face  was  as  sweet  as  ever  when 
she  came  down. 

In  the  evening  Harry  came  in,  without  his 
wife.     He  was  undeniably  agitated  to  see  her 
again,  but  covered  it  with  a  certain  jocular  man-  I 
ncr,  as  unlike  his  usual  custom  as  possible.  Mar-  j 
garct  was  cordial  and  quiet;  but  through  that  ' 
long  evening  she  caught  her  cousin's  eyes  study-  j 
ing  her  face  like  a  picture,  and,  for  more  than  ■ 
one  reason,  she  was  embarrassed.     Changed  i 
indeed  she  seemed  to  Harry.    The  rounded  out- 1 
line  of  cheek  and  brow  had  gone,  and  the  shin-  I 
ing  bands  of  dark  hair  could  not  hide  the  angle 
at  her  tem])le,  or  its  drooping  braids  fill  out  the  [ 
wan  cheek.    Her  great  dark  blue  eyes  had  Igst  \ 

their  fire  and  frankness  ;  darker  they  were  than 
ever,  and  far  deeper;  unfathomable  shadow  filled 
them,  and  the  melancholy  lashes  that  shielded 
their  far-looking  gaze  drooped  upon  a  cheek  col- 

orless as  ever,  but  not  now  with  the  fair  trans- 
parency of  health  ;  and  her  mouth  showed  oth- 

er marks  of  some  still  suffering.  The  curved 
upper  lip  dominated  above  the  rosy  fullness  of 
the  under  more  than  nature  had  moulded  it,  or 
than  art  would  have  permitted — sure  hieroglypli 
of  needed  and  incessant  self-command  ;  and 
only  the  rare  smiles  that  curled  those  lips  re- 

stored their  native  beauty  of  childlike  sweetness. 
Nor  did  she  fail  to  remark  even  a  sadder  change 
in  Harry.  Careless,  even  slovenly,  in  his  dress, 
he  who  had  been  so  scrupulous,  so  finical  once  ; 
listless  in  movem.ent ;  evidently  lowered  in  mind, 
possibly  in  morals.  INIargaret  asked  herself  with 
dismay  if  this  could  be  the  gay  and  genial  boy 
she  had  known.  But  the  next  day  solved  her 
wonder,  when  his  wife  came  to  call  on  her,  be- 

dizened with  all  the  finery  bad  taste  and  money 
could  procure ;  draperied  in  laces  soiled  even 
beyond  the  legitimate  dirtiness  of  rare  lace,  and 
costumed  generally  in  a  way  only  to  be  attained 
by  a  vulgar  and  unintelligent  woman,  with  no 
home-love  to  refine  or  absorb  her  (for  there  were 
no  children  there,  and  the  pretense  of  affec- 

tion in  her  husband  was  long  dead),  and  no- 
thing to  do  but  to  adore  and  adorn  her  fading 

self ;  for  Caroline  Wittenhart's  beauty  had  been 
the  blonde  fragility  of  an  apple-blossom,  and  in 
the  pale  face,  unmeaning  expression,  and  small 
features  of  Mrs.  Staflfbrd,  beauty  of  a  subtler 
nature  than  tint  and  outline  found  no  place. 

Her  miserable  aspect  moved  Margaret's  heart ; 
she  saw  the  key  to  Harry's  change  at  once,  and 
in  the  generous  sympathy  of  her  quick  and  no- 

ble nature  she  resolved  to  use  all  her  strength 
to  remodel  this  unhappy  household,  to  infuse 
life  into  this  image  of  a  home.  And  to  do  this, 

her  first  step  was  to  gain  Caroline's  confidence. 
No  very  difficult  task ;  for  whatever  INIargaret 
had  lost  in  outward  beauty  or  in  vividness,  time 
had  but  deepened  her  attractive  power  ;  not  the 
fascination  of  manner  that  hides  a  subtle  char- 

acter, not  the  indiscriminate  use  of  means  to  a 
selfish  end — this  power  was  only  the  fervent  over- 

flowing of  a  true  and  deep  heart ;  the  sympa- 
thetic force  of  genius  deepened  and  softened  by 

a  diviner  principle,  a  love  that  "  liopeth  all 

things." So  it  came  about  that,  even  more  shortly  than 
Margaret  had  hoped,  she  found  a  way  into  Car- 

oline's trust  and  afiection,  and  gathered  a  direct 
influence  over  her,  almost  touching  in  its  abso- 

lute sway.  To  her  faithful  ear  Caroline  would, 
have  recounted  even  the  secretest  of  her  trou- 

bles, would  Margaret  have  listened.  But  for- 
tunately for  what  little  self-respect  remained  to 

Mrs.  Stafford,  her  cousin  was  one  of  those  rare 
natures  who  know  how  to  reverence  the  individ- 

uality of  another  soul,  and  protect  it  even  against 
its  own  indiscretion  and  impulsiveness.  Only 
from  half-framed  sentences  that  she  herself  cur- 

tailed— from  minute  observations  and  careless 
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allusions — did  ]Maigaret  gather  a  painful  knowl-  | 
edge  of  the  little  love  that  was  wasted  between  | 
Harry  and  his  wife.   And  even  in  such  measure,  j 
little  by  little,  with  the  most  delicate  tact  and  j 
the  purest  sympathy,  drawing  out  whatever  was 
good  and  lovely  in  Caroline,  shielding  whatever 
was  wrong  and  false  in  Harry,  did  she  try  to 
shed  peace  where  there  was  discord,  and  beguile 
affection  out  of  distaste. 

But  this  success  was  slow.  If,  at  first,  it 
pleased  Mr.  Stafford  to  see  his  cousin  with  his 
wife,  and  awoke  in  him  a  feeble  glimmer  of 
hope  from  such  companionship,  the  contrast  be- 
tAveen  their  two  characters  forced  itself  upon  him 
from  day  to  day  with  annoying  obtrusiveness. 
If  they  walked  together,  Caroline's  ill-chosen 
dress  and  awkward  gait,  her  thousand  deficien- 

cies in  air  and  manner,  brought  into  strong  re- 
lief the  quiet  elegance  of  Margaret's  attire,  her 

graceful  motion,  her  thoroughly  well-bred  as- 
pect. At  the  breakfast  table  the  loose  golden 

curls  and  careless  coiffure,  as  well  as  the  taw- 
dry robe  and  soiled  laces  of  one  lady,  op- 

posed the  glossy  braids  and  trim  plain  dress  of 
the  other  unpleasantly  enough ;  and  even  the 
shrill  and  vulgar  tones  of  Mrs.  Stafford  seemed 
more  sharp  than  ever  responding  to  the  vibrat- 

ing contralto  voice  that  was  one  of  Margaret's charms. 
But  the  winter  wore  on,  and,  by  dint  of  both 

advice  and  supervit^ion,  Margaret  had  brought 
her  cousin's  wife  nearer  her  own  sphere — at 
least,  outwardly.  Something  like  neatness  and 
fitness  displaced  her  usual  finery  ;  her  assiduous 
efforts  to  i^lease  him  softened  Harry's  heart,  and 
a  certain  remorseful  sense  of  shame,  as  well  as 
a  keen  pleasure,  visited  him  when,  one  day  in 
April,  returning  from  the  very  brink  of  death 
with  her  treasure,  Caroline's  first  whispered 
word  Avas,  "  Please  to  call  my  baby  Margaret  ?" 

And  the  godmother  went  her  way  home  al- 
most satisfied  with  a  winter  in  New  York — more 

than  satisfied  with  the  brief  lines  of  a  note  that 
followed  lier  homeward,  running  thus  : 

"  Margaret,  the  angels  in  heaven  rejoice  over  a  repent- 
ing sinner.  You,  who  are  an  angel  on  earth,  can  not  do 

less  for  me  ?  IIaeky  Statfokd." 

A  great  many  times  Margaret's  life  had  ap- 
palled her,  both  with  past  and  future  ;  but  only 

they  who  have  seen  their  well-beloved  sitting 
clothed  and  in  their  right  mind  at  the  feet  of 
God  know  what  a  thrill  of  self-forgetful  rapture 
illuminated  her  whole  soul  now. 

Transient  splendor ;  though  enduring  peace. 
Six  weeks  after,  she  was  recalled  to  the  city  at 
Caroline  Stafford's  wish.  Recalled  too  late ;  for 
the  fair,  wan  face  was  death-stiffened  and  the 
weak  heart  still  when  Margaret  reached  her ; 
and  another  motherless  Margaret  wailed  in  the 
nursery,  unconscious  of  its  loss. 

Exhausted  wdth  w^atching  and  grief,  for  the 
new  love  had  deepened  till  he  mourned  truly 
for  his  wife,  Harry  Stafford  was  ordered  abroad; 
and  the  same  hour  that  the  shores  of  home 
slowly  dropped  under  the  horizon  from  his  list- 

less gaze  saw  IMargaret,  with  her  little  name- 

I  sake  and  its  nurse,  safely  deposited  in  their 
I  Maine  home ;  for  Caroline's  last  words  had  been 
j  a  bequest  of  her  child  to  her  cousin, 
j     Two  years  went  fast  away.    With  her  new 
care  INIargaret  found  no  need  to  hurry  the  days 
by.    If  ever  in  her  roimd  of  active  benevolence 
and  industry  she  had  been  lonely,  that  solitary 
bitterness  was  gone;   and  scarce  any  mother 
holds  her  child  dearer  than  she  held  the  little 
orphan  that  knew  no  other  mother. 

Two  years  went,  and  Harry  Stafford  return- 
ed. Strengthened  in  health,  sobered  by  a  quiet 

grief,  with  a  character  that  higher  principles, 
tested  and  found  constant,  had  deepened  and 
refined,  he  was  altogether  a  nobler  man  than 
the  Harry  ̂ largaret  had  known.  His  first  aim, 
of  course,  Avas  the  cottage  at  Milton.  His  child 
and  his  cousin  were  almost  all  that  made  home- 

coming dear. 
Almost  useless  seems  the  obvious  result  of  all 

this.  What  sweet  blue  eyes,  that  have  so  far 
endured  these  pages,  do  not  noAv  begin  to  gleam 
Avith  a  lurking  smile  ? 

"And  she  married  him  ?  Did  she  ?" 
Certain  it  is  that  Harry  asked  her ;  that  the 

old  love  returned  upon  him  with  irresistible 
force ;  that  once  again,  sitting  in  the  door  at 
sunset,  he  asked  her  to  find  her  home  Avith  him, 
to  return  his  deep  affection.  And  Margaret answered, 

"Harry,  I  can  not." 
' '  Can  not  love  me,  Margaret  ?" 
"No;  not  as  you  ought  to  be  loA'cd,  Harry. 

I  am  too  old  for  romance ;  and  ca  en  Avere  it  to 
return  to  me  as  dreams  do  sometimes  return,  I 
hope,  I  think,  I  should  resist  it.    I  should  not 
be  as  happy,  Avere  I  married,  as  I  am  nOAV." "Why?" 

"  Por  many  and  many  a  reason.  In  the  first 
place,  I  am  both  sensitive  and  independent. 
Ask  yourself  if  those  traits  are  likely  to  make 
me  a  happy  or  submissive  wife.  The  thousand 
harsh  Avords,  reproving  looks,  recriminations, 
and  petty  irritations,  that  form  the  staple  of 
much  domestic  society,  Avould  either  kill  or  craze 
me.  Peace  is  my  element  and  delight.  I  could 
not  fling  it  aAvay  in  my  sober  senses.  And  even 
if  they  Avere  to  leaA-e  me,  memory  is  sure.  I 
could  trust  my  reason,  after  so  many  years  of 

trial,  to  be  potent  even  against  passion." 
"But,  Margaret,  all  marriage  is  not  Avithout 

peace  and  happiness.  I  grant  that  there  is 
much  to  regret  in  many  marriages  ;  but  you 
must  OAvn  there  are  some  that  are  better  than 

solitude — even  a  solitude  like  yours." 
"Perhaps — yes — I  believe  there  are.  But  I 

dare  not  risk  it." 
"I  thought  you  more  unselfish  than  that," 

said  Harry,  after  a  little  pause,  Avith  a  sigh. 
"I  thought  you  Avere  one  of  those  women  Avho 
could  lay  aside  your  own  personal  enjoyment 
for  the  higher  blessedness  of  making  others 

happy." INlargaret's  color  deepened  sloAvly ;  not  with 
blushes,  but  with  the  stir  of  a  n^AV  idea.  She 
looked  at  him  gravely. 
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"That  is  a  new  aspect  of  the  matter,  Harry," 
said  siic.  "I  have  not,  indeed,  set  it  in  that 
lif^ht  before.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  have  not 
thou;;ht  of  any  one's  jiersonality  in  the  matter 
but  my  own.  It  never  seems  to  me  as  if  a  man 
could  suffer  from  losing  love.  I  have  thought 
it  was  a  woman's  prerogative." 

Now  Harry  colored.  But  the  blush  did  not 
speak  itself ;  he  only  resumed  his  plea — 

"  Think  of  me,  tlien,  in  that  light,  Margaret? 
Let  me  wait  in  some  glimmer  of  hope  ?" 

"No,"  said  she,  earnestly;  "do  not  hope. 
I  do  not  love  you,  Harry,  except  as  a  dear 
friend.  And  without  love  marriage  is  worse 
than  mockery.    It  is  sin." 

"But,  Margaret,  love  might  come.  Such 
things  have  been.    It  is  an  old,  old  story." 

"  ̂ uch  things  have  been,  I  know — might  have been  with  me.  There  are  men,  I  believe, 
though  I  have  not  known  them,  with  whom 
years  of  the  calmest  friendship  might  gradually 
ripen  into  the  noblest  love — ^a  love  compounded 
of  trust,  respect,  admiration,  and  passion  ;  such 
love  as  the  world  rarely  sees — such  as  puts  to 
shame  the  wild  abandonment  of  girlisli  love  that 
throws  itself  blindly  on  an  object  that  reason 
and  reflection  alike  despise.  But,  Harry,  I  have 
known  you  long  enough  to  know  that  I  could 
never  feel  so  for  you.  It  is  not  your  fault 
nor  mine ;  it  is  some  vital  point  of  character 
that  abounds  or  lacks  in  one  or  the  other  of  us. 
I  respect  you  honestly ;  and  if  I  were  obliged  to 
choose,  I  would  infinitely  rather  marry  a  man  I 
respected  and  did  not  love  than  one  whom  I 
loved  and  did  not  respect.  That  is,  I  think  my 
chance  of  happiness  would  be  far  greater." 

"But,  Margaret,  your  observation  of  married 
life  must  have  been  one-sided.  Who  else  thinks 

of  it  as  you  do?" 
"Hundreds  of  the  married  themselves.  I 

have  never  had  but  one  married  w^oman  among 
all  my  acquaintance  advise  me  to  tempt  a  like 
fate.  Scores  have  said  to  me,  '  Margaret,  never 

marry.' " 
"  Traitors  !"  said  Harry. 
Margaret  laughed. 
"That  is  true;  and  I  did  not  respect  them 

at  first,  till  I  remembered  that  a  woman's  best 
relief  is  often  in  speech  ;  that  we  say  a  thousand 
things  about  ourselves  and  our  affairs,  merely 
for  the  relief  of  expression,  that  we  could  kill 
another  for  saying  of  us.  And  as  all  the  observ- 

ation I  had  seconded  the  advice  I  received,  I 
did  not  blame  my  advisers  after  all.  I  held 
out  for  them  the  largest  charity." 

"Your  Charity  is  a  poniard  ;  I  should  have 
christened  it  Contempt!  Besides,  what  good 
could  any  legions  of  opinions  do  when  you  see 
that  it  is  only  opinion  ?  Why — if  your  reason- 

ing and  that  of  your  friends  is  correct — why  is 
it  that  day  after  day,  and  year  after  year,  in  a 
thousand  eases  that,  even  to  the  eye  of  an  un- 

prejudiced spectator,  seem  at  least  hazardous, 
do  women  get  married  ?  If  these  ideas  of  yours 
were  prevalent  or  true,  who  would  marry? 
What  woman  would  tempt  such  a  fate  ?" 

"That  is  no urgumcnt.  Women  marry,  and 
will  nmrry  till  the  world's  end  because  they  are 
in  love  ;  and  it  is  a  fundamental  principle  in 
the  education  of  every  girl — her  outride  educa- 

tion, I  mean,  from  books  and  society — that,  if 
one  is  in  love  with  a  man,  one  must  marry  him, 
whether  or  no,  thougli  he  should  be  a  drunk- 

ard, or  a  gambler,  a  man  without  honor,  or 
honesty,  or  religion.  Though  every  law  of  God 
and  nature  warn  her  of  a  fatal  result  to  herself 
and  her  future,  yet  this  cajirice  of  passion,  this 
irrational  impulse,  is  to  supersede  all  law  and 
all  right.  To  be  in  love  excuses  and  gilds  folly, 
and  sin,  and  crime  I  Never  will  women  have 
their  true  place  in  life,  never  will  any  social 
regeneration  find  a  possibility  of  dawn  upon 
earth,  till  girls  arc  taught  by  both  precept  and 
example  that  passion  is  not  an  ultimate  reason  ; 
that  if  there  is  a  good  reason  for  refusing  to 
many  any  man,  though  it  should  be  merely 
such  unfitness  of  character  as  forebodes  turmoil 
in  any  relation,  then  this  love  is  to  be  set  brave- 

ly aside ;  this  sellish  emotion  is  to  stand  by 
and  give  place  to  right,  to  duty,  to  the  good  of 
others,  though  that  good  be  but  a  contingent." 

"You  speak  well,"  said  Harry,  bitterly. 
"  '  He  jests  at  scars  that  never  felt  a  wound.' 

Had  you  ever  loved,  had  that  granite  nature  of 
yours  ever  throbbed  with  a  real  passion,  you 
would  not  talk  so  calmly  of  its  suppression ; 
you  would  have  compassion  on  a  vital  force 
that  exceeds  even  duty  sometimes!" 

Margaret  shuddered,  and  was  still.  Harry 
turned  and  looked  at  her.  Every  line  of  the 
expressive  face  was  rigid,  and  paler  than  tlie 
lily  in  her  hair ;  her  deep  eyes  were  filled  with 
passionate  gloom  ;  she  cringed  and  trembled  in 
the  grasp  of  a  relentless  memory.  And  tliougli 
she  would  have  spoken,  her  white  quivering 
lips  refused  to  frame  any  word  ;  and  the  strug- 

gling accent  choked  and  panted  in  her  beautiful throat. 

"JMargaret!"  exclaimed  lie,  ignorant  what 
to  do  or  to  say. 

She  reached  past  him,  and  pointed  to  a  frcsli 
blown  rose  blooming  beside  the  door ;  instinct- 

ively he  stooped  forward  and  pulled  it  from  the 
stem.  As  her  fingers  received  it,  their  marble 
touch  chilled  his  own  through  and  through. 
Hastily  stripping  the  rose-petals  she  filled  lier 
mouth  with  them,  as  by  a  potent  act  of  will. 
The  strong  effort  of  deglutition,  the  moistening 
of  her  parched  tongue  with  their  dewy  coolness, 
perhaps  the  delicate  sedative  of  their  perfume, 
to  Avhich  her  peculiar  organization  was  strange- 

ly sensitive,  all  these  restored  her  shaken  self- 
control.  She  spoke,  and  si)oke  calmly  ;  iliough 
her  voice  vibrated  like  the  jarred  chord  of  a 
harp,  and  her  eyes  retained  their  indefinable 
expression  of  pride  and  gloomy  anguish. 

"  I  should  have  no  right  to  speak  of  a  possi- 
bility I  liad  not  tested,"  said  she,  coldly.  "Look 

at  me,  Harry  Stafford !  Do  you  find  no  other 
handwriting  than  Time's  on  my  face  ?  Did  you 
discern  no  strange  footprints  there  when  you 
met  me  after  years  of  separation,  and  iuvesti- 
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gated  me  so  thoroughly,  that  winter  in  New 
York  ?  I  do  not  speak  from  the  spectators,  I 
have  been  in  the  arena.  I  liave  looked  death 
in  the  face ;  but,  I  thank  God  who  helped  me, 
I  saved  my  soul  alive  !  Looking  back  to-day 
on  the  shadow  of  Hell  where  I  wrestled,  I  thank 
Him  with  the  deepest  fervency  that  I  was  not 
left  to  the  desolations  of  passion;  that  I  had 
power  to  refuse  the  evil,  though  it  was  angelic- 

ally arrayed  ;  that  I  possess  my  soul  in  peace, 
when  I  might  have  been  in  torment." 

Harry  was  silent ;  he  could  not  speak.  Her 
words  lilled  him  with  regret  and  a  certain  awe. 
It  is  so  rare  in  life  that  one  discovers  genuine 
results  of  the  ascendency  of  principle  over  self- 
pleasing — so  "few  there  be  that  walk  therein" — 
that  one  living  martyr  strikes  us  with  a  reverent 
astonishment  denied  to  the  chronicled  feats  of 
fifty  traditional  ones. 

"But  Margaret,"  resumed  he,  presently,  "if 
you  gain  something,  do  you  not  lose  more  ? 
Care,  protection,  position  ;  the  thousand  sweet- 

nesses of  children's  love  ;  of  a  home  and  a  fam- 
ily— do  you  despise  all  these  ?" 
"No,  no,"  she  answered,  a  mournful  echo 

tinging  her  tones;  "but  as  there  is  no  gain 
without  a  loss,  so  there  is  no  loss  without  a  gain  ; 
and  the  question  is  for  me  which  gain  is  the 
purest  and  greatest.  Besides,  reflect  that  I  have 
loved  once.  Women  of  my  kind  love  no  more. 
When  the  fountain  dries  no  tributary  rills  can 
simulate  a  river-source  ;  and  without  love,  as  1 
said  before,  neither  you  nor  I  could  hold  it  less 
than  sin  to  marry.  I  have^  indeed,  lost  that 
which  is  the  life  of  most  Avomen ;  but  I  am  pe- 

culiarly fitted  to  live  alone.  I  have  resources 
in  myself,  in  my  education,  and  my  pursuits, 
that  are  sovereign  remedies  against  solitude. 
Nor  am  I  without  affec'tion.  Children  love  me, 
and  cling  to  me ;  the  poor  around  here  are  m}' 
dear  and  faithful  friends ;  and  friends  among 
the  higher  in  station  count  themselves  mine. 
I  believe  God  has  given  me,  as  a  compensation 
for  my  solitary  home,  an  unusual  power  of  at- 

tracting love  ;  and  I  am  not  only  content  but 
happy.  I  have  neither  censure  nor  petulance 
to  dread  when  I  wake  in  the  morning.  I  do 
not  need  to  seek  sleep  as  a  refuge  from  coldness 
and  unkindness.  I  am  not  fettered  by  the  idle 
conventional  scruples  that  are  potent  Avith  all 
men.  My  schemes  and  theories  do  not  wither 
in  the  practical  sneers  of  a  lord  and  master.  I 
lower  to  no  man's  level  day  by  day.  I  feel  my 
heart  enlarge  and  my  mind  expand  in  compan- 
ions'^iip  with  all  that  is  noblest  and  best.  I  am not  defiled  with  the  touch  of  political  squabbles, 
or  stung  with  theological  disputations.  I  am 
the  slave  of  no  man's  caprices  ;  the  lawful  butt 
of  no  man's  ridicule  or  anger.  I  dare  be  as  en- 

thusiastic, as  generous,  and  as  peculiar  as  my 
nature  and  my  circumstances  permit ;  conscious 
only  of  responsibility  to  God.  And  this  con- 

sciousness alone  consoles  me  for  all  you  think 
I  lose.  It  is  true  I  am  far  from  recommending 
my  position  universally.  I  believe  there  are 
many  women  who  can  not  live  alone.   I  believe 

!  the  majority  are  in  that  case.  You  see  types of  them  all  about  us.  Look  at  Katrina  Van 
Vleck.  Handsome,  industrious,  silly,  vain,  and 
amiable,  what  would  she  have  been  unmarried? 
Her  beauty  gone,  her  temper  soured,  her  mind 
of  its  own  tendencies  growing  less  and  less. 
But  marriage  saved  her ;  if  Mr.  Brooks  scolds 
or  swears,  she  is  equally  unconcerned.  Her 
rosy  children,  her  splendid  establishment,,  are 
enough  to  satisfy  her.  And  thousands  of  her 
type  find  other  like  satisfiictions  to  satisfy  them 
with  their  lot.  Indeed  I  believe  there  are  some 
ideal  marriages  also ;  some  that  offer  the  high- 

est phase  of  which  life  is  capable ;  and  I  know 
that  in  losing  that  highest  phase  I  lose  the  great- 

est blessing  of  a  woman's  nature :  the  sweetness 
of  entire  dependence  and  absolute  trust;  the 
strength  of  unshaken  affection;  the  support  of 
a  higher  nature  ;  the  rest  of  a  more  stable 
character  ;  the  exalting  influence  and  aid  of  a 
lofty  and  noble  intellect ;  the  power  to  serve 
with  every  capacity  of  existence  one  human  soul 
infinitely  dearer  to  me  than  my  own  :  the  op- 

portunity to  labor,  to  suffer,  to  endure  for  that 
soul's  good  or  pleasure  ;  the  consciousness  that 
I  can  never  be  alone,  in  life  or  death  ;  that  ten- 

der hands  will  guide  and  guard  me  ;  that  chil- 
dren's voices  will  call  me  blessed  ;  that  I  shall 

be  loved  on  earth  with  the  deepest  devotion 
earth  can  offer,  and  waited  for  on  the  shores  of 
heaven !  Do  you  think  I  can  be  a  woman  and 
be  ignorant  or  unregretful  of  all  this  ?  But  hope 
of  or  capacity  for  such  a  marriage  is  lost  to  me  ; 
and  I  make  my  best  of  that  which  remains  for 
thousands  besides  as  lonely  as  I.  For  their 
sakes  also  I  rejoice  to  offer  in  my  life  a  vivid 
proof  that  it  is  not  the  sole  end  of  a  woman's 
existence  to  marry ;  that  a  single  life  is  not 
necessarily  lonely  or  miserable.  Nay,  that  it 
may  be  far  happier,  far  more  useful,  than  many 

marriages  are." "  Excellently  argued,"  said  Hariy;  "and  it 
may  console  you,  Margaret.  But  what  is  to 

become  of  me  ?" 
Margaret  sighed  to  herself,  but  smiled  at 

him. 

"  Marry  somebody  else,  Harry !" 
The  garden  gate  slammed  behind  him — he 

was  gone.  Margaret  could  prophesy,  without 
doubt.  In  another  year  Harry  Stafibrd  proved 
it.  The  curls  and  smiles  of  a  Carolinian  widow 
broke  down  all  his  defenses.  He  was  again  a 
married  man  ;  and,  having  a  retaliative  wife, 
let  us  hope  that  neither  party  suffered  passive- 

ly (if  either  suffered  at  all)  from  their  matri- monial tournaments. 
Tiie  child  of  Caroline  Wittenhart  he  never 

reclaimed  from  Margaret's  care.  She  lived 
and  grew  up  under  that  peaceful  roof  in  Maine 
—even  was  married  there,  incredulous  reader ! 
with  the  consent  and  encouragement  of  her 
spinster  coucin  ;  and  bids  fair  to  have  made  one 
among  the  rare,  almost  ideal  successes  of  such 
experiments. 

And  Margaret  still  lives.  Scarcely  has  old 
age,  save  with  pallid  kisses,  invaded  the  serene 
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snd  spiritual  beauty  of  her  face,  llcr  soft  hair 
is  as  silken  in  its  silver  as  its  chestnut  ever 
shone.  Her  eyes  retain  their  depth  of  tint  and 
expression,  and  their  caj)acity  for  tears ;  but 
there  is  no  gloom  now  in  those  clear  and  lus- 

trous orbits.  Her  life  has  been  a  living  sacri- 
fice ;  her  death  will  be  a  wide  bereavement. 

Every  where  she  is  known  hearts  silently  call 
her  blessed.  Loving  and  loved,  full  of  good 
works  and  tender  thoughts,  the  impersonation 
of  charity  in  its  highest  sense,  never  had  any 

soul  a  truer  or  a  Injttcr  friend  than  she.  J\  ev- 
er had  any  child  a  fonder  mother  than  Marga- 
ret Wittenhart  Stafford  found  in  the  old  maid. 

Now,  at  least,  the  words  of  Kaleigh  cease  to  be 
true  of  the  lay  sister ;  for  there  is  Imt  one  gate 
to  her  heart,  ''wherein  enter  her  charitable 
tlioughts  and  divine  contemplations  ;"  and  the 
nun  yet  lives  outside  the  cloister  to 

"  Sliow  us  how  divine  a  thing 
A  woman  may  be  made" 

— even  a  single  woman  ! 

CHAPTER  XLV. 

IN  WHICH  HARRY  FI>-DS  TWO  UNCLES. 

¥E  have  all  of  us,  no  doubt,  had  a  fine  ex- 
perience of  the  world,  and  a  vast  variety 

of  characters  have  passed  under  our  eyes ;  but 
YoL.  XYIL— No.  102 — 3F 

there  is  one  sort  of  men — not  an  uncommon 
object  of  satire  in  novels  and  plays — of  whom  I 
confess  to  have  met  with  scarce  any  specimens 
at  all  in  my  intercourse  with  this  sinful  man- 

kind. I  mean,  mere  religious  hypocrites,  preach- 
ing forever,  and  not  believing  a  word  of  their 
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own  sermons ;  infidels  in  broad  brims  and 
sables,  expounding,  exhorting,  comminating, 
blessing,  -svithout  any  faith  in  their  own  para- 

dise, or  fear  about  their  pandemonium.  Look 
at  those  candid  troops  of  hobnails  clumping  to 
church  on  a  Sunday  evening  ;  those  rustling 
maid-servants  in  their  ribbons  whom  the  young 
apprentices  follow ;  those  little  regiments  of 
school-boys ;  those  trim  young  maidens,  and 
staid  matrons,  marching  with  their  glistening 
prayer-books,  as  the  chapel  bell  chinks  yonder 
(passing  Ebenezer,  very  likely,  where  the  con- 

gregation of  umbrellas,  great  bonnets,  and  pat- 
tens, is  by  this  time  assembled  under  the  flaring 

gas-lamps).  Look  at  those  !  Hov/  many  of 
them  are  hypocrites,  think  you  ?  Very  likely 
the  maid-servant  is  thinking  of  her  sweet-heart : 
the  grocer  is  casting  about  how  he  can  buy  that 
parcel  of  sugar,  and  whether  the  County  Bank 
will  take  any  more  of  his  paper:  the  head- 
school-boy  is  conning  Latin  verses  for  Monday's 
exercise  :  the  young  scape-grace  remembers  that 
after  this  service  and  sermon  there  will  be 

papa's  exposition  at  home,  but  that  there  will 
be  pie  for  supper :  the  clerk  who  calls  out  the 
psalm  has  his  daughter  in  trouble,  and  drones 
through  his  responses  scarcely  aware  of  their 
meaning :  the  very  moment  the  parson  hides 
his  face  on  his  cushion  he  may  be  thinking  of 
that  bill  which  is  coming  due  on  Monday. 
These  people  are  not  heavenly-minded ;  they 
are  of  the  world,  worldly,  and  have  not  yet  got 
their  feet  off  of  it ;  but  they  are  not  hypocrites, 
look  you.  Folks  have  their  religion  in  some 
handy  mental  lock-up,  as  it  were — a  valuable 
medicine,  to  be  taken  in  ill-health  ;  and  a  man 
administers  his  nostrum  to  his  neighbor,  and 
recommends  his  private  cure  for  the  other's  com- 

plaint. "My  dear  madam,  you  have  spasms? 
You  will  find  these  drops  infallible!"  "You 
have  been  taking  too  much  wine,  my  good  Sir? 

I  By  this  pill  you  may  defy  any  evil  consequences 
'  from  too  much  wine,  and  take  your  bottle  of 
port  daily."     Of  spiritual  and  bodily  physic 

'  who  are  more  fond  and  eager  dispensers  than 
'[  Avomen  ?    And  we  know  that,  especially  a  hun- 

dred years  ago,  every  lady  in  the  country  had 
her  still-room,  and  her  medicine-chest,  her  pills, 

;  powders,  potions,  for  all  the  village  round. 
I     My  Lady  Warrington  took  charge  of  the  con- 

sciences and  the  digestions  of  her  husband's 
tenants  and  family.    She  had  the  faith  and 
health  of  the  servants'-hall  in  keeping.  Heaven can  tell  whether  she  knew  how  to  doctor  them 

rightly  ;  but,  was  it  pill  or  doctrine,  she  ad- 
ministered one  or  the  other  with  equal  belief 

in  her  own  authority,  and  her  disciples  swal- 
lowed both  obediently.    She  believed  herself 

to  be  one  of  the  most  virtuous,  self-denying, 
wise,  learned  women  in  the  world ;  and,  din- 

ning this  opinion  perpetually  into  the  ears  of 
all  round  about  her,  succeeded  in  bringing  not 
a  few  persons  to  join  in  her  persuasion. 

At  Sir  Miles's  dinner  there  was  so  fine  a  side- 
j  board  of  plate,  and  such  a  number  of  men  in 
'  livery,  that  it  required  some  presence  of  mind 
I  to  perceive  that  the  beer  was  of  the  smallest 
I  which  the  butler  brought  round  in  the  splendid 
!  tankard,  and  that  there  was  but  one  joint  of 
'  mutton  on  the  grand  silver  dish.  When  Sir 

I  ]Miles  called  the  King's  health,  and  smacked ,  his  jolly  lips  over  his  Anne,  he  eyed  it  and  the 
'  company  as  if  the  liquor  was  ambrosia.  He 
i  asked  Hany  Warrington  whether  they  had  port 
like  that  in  Virginia  ?  He  said  that  was  no- 

thing to  the  wine  Harry  should  taste  in  Norfolk. 
He  praised  the  wine  so,  that  Harry  almost  be- 

j  lieved  that  it  was  good,  and  winked  into  his 
^  own  glass,  tr)-ing  to  see  some  of  the  merits 
'  which  his  uncle  perceived  in  the  ruby  nectar. 

Just  as  we  see  in  manv  a  well-reaulated  fam- 
ily of  this  present  century,  the  Warrington s  had 

I  their  two  paragons.    Of  the  two  grown  daugh- 
;  ters,  the  one  was  the  greatest  beauty,  the  other 
'  the  greatest  genius  and  angel  of  any  young 
lady  then  alive,  as  Lady  Warrington  told  Har- 
1  rv' .    The  eldest,  the  Beauty,  was  engaged  to 
I  dear  Tom  Clajrpool,  the  fond  mother  informed 
,  her  Cousin  Harry  in  confidence.     But  the 
;  second  daughter,  the  Genius  and  Angel  was 
1  forever  set  upon  our  young  friend  to  improve 
I  his  wits  and  morals.    She  sang  to  him  at  the 
harpsichord — rather  out  of  tune  for  an  angel, 
Harry  thought ;  she  was  ready  with  advice,  in- 

struction, conversation — with  almost  too  much 
instruction  and  advice,   thought  HaiTy,  who 

^  would  have  far  preferred  the  society  of  the  lit- 
tle cousin  who  reminded  him  of  Fanny  ̂ Nlount- 

ain  at  honie.    But  the  last-mentioned  young 
maiden,  after  dinner  retired  to  her  nursery  com- 

monly.   Beauty  went  off  on  her  own  avocations : 
^Nlamma  had  to  attend  to  her  poor  or  write  her 
voluminous  letters  ;  Papa  dozed  in  his  arm- 

chair ;  and  the  Genius  remained  to  keep  her 
young  cousin  company. 

; '  The  calm  of  the  house  somehow  pleased  the 
'  voung  man.  and  he  liked  to  take  refuge  there 
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away  from  the  riot  and  dissipation  in  which  he  , 
ordinarily  lived.  Certainly  no  welcome  could  j 
be  kinder  than  that  which  he  pot.  The  doors  . 
were  opened  to  liim  at  all  hours.  If  Flora  was  j 
not  at  home,  Dora  was  ready  to  receive  him. 

Ere  many  days'  acquaintance,  he  and  his  little  j 
Cousin  JNliles  had  been  to  have  a  galloi)ing-  j 
match  in  the  Park,  and  Hany,  who  was  kind  | 
and  generous  to  every  man  alive  who  came  near  [ 
him,  had  in  view  the  purchase  of  a  little  horse  ' 
Ibr  his  cousin,  far  better  than  that  which  the  boy  ' 
rode,  when  the  circumstances  occurred  which  j 
brought  all  our  poor  Harry's  coaches  and  horses 
to  a  sudden  break-down.  | 

Though  Sir  Miles  Warrington  had  imagined 
Virginia  to  be  an  island,  the  ladies  were  much 
better  instructed  in  geography,  and  anxious  to 
hear  from  Hany  all  about  his  home  and  his 
native  country.  He,  on  his  part,  was  not  averse 
to  talk  about  it.  He  described  to  them  the 
length  and  breadth  of  his  estate  ;  the  rivers 
which  it  coasted ;  the  produce  which  it  bore. 
He  had  had  with  a  friend  a  little  practice  of 
surveying  in  his  boyhood.  He  made  a  map  of 
his  county,  with  some  fine  towns  here  and  there, 
which,  in  truth,  were  but  log-huts  (but,  for  the 
honor  of  his  country,  he  was  desirous  that  they 
should  wear  as  handsome  a  look  as  possible). 
Here  was  Potomac  ;  here  was  James  liiver ; 
here  were  the  wharves  whence  his  mother's 
ships  and  tobacco  were  brought  to  the  sea.  In 
truth,  the  estate  was  as  large  as  a  county.  He 
did  not  brag  about  the  place  overmuch.  To  see 
the  handsome  young  fellow,  in  a  fine  suit  of  vel- 

vet and  silver-lace,  making  his  draught,  point- 
ing out  this  hill  and  that  forest  or  town,  you 

might  have  imagined  him  a  traveling  prince  de- 
scribing the  realms  of  the  queen  his  mother. 

He  almost  fancied  himself  to  be  so  at  times. 
He  had  miles  where  gentlemen  in  England  had 
acres.  Not  only  Dora  listened,  but  the  beau- 

teous Flora  bowed  her  fair  head  and  heard  him 
with  attention.  Why,  what  was  young  Tom 
Claypool,  their  brother  baronet's  son  in  Nor- 

folk, witli  his  great  boots,  his  great  voice,  and 
his  heirdom  to  a  poor  five  thousand  acres,  com- 

pared to  this  young  American  prince  and  charm- 
ing stranger  ?  Angel  as  she  was,  Dora  began  to 

lose  her  angelic  temper  and  to  twit  Flora  for  a 
flirt.  Claypool,  in  his  red  waistcoat,  would  sit 
dumb  before  the  splendid  Harry  in  his  ruffles 
and  laces,  talking  of  March  and  Chesterfield, 
Selwyn  and  Bolingbroke,  and  the  whole  com- 

pany of  Macaronis.  Mamma  began  to  love 
Harry  more  and  more  as  a  son.  She  was  anx- 

ious about  the  spiritual  welfare  of  those  poor 
Indians,  of  those  poor  negroes  in  Virginia. 
What  could  she  do  to  help  dear  Madam  Es- 

mond (a  precious  woman,  she  knew!)  in  the 
good  work  ?  She  had  a  serious  butler  and 
housekeeper :  they  were  delighted  with  the 
spiritual  behavior  and  sweet  musical  gifts  of 
Gumbo. 

"Ah!  Harry,  Harry!  you  have  been  a  ̂ ad 
wild  boy !  Why  did  you  not  come  sooner  to 
us,  Sir,  and  not  lose  your  time  among  the  spend- 

thrifts and  the  vain  world  ?  But  'tis  not  yet 
too  late.  We  must  reclaim  thee,  dear  Hany! 
Mustn't  we,  Sir  ̂ liles  ?  Mustn't  we,  Dora  ? 
]\Iustn't  we,  Flora  ?" 

The  three  ladies  all  look  up  to  the  ceiling. 
They  ulll  reclaim  the  dear  i>rodigal.  It  is 
which  sliall  reclaim  him  most.  Dora  sits  by 
and  watches  Flora.  As  for  mamma,  when  the 
girls  are  away,  she  talks  to  him  more  and  more 
seriously,  more  and  more  tenderly.  She  will 
be  a  mother  to  him  in  the  absence  of  his  own 
admirable  parent.  She  gives  him  a  hymn-book. 
She  kisses  him  on  the  forehead.  She  is  actu- 

ated by  the  jiurest  love,  tenderness,  religious 
regard,  toward  her  dear,  wayward,  wild,  amia- 

ble nephew. 
While  these  sentimentalities  were  going  on, 

it  is  to  be  presumed  that  jNIr.  Warrington  kept 
his  own  counsel  about  his  affiiirs  out-of-doors, 
which  we  have  seen  were  in  the  very  Avorst  con- 

dition. He  who  had  been  favored  by  fortune 
for  so  many  weeks  was  suddenly  deserted  by 
her,  and  a  few  days  had  served  to  kick  down 
all  his  heap  of  winnings.  Do  we  say  that  my 
Lord  Castlewood,  his  own  kinsman,  had  dealt 
unfairly  by  the  young  Virginian,  and  in  the 
course  of  a  couple  of  afternoons'  closet  i)ractice 
had  robbed  him  ?  We  would  insinuate  nothing 
so  disrespectful  to  his  lordship's  character;  but 
he  had  won  from  Harry  every  shilling  which 
properly  belonged  to  him,  and  would  have 
played  him  for  his  reversions  but  that  the  young 
man  flung  up  his  hands  when  he  saw  himself  so 
far  beaten,  and  declared  that  he  must  continue 
the  battle  no  more.  Remembering  that  there 
still  remained  a  spar  out  of  the  Avreck,  as  it 
were — that  portion  which  he  had  set  aside  for 
poor  Sampson — Harry  ventured  it  at  the  gam- 

ing-table ;  but  that  last  resource  went  down 
along  Avith  the  rest  of  Harry's  possessions,  and 
Fortune  fluttered  off  in  the  storm,  leaving  the 
luckless  adventurer  almost  naked  on  the  shore. 
When  a  man  is  young  and  generous  and 

hearty  the  loss  of  money  scarce  afflicts  him. 
Harry  would  sell  his  horses  and  carriages,  and 
diminish  his  train  of  life.  If  he  wanted  imme- 

diate, supplies  of  money,  would  not  his  Aunt 
Bernstein  be  his  banker,  or  his  kinsman  who 
had  won  so  much  from  him,  or  his  kind  Uncle 
Warrington  and  Lady  Warrington,  who  were 
always  talking  virtue  and  benevolence,  and  de- 

claring that  they  loved  him  as  a  son  ?  He  Avould 
call  upon  these,  or  any  one  of  them  Avhom  he 
might  choose  to  favor,  at  his  leisure  ;  mean- 

while, Sampson's  story  of  his  landlord's  distress 
touched  the  young  gentleman,  and,  in  order  to 
raise  a  hasty  supply  for  the  clergyman,  he  car- 

ried off  all  his  trinkets  to  a  certain  pawnbroker's 
shop  in  St.  Martin's  Lane. 

Now  this  broker  Avas  a  relatiA'e  or  partner  of 
that  very  Mr.  Sparks  of  Tavistock  Street  from 
Avhom  Harry  had  purchased — purchased,  did  avc 
say  ? — no  ;  taken  the  trinkets  Avhich  he  had  in- 

tended to  present  to  his  Oakhurst  friends;  and 
it  chanced  that  Mr.  Sparks  came  to  visit  his 
brother  tradesman  A^ery  soon  after  Mr.  Warring- 
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ton  had  disposed  of  his  goods.  Recognizing  im- 
mediately the  little  enameled  diamond-handled 

repeater  which  he  had  sold  to  the  Fortunate 
Youth,  the  jeweler  broke  out  into  expressions 
regarding  Harry  which  I  will  not  mention  here, 
being  already  accused  of  speaking  much  too 
plainly.  A  gentleman  who  is  acquainted  with 
a  pawnbroker,  we  may  be  sure,  has  a  bailiff  or 

two  among  his  acquaintances  ;  and  those  bailifl's 
have  followers  who,  at  the  bidding  of  the  im- 

partial Law,  will  touch  with  equal  hand  the 
fiercest  captain's  epaulet  or  the  finest  Macaro- 

ni's shoulder.  The  very  gentlemen  who  had 
seized  upon  Lady  Maria  at  Tunbridge  were  set 
upon  her  cousin  in  London.  They  easily  learned 
from  the  garrulous  Gumbo  that  his  honor  was  at 
Sir  Miles  Warrington's  house  in  Hill  Street,  and 
while  the  black  was  courting  Mrs.  Lambert's 
maid  at  the  adjoining  mansion,  Mr.  Costigan 
and  his  assistant  lay  in  wait  for  poor  Harry, 
who  was  enjoying  the  delights  of  intercourse 
with  a  virtuous  family  circle  assembled  round 
his  aunt's  table.  Never  had  Uncle  Miles  been 
more  cordial,  never  had  Aunt  Warrington  been 
more  gracious,  gentle,  and  affectionate  ;  Flora 
looked  unusually  lovely,  Dora  had  been  more 
than  ordinarily  amiable.  At  parting  my  lady 
gave  him  both  her  hands,  and  called  benedic- 

tions from  the  ceiling  down  upon  him.  Papa 
had  said  in  his  most  jovial  manner,  "  Hang  it, 
nephew !  when  I  was  thy  age  I  should  have 
kissed  two  such  fine  girls  as  Do  and.  Flo  ere 
this,  and  my  own  flesh  and  blood  too !  Don't 
tell  me !  I  shoii/J,  my  Lady  Warrington ! 
Odds-fish !  'tis  the  boy  blushes,  and  not  the 
girls,  I  think — I  suppose  they  are  used  to  it. 
He!  he!" 

"  Papa !"  cry  the  virgins. 
"Sir  Miles!"  says  the  august  mother  at  the same  instant. 

"There,  there,"  says  papa;  "a  kiss  won't 
do  no  harm,  and  won't  tell  no  tales :  will  it, 
nephew  Harry?"  I  suppose,  during  the  utter- 

ance of  the  above  three  brief  phrases,  the  harm- 
less little  osculatory  operation  has  taken  place, 

and  blushing  Cousin  Harry  has  touched  the 
damask  cheek  of  Cousin  Flora  and  Cousin  Dora. 

As  he  goes  down  stairs  with  his  uncle,  mam- 
ma makes  a  speech  to  the  girls,  looking,  as 

usual,  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  saying,  "What 
precious  qualities  your  poor  dear  cousin  has ! 
What  shrewdness  mingled  with  his  simplicity, 
and  what  a  fine  genteel  manner — though  upon 
mere  worldly  elegance  I  set  little  store.  What 
a  dreadful  pity  to  think  that  such  a  vessel  should 
ever  be  lost !  We  must  rescue  him,  my  loves. 
We  must  take  him  away  from  those  wicked 
companions,  and  those  horrible  Castlewoods — 
not  that  I  would  speak  ill  of  my  neighbors.  But 
I  shall  hope,  I  shall  pray  that  he  may  be  res- 

cued from  his  evil  courses!"  and  again  Lady 
Warrington  eyes  the  cornice  in  a  most  determ- 

ined manner,  as  the  girls  wistfully  look  toward 
the  door  behind  which  their  interesting  cousin 
has  just  vanished. 

His  uncle  will  go  down  stairs  Avith  him. 

He  calls  "  God  bless  you,  my  boy !"  most  affec- 
tionately ;  he  presses  Harry's  hand,  and  repeats his  valuable  benediction  at  the  door.  As  it 

closes,  the  light  from  the  hall  within  having 
sufficiently  illuminated  Mr,  Warrington's  face 
and  figure,  two  gentlemen,  who  have  been  stand- 

ing on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  advance 
rapidly,  and  one  of  them  takes  a  strij)  of  paper 
out  of  his  pocket,  and,  putting  his  hand  upon 
Mr.  Warrington's  shoulder,  declares  him  his 
prisoner.  A  hackney-coach  is  in  attendance, 
and  poor  Harry  goes  to  sleep  in  Chancery  Lane, 

Oh,  to  think  that  a  Virginian  prince's  back 
should  be  slapped  by  a  ragged  bailiff''s  follower! 
that  Madam  Esmond's  son  should  be  in  a  spong- 
ing-house  in  Cursitor  Street !  I  do  not  envy 
our  young  prodigal  his  rest  on  that  dismal  night. 
Let  us  hit  him  now  he  is  down,  my  beloved 
young  friends.  Let  us  imagine  the  stings  of 
remorse  keeping  him  wakeful  on  his  dingy  pil- 

low ;  the  horrid  jollifications  of  other  hardened 
inmates  of  the  place  ringing  in  his  ears  from 
the  room  hard  by,  where  they  sit  boozing ;  the 
rage  and  shame  and  discomfitore.  No  pity  on 
him,  I  say,  my  honest  young  gentlemen,  for 
you,  of  course,  have  never  indulged  in  extrava- 

gance or  folly,  or  paid  the  reckoning  of  remorse. 

CHAPTER  XLVI. 
CHAINS   AND  SLAVERY. 

Remorse  for  past  misdeeds  and  follies  Harry 
sincerely  felt,  w^hen  he  found  himself  a  prisoner 
in  that  dismal  lock-up  house,  and  wrath  and 
annoyance  at  the  idea  of  being  subjected  to  the 
indignity  of  arrest ;  but  the  present  unpleasant- 
ry  he  felt  sure  could  only  be  momentary.  He 
liad  twenty  friends  v/ho  would  release  him  from 
his  confinement :  to  which  of  them  should  he 
apply,  was  the  question.  Mr,  Draper,  the  man 
of  business,  who  had  been  so  obsequious  to  him  : 
his- kind  uncle,  the  baronet,  who  had  offered  to 
make  his  house  Harry's  home,  who  loved  him 
as  a  son :  his  Cousin  Castlewood,  who  had  won 
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such  large  sums  from  him  :  his  noble  friends  at 
the  Chocolate  House,  his  pood  Aunt  liernstein 
— any  one  of  tliese  Harry  felt  sure  would  give 
him  a  help  in  his  trouble,  though  some  of  the 
relatives,  i)eihaj)s,  might  administer  to  him  a 
little  scolding  for  his  imprudence.  The  main 
j)oint  was,  that  the  matter  should  be  transacted 
(|uietly,  for  Mr.  Warrington  was  anxious  that 
as  few  as  possible  of  the  public  should  know  how 
i\  gentleman  of  his  ])rodigious  importance  had 
been  subject  to  such  a  vulgar  process  as  an  ar- 

rest. As  if  the  publite  does  not  end  by  knowing 
every  thing  it  cares  to  know.  As  if  the  dinner 
I  shall  have  to  day,  and  the  hole  in  the  stocking 
which  I  wear  at  this  present  writing,  can  be 
kept  a  secret  from  some  enemy  or  other  who 
has  a  mind  to  pry  it  out— though  my  boots  are 
on,  and  my  door  was  locked  when  I  dressed 
myself!  I  mention  that  hole  in  the  stocking 
for  sake  of  example  merely.  The  world  can 
pry  out  every  thing  about  ns  which  it  has  a 
mind  to  know.  But  then  there  is  this  consola- 

tion, which  men  will  never  accept  in  their  own 
cases,  that  the  world  doesn't  care.  Consider the  amount  of  scandal  it  has  been  forced  to  hear 
in  its  time,  and  liow  weary  and  blase  it  must  be 
of  that  kind  of  intelligence.  You  are  taken  to 
prison,  and  fancy  yourself  indelibly  disgraced  ? 
You  are  bankrupt  under  odd  circumstances? 
You  drive  a  queer  bargain  with  your  friends 
and  are  found  out,  and  imagine  the  world  will 
punish  you  ?  Pshaw  !  Your  shame  is  only  van- 

ity. Go  and  talk  to  the  world  as  if  nothing  had 
happened,  and  nothing  has  happened.  Tumble 
down  ;  brush  the  mud  off  your  clothes  ;  appear 
with  a  smiling  countenance,  and  nobody  cares. 
Do  you  suppose  Society  is  going  to  take  out  its 
pocket-handkerchief  and  be  inconsolable  when 
when  you  die  ?  Why  should  it  care  very  much, 
then,  whether  your  worship  graces  yourself  or 
disgraces  yourself?  Whatever  happens  it  talks, 
meets,  jokes,  yawns,  has  its  dinner  pretty  much 
as  before.  Therefore  don't  be  so  conceited  about 
yourself  as  to  fancy  your  private  affairs  of  so 
much  importance,  mi  fili.  Whereas  Mr.  Harry 
Warrington  chafed  and  fumed  as  though  all  the 
world  was  tingling  with  the  touch  of  that  hand 
which  had  been  laid  on  his  sublime  shoulder. 

"A  pretty  sensation  my  arrest  must  have 
created  at  the  club  !"  thought  Harry.  "  I  sup- 

pose that  Mr.  Selwyn  will  be  cutting  all  sorts 
of  jokes  about  my  misfortune,  plague  take  him  ! 
Every  body  round  the  table  will  have  heard  of 
it.  March  will  tremble  about  the  bet  I  have 

with  him  ;  and,  faith,  'twill  be  difficult  to  pay 
him  when  I  lose.  They  will  all  be  setting  up' 
a  whoop  of  congratulation  at  the  Savage,  as 
they  call  me,  being  taken  prisoner.  How  shall 
I  ever  be  able  to  appear  in  the  world  again  ? 
Whom  shall  I  ask  to  come  to  my  help?  No," 
thought  he,  with  his  mingled  acuteness  and  sim- 

plicity, "I  will  not  send,  in  the  first  instance, 
to  any  of  my  relations  or  my  noble  friends  at 
White's.  I  will  have  Sampson's  counsel.  He 
has  often  been  in  a  similar  predicament,  and 
will  know  how  to  advise  me."    Accordingly,  as 

soon  as  the  light  of  dawn  apjicared,  after  an  al- 
most intolcrul)lc  delay — for  it  seemed  to  Harry 

as  if  the  sun  had  forgotten  to  visit  Cursitor 
Street  in  his  rounds  that  morning — and  ns  soon 
as  the  inmates  of  tlie  house  of  bondage  were 
stirring,  Mr.  Warrington  dispatched  a  messen- 

ger to  his  friend  in  Long  Acre,  acquainting  the 
Chaplain  with  the  calamity  just  befallen  him, 
and  beseeching  his  reverence  to  give  him  the 
benefit  of  his  advice  and  consolation. 

Mr.  Warrington  did  not  know,  to  be  sure, 
that  to  send  such  a  message  to  the  parson  was 
as  if  he  said,  "I  am  fallen  among  the  lions. 
Come  down,  my  dear  friend,  into  the  pit  with 
me.  '  Harry  very  likely  thought  Sampson's  dif- 

ficulties were  over;  or,  more  likely  still,  was  so 
much  engrossed  his  own  affairs  and  per- 

plexities as  to  bestow  little  thought  upon  his 
neighbor's.  Having  sent  off  his  missive  the 
captive's  mind  was  somewhat  more  at  ease,  and 
he  condescended  to  call  for  breakfast,  which 
was  brought  to  him  presently.  The  attendant, 
who  served  him  with  his  morning  repast,  asked 
him  wdiether  he  would  order  dinner,  or  take  his 
meal  at  Mrs.  Bailiff's  table  with  some  other 
gentlemen?  No.  Mr.  Warrington  would  not 
order  dinner.  He  should  quit  the  place  before 
dinner-time,  he  informed  the  chamberlain  who 
waited  on  him  in  that  grim  tavern.  The  man 
went  away,  thinking,  no  doubt,  that  this  was 
not  the  first  yoimg  gentleman  who  had  an- 

nounced that  he  was  going  away  ere  two  hours 
were  over.  "Well,  if  your  honor  does  stay, 
there  is  good  beef  and  carrot  at  two  o'clock," 
says  the  skeptic,  and  closes  the  door  on  Mr. 
Harry  and  his  solitary  meditations. 

Harry's  messenger  to  Llr.  Sampson  brought 
back  a  message  from  that  gentleman  to  say  that 
he  would  be  with  his  patron  as  soon  as  might 
be :  but  ten  o'clock  came,  eleven  o'clock,  noon, 
and  no  Sampson.  No  Sampson  arrived,  but 
about  twelve  Gumbo,  Avith  a  portmanteau  of 
his  master's  clothes,  wdio  flung  himself,  roaring 
with  grief,  at  Harry's  feet:  and  with  a  thou- 

sand vows  of  fidelity,  expressed  himself  ready 
to  die,  to  sell  himself  into  slavery  over  again, 
to  do  any  thing  to  rescue  his  beloved  IMaster 
Harry  from  this  calamitous  position.  Harry 
was  touched  with  the  lad's  expressions  of  affec- 

tion, and  told  him  to  get  up  from  the  ground 
where  he  was  groveling  on  his  knees,  embracing 
his  master's.  "All  you  have  to  do,  Sir,  is  to 
give  me  my  clothes  to  dress,  and  to  hold  your 
tongue  al)Out  this  business.  Mind  you,  not  a 
word.  Sir,  about  it  to  any  body!"  says  Mr. 
Warrington,  severely. 

"  Oh  no,  Sir,  never  to  nobody  !"  says  Gumbo, 
looking  most  solemnly,  and  proceeded  to  dress 
his  master  carefully,  who  had  need  of  a  change 
and  a  toilet  after  his  yesterday's  sudden  capture, 
and  night's  dismal  rest.  Accordingly  Gumbo 
flung  a  dash  of  powder  in  Harry's  hair,  and  ar- 

rayed his  master  carefully  and  elegantly,  so 
that  he  made  Mr.  Warrington  look  as  fine  anci 
splendid  as  if  he  had  been  stepping  into  his 

chair  to  go  to  St.  James's. 
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Indeed  all  that  love  and  servility  could  do 
Mr.  Gumbo  faithfully  did  for  his  master,  for 
whom  he  had  an  extreme  regard  and  attach- 

ment. But  there  were  certain  things  beyond 
Gumbo's  power.  He  could  not  undo  things 
which  were  done  already  ;  and  he  could  not 
help  lying  and  excusing  himself  when  pressed 
upon  points  disagreeable  to  himself.  The  lan- 

guage of  slaves  is  lies  (I  mean  black  slaves  and 
white).  The  creature  slinks  away  and  hides 
with  subterfuges,  as  a  hunted  animal  runs  to 
his  covert  at  the  sight  of  man,  the  tyrant  and 
pursuer.  Strange  relics  of  feudality  and  con- 

sequence of  our  ever-so-old  social  life !  Our 
domestics  (are  they  not  men,  too,  and  breth- 

ren ?)  are  all  hypocrites  before  us.  They  nev- 
er speak  naturally  to  us,  or  the  whole  truth. 

We  should  be  indignant ;  we  should  say,  con- 
found their  impudence ;  we  should  turn  them 

out  of  doors  if  they  did.  But  quo  me  rapis? 
Oh,  my  unbridled  hobby  ? 

Well,  the  truth  is,  that  as  for  swearing  not 
to  say  a  word  about  his  master's  arrest — such 
an  oath  as  that  was  impossible  to  keep;  for, 
with  a  heart  full  of  grief  indeed,  but  with  a 
tongue  that  never  could  cease  wagging,  brag- 

ging, joking,  and  lying,  Mr.  Gumbo  had  an- 
nounced the  woeful  circumstance  to  a  prodigious 

number  of  his  acquaintances  already,  chiefly 
gentlemen  of  the  shoulder-knot  and  worsted- 
lace.  We  have  seen  how  he  carried  the  news 

to  Colonel  Lambert's  and  Lord  Wrotham's  serv- 
ants :  he  had  proclaimed  it  at  the  footman's 

club,  to  which  he  belonged,  and  which  was  fre- 
quented by  the  gentlemen  of  some  of  the  first 

nobility.  He  had  subsequently  condescended 
to  partake  of  a  mug  of  ale  in  Sir  Miles  War- 

rington's butlers  room,  and  there  had  repeated 
and  embellished  the  story.  Then  he  had  gone 
off  to  Madame  Bernstein's  people,  with  some 
of  whom  he  was  on  terms  of  affectionate  inter- 

course, and  had  informed  that  domestic  circle 
of  his  grief :  and,  his  master  being  captured, 
and  there  being  no  earthly  call  for  his  personal 
services  that  evening,  Gumbo  had  stepped  up 
to  Lord  Castlewood's,  and  informed  the  gentry 
there  of  the  incident  which  had  just  come  to 
pass.  So  when,  laying  his  hand  on  his  heart, 
and  with  gushing  floods  of  tears.  Gumbo  says, 
in  reply  to  his  master's  injunction,  "Oh  no, 
master,  nebbcr  to  nobody!"  we  are  in  a  condi- 

tion to  judge  of  the  degree  of  credibility  which 
ought  to  be  given  to  the  lad's  statement. 

The  black  had  long  completed  his  master's 
toilet ;  the  dreary  breakfast  was  over ;  slow  as 
the  hours  went  to  the  prisoner,  still  they  were 
passing,  one  after  another,  but  no  Sampson 
came  in  accordance  with  the  promise  sent  in 
tiie  morning.  At  length,  some  time  after  noon, 
there  arrived,  not  Sampson,  but  a  billet  from 
him,  sealed  with  a  moist  wafer,  and  with  the 
ink  almost  yet  wet.  The  unlucky  divine's  letter ran  as  follows-: 

Oh,  Sir,  dear  Sir,  I  have  done  all  that  a  man 
can  at  the  command,  and  in  the  behalf  of,  his 

patron !  You  did  not  know,  Sir,  to  what  you 
were  subjecting  me,  did  you  ?  Else,  if  I  was  to 
go  to  prison,  why  did  I  not  share  yours,  and 
why  am  I  in  a  lock-up  house  three  doors  off? 

Yes.  Such  is  the  fact.  As  I  was  hastening 
to  you,  knowing  full  well  the  danger  to  which 
I  was  subject — but  what  danger  will  I  not  af- 

front at  the  call  of  such  a  benefactor  as  Mr. 
Warrington  hath  been  to  me  ? — I  was  seized  by 
two  villains  who  had  a  writ  against  me,  and 

who  have  lodged  me  at  Naboth's,  hard  by,  and 
so  close  to  your  honor  tkat  we  could  almost 
hear  each  other  across  the  garden  wails  of  the 
respective  houses  where  we  are  confined. 

I  had  much  and  of  importance  to  say,  which 
I  do  not  care  to  write  down  on  paper,  regard- 

ing your  affairs.  May  they  mend !  May  my 
cursed  fortunes,  too,  better  themselves,  is  the 

prayer  of Your  honor's  afflicted  Chaplain  in  Ordinary, J.  S. 

And  now,  as  Mr.  Sampson  refuses  to  speak, 
it  will  be  our  duty  to  acquaint  the  reader  with 
those  matters  whereof  the  poor  Chaplain  did 
not  care  to  discourse  on  paper. 

Gumbo's  loquacity  had  not  reached  so  far  as 
Long  Acre,  and  Mr.  Sampson  was  ignorant 
of  the  extent  of  his  patron's  calamity  until  he 
received  Harry's  letter  and  messenger  from 
Chancery  Lane.  The  divine  was  still  ardent 
witli  gratitude  for  the  service  Mr.  Warrington 
had  just  conferred  on  him,  and  eager  to  find 
some  means  to  succor  his  distressed  patron. 
He  knew  what  a  large  sum  Lord  Castlewood 
had  won  from  his  cousin,  had  dined  in  company 
with  his  lordship  on  the  day  before,  and  now 
ran  to  Lord  Castlewood's  house  with  a  hope  of 
arousing  him  to  some  pity  for  Mr.  Warrington, 
Sampson  made  a  very  eloquent  and  touching 
speech  to  Lord  Castlewood  about  his  kinsman's 
misfortune,  and  spoke  with  a  real  kindness  and 
sympathy,  which,  however,  failed  to  touch  the 
nobleman  to  whom  he  addressed  himself. 

My  lord  peevishly  and  curtly  put  a  stop  to  the 
Chaplin's  passionate  pleading.  "  Did  I  not  tell 
you,  two  days  since,  when  you  came  for  money, 
that  I  was  as  poor  as  a  beggar,  Sampson,"  said 
his  lordship,  "and  has  any  body  left  me  a  for- 

tune since  ?  The  little  sum  I  won  from  my 
cousin  was  swallowed  up  by  others.  I  not  only 
can't  help  Mr.  Warrington,  but,  as  I  pledge  you 
my  word,  not  being  in  t^ie  least  aware  of  his 
calamity,  I  had  positively  written  to  him  this 
morning  to  ask  him  to  help  me?"  And  a  letter 
to  this  effect  did  actually  reach  Mr.  Warring- 

ton from  his  lodgings,  whither  it  had  been  dis- 
patched by  the  penny-post. 

"I  must  get  him  money,  my  lord.  I  know 
he  liad  scarcely  any  thing  left  in  his  pocket  after 
relieving  me.  Were  I  to  pawn  my  cassock  and 
bands,  he  must  have  money,"  cried  the  Chap- lain. 

"Amen.  Go  and  pawn  your  bands,  your 
cassock,  any  thing  you  please.  Your  enthusiasm 
does  you  credit,"  said  my  lord,  and  resumed  the 
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811> readinp  of  his  pajicr — wliilc,  in  tlie  deepest  dc- 
<pon(iciicv,  poor  Sampson  left  him. 
My  Lady  Maria  meanwhile  had  licard  that 

the  Chiiphiin  was  wiih  lier  brother,  and  con- 
jectured wiiat  nii}j;ht  be  the  subject  on  which 

they  had  been  talkinj;.  She  seized  upon  the 
parson  as  he  issued  from  out  his  fruitless  inter- 

view with  my  lord.  She  drew  him  into  the 
dinin.:;-room  ;  the  strongest  marks  of  prief  and 
sympathy  were  in  her  countenance.  "  Tell  me, 
what  is  tiiis  has  happened  to  Mr.  Warrington?" she  asked. 

"Your  ladyshij),  then,  knows?"  asked  the 
Cha])]ain. 

'"Ixave  I  not  Leen  in  mortal  anxiety  ever 
since  his  servant  brought  the  dreadful  news  last 
night?"  asked  my  lady.  "We  had  it  as  we 
came  from  the  Opera — from  my  Lady  Yar- 

mouth's box  —  my  lord,  my  Lady  Castlewood, 
and  I." 

''His  lordship,  then,  did  know?''  continued 
Sampson. 

"Benson  told  the  news  when  we  came  from 
the  play-house  to  our  tea,"  repeats  Lady  Maria. 

The  Chaplain  lost  all  patience  and  temper  at 
such  duplicity.  "This  is  too  bad,"  he  said, 
with  an  oath  ;  and  he  told  Lady  Maria  of  the 
conversation  which  he  had  just  had  with  Lord 
Castlewood,  and  of  the  latter's  refusal  to  succor 
his  cousin,  after  winning  great  sums  of  money 
from  him,  and  with  much  eloquence  and  feel- 

ing of  Mr.  Warrington's  most  generous  behav- ior to  himself. 
Then  my  Lady  Maria  broke  out  with  a  series 

of  remarks  regarding  her  own  family,  which 
were  by  no  means  complimentary  to  her  own 
Idth  and  kin.  Although  not  accustomed  to  tell 
truth  commonly,  yet,  when  certain  families  fall 
out,  it  is  wonderful  what  a  number  of  truths 
they  will  tell  about  one  another.  With  tears, 
imprecations,  I  do  not  like  to  think  how  much 
■.U'onger  language.  Lady  Maria  burst  into  a  furi- 
I  )us  and  impassioned  tirade,  in  which  she  touched 
upon  the  history  of  almost  all  her  noble  family. 
She  complimented  the  men  and  the  ladies  alike  ; 
she  shrieked  out  interrogatories  to  Heaven,  in- 
(juiring  why  it  had  made  such —  (never  mind 
what  names  she  called  her  brothers,  sisters,  un- 

cles, aunts,  parents) ;  and,  emboldened  with 
wrath,  she  dashed  at  her  brother's  library-door, 
so  shrill  in  her  outcries,  so  furious  in  her  de- 

meanor, that  the  alarmed  Chaplain,  fearing  the 
scene  which  might  ensue,  made  for  the  street. 

My  lord,  looking  up  from  the  book  or  other 
occupation  which  engaged  him,  regarded  the 
furious  woman  with  some  surprise,  and  selected 
a  good  strong  oath  to  fling  at  her,  as  it  were, 
and  check  her  onset. 

But,  when  roused,  we  have  seen  how  coura- 
geous Maria  could  be.  Afraid  as  she  was  or- 

dinarily of  her  brother,  she  was  not  in  a  mood 
to  be  frightened  now  by  any  language  of  abuse 
or  sarcasm  at  his  command. 

"So,  my  lord!"  she  called  out;  "you  sit 
down  with  him  in  private  to  cards,  and  pigeon 

him  !   You  get  the  poor  boy's  last  shilling,  and 

you  won't  give  him  a  guinea  out  of  his  own 
winnings  now  be  is  i)cnnilcss!" 

"  So  that  inlernal  Chajdain  lias  been  telling 
tales  !"  says  my  lord. 

"Dismiss  him:  do!  Pay  him  his  wages, 
and  let  him  go — he  will  be  glad  enough  I"  cries Maria. 

"I  keej)  him  to  marry  one  of  my  sisters,  in 
case  he  is  wanted,"  says  Castlew(Jod,  glaring  at' her. 

"  What  can  the  women  be  in  a  family  where 
there  are  such  men?"  says  the  lady. 

"  Kffvr.tireinent .'"  says  my  lord,  with  a  shrug of  his  shoulder. 

"What  can  we  be,  when  our  fathers  and 
brothers  are  what  they  are  ?  We  are  bad 
enough,  but  what  are  you?  I  say,  you  neither 
have  courage — no,  nor  honor,  nor  common  feel- 

ing. As  your  equals  won't  play  with  you.  my 
Lord  Castlewood,  you  must  take  this  poor  lad 
out  of  Virginia,  your  own  kinsman,  and  pigeon 
him  !    Oh,  it's  a  shame — a  shame  !" 

"We  are  all  playing  our  own  game,  I  sup- 
pose. Haven't  you  ])layed  and  won  one,  Maria? 

Is  it  you  that  are  squeamish  all  of  a  sudden 
about  the  poor  lad  from  Virginia  ?  Has  Mr. 

Harry  cried  off",  or  has  your  ladyship  got  a  bet- 
ter offer  ?"  cried  my  lord.  "  If  you  won't  have 

him,  one  of  the  Warrington  girls  will,  I  prom- 
ise you  ;  and  the  old  Methodist  woman  in  Hili 

Street  will  give  him  the  choice  of  either.  Are 
you  a  fool,  Maria  Esmond  ?  A  greater  fool,  I 

mean,  than  in  common  ?" 
"I  should  be  a  fool  if  I  thought  that  either 

of  my  brothers  could  act'  like  an  honest  man, 
Eugene !"  said  Maria.  "  I  am  a  fool  to  exi)ect 
that  you  will  be  other  than  you  are  ;  that  if  you 
find  any  relative  in  distress,  you  will  helj)  him  ; 

that  if  you  can  meet  with  a  victim  you  won't 
fleece  him," "Eleece  him!  Pshaw!  What  folly  are  you 
talking!  Have  you  not  seen,  from  the  course 
which  the  lad  has  been  running  for  months  past, 
how  he  would  end?  If  1  had  not  won  his  money 
some  other  would.  I  never  grudged  thee  thy 
little  plans  regarding  him.  Why  shouldst  thou 
fly  in  a  passion  because  I  have  just  put  out  my 
hand  to  take  what  he  was  offering  to  all  the 

world  ?  I  reason  Avith  you,  I  don't  know  why. Maria.  You  should  be  old  enough  to  understand 
reason,  at  any  rate.  You  think  this  money  be- 

longed of  right  to  Lady  Maria  Warrington  and 
her  children?  I  tell  you  that  in  three  months 
more  every  shilling  would  have  found  its  way  to 
White's  macco-table,  and  that  it  is  much  better 
spent  in  paying  my  debts.  So  much  for  your 
ladyship's  anger,  and  tears,  and  menaces,  and 
naughty  language.  See  !  I  am  a  good  brother, 
and  repay  them  with  reason  and  kind  words." 

"  My  good  brother  might  have  given  a  little 
more  than  kind  words  to  the  lad  from  whom  he 

has  just  taken  hundreds,"  interposed  the  sister of  this  affectionate  brother. 
"  Great  Heavens,  Maria !  Don't  you  see  that 

even  out  of  this  affair,  unpleasant  as  it  seems, 
a  clever  woman  may  make  her  advantage," 
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cries  my  lord.  Maria  said  she  failed  to  compre- 
hend. 

"As  thus.  I  name  no  names  ;  I  meddle  in 
no  person's  business,  having  quite  enough  to  do 
to  manage  my  own  cursed  affairs.  But  sup- 

pose I  happen  to  know  of  a  case  in  another  fam- 
ily which  may  be  applicable  to  ours.  It  is  this. 

A  green  young  lad,  of  tolerable  expectations, 
comes  up  from  the  country  to  his  friends  in  to\vTi 
— never  mind  from  what  country :  never  mind 
to  what  town.  An  elderly  female  relative,  who 
has  been  dragging  her  spinsterhood  about  these 
how  many  years  shall  we  say  ?  extorts  a  prom- 

ise of  marriage  from  my  young  gentleman,  never 
mind  on  what  conditions." 

"My  lord,  do  you  want  to  insult  your  sister 
as  well  as  to  injure  your  cousin?"  asks  Maria. 

My  good  child,  did  I  say  a  single  word  about 
fleecing-  or  cheating,  or  pigeoning,  or  did  I  fly 
into  a  passion  when  you  insulted  me  ?  I  know 
the  allowance  that  must  be  made  for  your  tem- 

per and  the  natural  folly  of  your  sex.  I  say, 
I  treated  you  with  soft  words — I  go  on  with  my 
story.  The  elderly  relative  extracts  a  promise 
of  marriage  from  the  young  lad,  which  my  gen- 

tleman is  quite  unwilling  to  keep.  No,  he  won't 
keep  it.  He  is  utterly  tired  of  his  elderly  rela- 

tive :  he  will  plead  his  mother's  refusal ;  he  will 
do  any  thing  to  get  out  of  his  promise." 

"  Yes  ;  if  he  was  one  of  us  Esmonds,  my  Lord Castlewood.  But  this  is  a  man  of  honor  we  are 

speaking  of,"  cried  Maria,  who,  I  suppose,  ad- 
mired truth  in  others,  however  little  she  saw  it 

in  her  own  family. 
"  I  do  not  contradict  either  of  my  dear  sister's 

remarks.  One  of  us  would  fling  the  promise  to 
the  winds,  especially  as  it  does  not  exist  in  writ- 

ing." "  My  lord  I"  gasps  out  Maria. 
"  Bah !  I  know  all.  That  little  coup  of  Tun- 

bridge  was  played  by  the  Aunt  Bernstein  with 
excellent  skill.  The  old  woman  is  the  best  man 
of  our  family.  While  you  were  arrested,  your 
boxes  were  searched  for  the  Mohock's  letters  to 
you.  When  you  were  let  loose,  the  letters  had 
disappeared,  and  you  said  nothing,  like  a  wise 
woman,  as  you  are  sometimes.  You  still  hank- 

er after  your  Cherokee.  Soit.  A  woman  of 
your  mature  experience  knows  the  value  of  a 
husband.  What  is  this  little  loss  of  two  or  three 

hundred  pounds  ?" 
"Not  more  than  three  hundred,  my  lord?" 

interposes  Maria. 
"Eh!  never  mind  a  hundred  or  two,  more 

or  less.  What  is  this  loss  at  cards  ?  A  mere 
bagatelle  !  You  are  playing  for  a  principality. 
You  want  your  kingdom  in  Virginia;  and  if 
you  listen  to  my  opinion,  the  little  misfortune 
which  has  happened  to  your  swain  is  a  piece  of 

great  good  fortune  to  you." 
"  I  don't  understand  you,  my  lord." 
"  Cest  possible ;  but  sit  down,  and  I  will  ex- 

plain what  I  mean  in  a  manner  suited  to  your 
capacity."  And  so  Maria  Esmond,  who  had 
advanced  to  her  brother  like  a  raging  lion,  now 
sate  down  at  his  feet  like  a  gentle  lamb. 

Madame  de  Bernstein  was  not  a  little  moved 

at  the  news  of  her  nephew's  arrest,  which  Mr. 
Gumbo  brought  to  Clarges  Street  on  the  night 
of  the  calamity.  She  would  have  cross-ex- 

amined the  black,  and  had  further  particulars 
respecting  Harry's  mishap ;  but  Mr.  Gumbo, 
anxious  to  carry  his  intelligence  to  other  quar- 

ters, had  vanished  when  her  ladyship  sent 
for  him.  Her  temper  was  not  improved  by 
the  news,  or  by  the  sleepless  night  which  she 
spent.  I  do  not  envy  the  dame  de  compagnie 
who  played  cards  with  her,  or  the  servant  who 
had  to  lie  in  her  chamber.  An  arrest  was  an 
everyday  occurrence,  as  she  knew  very  well  as 
a  woman  of  the  world.  Into  what  difficulties 
had  her  scape-grace  of  a  nephew  fallen  ?  How 
much  money  should  she  be  called  upon  to  pay 
to  release  him  ?  And  had  he  run  through  all 
his  own  ?  Provided  he  had  not  committed  him- 

self very  deeply,  she  was  quite  disposed  to  aid 
him.  She  liked  even  his  extravagances  and 
follies.  He  was  the  only  being  in  the  world  on 
whom,  for  long,  long  years,  that  weary  woman 
had  been  able  to  bestow  a  little  natural  affec- 

tion. So,  on  their  different  beds,  she  and  Har- 
ry were  lying  wakeful  together ;  and  quite  early 

in  the  morning  the  messengers  which  each  sent 
forth  on  the  same  business  may  have  crossed 
each  other. 

Madame  Bernstein's  messenger  was  dispatch- 
ed to  the  chambers  of  her  man  of  business,  Mr. 

Draper,  with  an  order  that  Mr.  D.  should  as- 
certain for  what  sums  Mr.  Warrington  had  been 

arrested,  and  forthwith  repair  to  the  Baroness. 
Draper's  emissaries  speedily  found  out  that  Mr. 
Warrington  was  locked  up  close  beside  them, 
and  the  amount  of  detainers  against  him  so  far. 
Were  there  other  creditors,  as  no  doubt  there 
were,  they  would  certainly  close  upon  him  when 
they  were  made  acquainted  with  his  imprison- 
ment. 

To  Mr.  Sparks,  the  jeweler,  for  those  un- 
lucky presents,  so  much;  to  the  landlord  in 

Bond  Street,  for  board,  fire,  lodging,  so  much  ; 
these  were  at  present  the  only  claims  against 
Mr.  Warrington  JMr.  Draper  found.  He  was 
ready  at  a  signal  from  her  ladyship  to  settle 
them  at  a  moment.  The  jeweler's  account  ought 
especially  to  be  paid,  for  Mr.  Harry  had  act- 

ed most  imprudently  in  taking  goods  from  Mr. 
Sparks  on  credit,  and  pledging  them  with  a 
])awnbroker.  He  must  have  been  under  some 
immediate  pressure  for  money;  intended  to  re- 

deem the  goods  immediately,  meant  nothing 
but  what  was  honorable  of  course ;  but  the  af- 

fair would  have  an  ugly  look,  if  made  public, 
and  had  better  be  settled  out  of  hand.  "  There 
can  not  be  the  least  difficulty  regarding  a  thou- 

sand pounds  more  or  less,  for  a  gentleman  of 
Mr.  Warrington's  rank  and  expectations,"  said Madame  de  Bernstein.  Not  the  least :  her 
ladyship  knew  very  well  that  there  were  funds 
belonging  to  Mr.  Warrington,  on  which  money 
could  be  at  once  raised  with  her  ladyship's 
guarantee. 

Should  he  go  that  instant  and  settle  the  mat- 
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ter  with  Messrs.  Amos?  Mr.  Harry  miRht  be 
back  to  dine  with  her  at  two,  and  to  confound 
the  people  at  the  chibs,  who  are  no  doubt  re- 

joicing over  his  misfortunes,  said  the  compas- 
sionate Mr.  Draper. 

But  the  Baroness  had  other  views.  *'  I  think, 
my  good  Mr.  Draper,"  she  said,  "that  my 
young  gentleman  has  sown  wild  oats  enough  ; 
and  when  he  comes  out  of  prison,  I  should  like 
him  to  come  out  clear,  and  without  any  liabili- 

ties at  all.     You  arc  not  a\yarc  of  all  his." 
"No  gentleman  ever  ddfcs  tell  all  his  debts, 

madame,"  says  Mr.  Draper;  "no  one  /  ever 
had  to  deal  with." 

"  There  is  one  which  the  silly  boy  has  con- 
tracted, and  from  which  he  ought  to  be  released, 

Mr.  Draper.  You  remember  a  little  circum- 
stance which  occurred  at  Tunbridgc  Wells  in 

the  autumn?  About  which  I  sent  up  my  man 

Case  to  you  ?" 
"When  your  ladyship  pleases  to  recall  it,  I 

remember  it — not  otherwise,"  says  Mr.  Draper, 
with  a  bow.  "A  lawyer  should  be  like  a  Po- 

pish confessor — what  is  told  him  is  a  secret  for- 
ever, and  for  every  body."  So  we  must  not 

whisper  Madame  Bernstein's  secret  to  Mr.  Dra- 
per; but  the  reader  may  perhaps  guess  it  from 

the  lawyer's  conduct  subsequently. 
The  lawyer  felt  pretty  certain  that  ere  long 

he  would  receive  a  summons  from  the  poor 
young  prisoner  in  Cursitor  Street,  and  waited 
for  that  invitation  before  he  visited  Mr.  War- 

rington. Six-and-thirty  hours  passed  ere  the 
invitation  came,  during  which  period  Harry 
passed  the  dreariest  two  days  which  he  ever  re- 

membered to  have  spent. 
There  was  no  want  of  company  in  the  lock-up 

house,  the  bailiff's  rooms  were  nearly  always 
full ;  but  Harry  preferred  the  dingy  solitude  of 
his  own  room  to  the  society  round  his  landlady's 
table,  and  it  was  only  on  the  second  day  of  his 
arrest,  and  when  his  purse  was  emptied  by  the 
heavy  charges  of  the  place,  that  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  apply  to  Mr.  Draper.  He  dispatched 
a  letter  then  to  the  lawyer  at  the  Temple,  in- 

forming him  of  his  plight,  and  desiring  him,  in 
an  emphatic  postscript,  not  to  say  one  word 
about  the  matter  to  his  aunt  Madame  de  Bern- 
stein. 

He  had  made  up  his  mind  not  to  apply  to 
the  old  lady  except  at  the  very  last  extremity. 
She  had  treated  him  with  so  much  kindness 
that  he  revolted  from  the  notion  of  trespassing 
on  her  bounty,  and  for  a  while  tried  to  please 
himself  with  the  idea  that  he  might  get  out  of 
durance  without  her  even  knowing  that  any 
misfortune  at  all  had  befallen  him.  There 
seemed  to  him  something  humiliating  in  peti- 

tioning a  woman  for  money.  No  !  He  would 
apply  first  to  his  male  friends,  all  of  whom 
might  help  him  if  they  would.  It  had  been  his 
intention  to  send  Sampson  to  one  or  other  of 
them  as  a  negotiator,  had  not  the  poor  fellow 
been  captured  on  his  way  to  succor  his  friend. 

Sampson  gone,  Harry  was  obliged  to  have 
recourse  to  his  own  negro  servant,  who  was 

kept  on  the  trot  all  day  between  Temple  Bar 
and  the  Court  end  of  the  town  with  letters  from 
his  unlucky  master.  Firstly,  then,  Harry  sent 
off  <i  most  private  and  confidential  letter  to  his 
kinsman,  the  Right  Honorable  the  Earl  of  Cas- 
tlewood,  saying  how  he  had  been  cast  into 
prison,  and  begging  Castlewood  to  lend  him  the 
amount  of  tlie  debt.  "Please  to  keep  my  ap- 

plication, and  the  cause  of  it,  a  profound  secret 
from  the  dear  ladies,"  wrote  poor  Harry. 

"  Was  ever  any  thing  so  unfortunate  ?"  wrote 
back  Lord  Castlewood,  in  reply.  * '  I  suppose  you 
have  not  got  my  note  of  yesterday?  It  must 
be  lying  at  your  lodgings,  where — I  hope  in 
Heaven  ! — you  will  soon  be  too.  INIy  dear  Mr. 
Warrington,  thinking  you  were  as  rich  as  Croe- 

sus— otherwise  I  never  should  have  sate  down 
to  cards  with  you — I  wrote  to  you  yesterday, 
begging  you  to  lend  nie  some  money  to  appease 
some  hungry  duns  whom  I  don't  know  how  else 
to  pacify.  My  poor  fellow !  every  shilling  of 
your  money  went  to  them,  and  but  for  my  peer's 
privilege  I  might  be  hob-and-nob  with  you  now 
in  your  dungeon.  May  you  soon  escape  from 
it,  is  the  prayer  of  your  sincere  Castlewood." This  was  the  result  of  application  number 
one  :  and  we  may  imagine  that  Mr.  Harry  read 
the  reply  to  his  petition  wath  rather  a  blank 
face.  Never  mind !  There  was  kind,  jolly  Un- 

cle Warrington.  Only  last  night  his  aunt  had 
kissed  him  and  loved  him  like  a  son.  His  uncle 
had  called  down  blessings  on  his  head,  and  pro- 

fessed quite  a  paternal  regard  for  him.  With  a 
feeling  of  shyness  and  modesty  in  presence  of 
those  virtuous  parents  and  family,  Harry  had 
never  said  a  word  about  his  wild  doings,  or  his 
horse-racings,  or  his  gamblings,  or  his  extrava- 

gances. It  must  all  out  now.  He  must  confess 
himself  a  Prodigal  and  a  Sinner,  and  ask  for 
their  forgiveness  and  aid.  So  Prodigal  sate 
down  and  composed  a  penitent  letter  to  Uncle 
Warrington,  and  exposed  his  sad  case,  and  be- 

sought him  to  come  to  the  rescue.  Was  not 
that  a  bitter  nut  to  crack  for  our  haughty  young 
Virginian?  Hours  of  mortification  and  pro- 

found thought  as  to  the  pathos  of  the  composi- 
tion did  Harry  pass  over  that  letter ;  sheet  after 

sheet  of  Mr.  Amos's  sixpence  a  sheet  letter- 
paper  did  he  tear  up  before  the  missive  w^as 
complete,  with  which  poor  blubbering  Gumbo 

(much  vilified  by  the  bailiff's  followers  and  para- sites, whom  he  was  robbing,  as  they  conceived, 
of  their  perquisites)  went  his  way. 

At  evening  the  faithful  negro  brought  back  a 
thick  letter  in  his  aunt's  handwriting.  Harr/ 
opened  the  letter  with  a  trembling  hard.  He 
thought  it  was  full  of  bank-notes.  Ah,  me  !  it 
contained  a  sermon  (Daniel  in  the  Lion's  Den) 
by  Mr.  Whitfield,  and  a  letter  from  Lady  War- 

rington, saying  that,  in  Sir  jMiles's  absence  from 
London,  she  was  in  the  habit  of  opening  his  let- 

ters, and  hence,  perforce,  was  become  acquaint- 
ed with  a  fact  which  she  deplored  from  her  in- 

most sold  to  learn,  namely,  that  her  nephew 
Warrington  had  been  extravagant  and  icas  in 
debt.    Of  course,  in  the  absence  of  Sir  Miles, 
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she  could  not  hope  to  have  at  command  such  a 
sum  as  that  for  which  ISIr.  Warrington  wrote, 
but  she  sent  him  her  heartfelt  prayers,  her  deep- 

est commiseration,  and  a  discourse  by  dear  Mr. 
Whitfield,  which  would  comfort  him  in  his  pres- 

ent (alas !  she  feared  not  undeserved !)  calamity. 
She  added  profuse  references  to  particular  Scrip- 

tural chajjters  which  would  do  him  good.  If 
she  might  speak  of  things  worldly,  she  said,  at 
srich  a  moment,  she  would  hint  to  Mr.  Warring- 

ton that  his  epistolary  orthography  was  any 
thing  but  correct.  She  would  not  fail  for  her 
part  to  comply  with  his  express  desire  that  his 
dear  cousins  should  know  nothing  of  this  most 
painful  circumstance,  and  with  every  wish  for 
his  welfare  here  and  elsewhere,  she  subscribed 
iicrself  his  loving  aunt, 

Margaret  Warrington. 

Poor  Harry  hid  his  face  between  his  hands, 
and  sate  for  a  while  with  elbows  on  the  greasy 
table,  blankly  staring  into  the  candle  before 
him.  The  bailiffs  servant,  who  was  touched 
by  his  handsome  face,  suggested  a  mug  of  beer 
for  his  honor,  but  Harry  could  not  drink  nor  eat 
the  meat  that  was  placed  before  him.  Gumbo, 
however,  could,  whose  grief  did  not  deprive  him 
of  appetite,  and  who,  blubbering  the  while,  fin- 

ished all  the  beer,  and  all  the  bread  and  the 
meat.  Mean\Yhile,  Harry  had  finished  another 
letter,  with  which  Gumbo  was  commissioned  to 
start  again,  and  away  the  faithful  crcatui-e  ran 
upon  his  errand. 

Gumbo  ran  as  far  as  White's  Club,  to  which 
house  he  was  ordered,  in  the  first  instance,  to 
carry  the  letter,  and  where  he  found  the  person 
to  whom  it  was  addressed.  Even  the  prisoner, 
for  whom  time  passed  so  slowly,  was  surprised 
at  the  celerity  with  which  his  negro  had  per- 

formed his  errand. 
At  least  the  letter  which  Harry  expected  had 

not  taken  long  to  write.  "  INIy  lord  wrote  it  at 
the  hall-porter  s  desk,  while  I  stood  there  then 
with  ]\Ir.  iMorris,"  said  Gumbo,  and  the  letter was  to  this  eifect : 

Dear  Sir, — I  am  sorry  I  can  not  comply 
with  your  wish,  as  I'm  short  of  money  at  pres- 

ent, having  paid  large  sums  to  you  as  well  as 
to  other  gentlemen.        Yours  obediently, 

March  and  R. 
Henry  Warrington,  Esq. 

"  Did  Lord  March  say  any  thing  ?"  asked  Mr. 
Warrington,  looking  very  pale. 

"He  say  it  was  the  coolest  thing  he  ever 
knew.  So  did  Mr.  Morris.  He  showed  him 
your  letter,  ̂ Master  Harry.  Yes,  and  Mr.  Morris 
say,  'Dam  his  imperence  !'  "  added  Gumbo. 

HaiTv  burst  into  such  a  yell  of  laughter  that 
JUS  landlord  thought  he  had  good  news,  and  ran 
in  in  alarm  lest  he  was  about  to  lose  his  tenant. 

But  by  this  time  poor  Harry's  laughter  was  over, 
and  he  was  flung  down  in  his  chair  gazing  dis- 

mally in  the  fire. 
''I — I  should  like  to  smoke  a  pipe  of  Vir- 

ginia," he  groaned. 

Gumbo  burst  into  tears :  he  flung  himself  at 
Hariy's  knees.  He  kissed  his  knees  and  his 
hands.  "  Oh,  master,  my  dear  master,  what  will 
they  say  at  home  ?"  he  sobbed  out. The  jailer  was  touched  at  the  sight  of  the 
black's  grief  and  fidelity,  and  at  Harry's  pale 
face  as  he  sank  back  in  his  chair,  quite  over- 

come and  beaten  by  his  calamity. 
"Your  honor  ain't  eat  any  thing  these  two 

days,"  the  man  said,  in  a  voice  of  rough  pity. 
''Pluck  up  a  little,  Sir.  You  aren't  the  first 
gentleman  who  has  been  in  and  out  of  grief 
before  this.  Let  me  go  down  and  get  you  a 

glass  of  punch  and  a  little  supper." 
"  My  good  friend,"  said  Hany,  a  sickly  smile 

playing  over  his  white  face,  "you  pay  ready 
money  for  every  thing  in  this  house,  don't  you  ? 
I  must  tell  you  that  I  haven't  a  shilling  left  to 
buy  a  dish  of  meat.  All  the  money  I  have  I 
want  for  letter-paper." 

"  Oh,  master,  my  master !"  roared  out  Gumbo. 
"Look  here,  my  dear  ̂ Master  Harry!  Here's 
plenty  of  money  —  here's  twenty -three  five- 
guineas.  Here's  gold  moidore  from  Virginia — 
here — no,  not  that — that's  keepsakes  the  girls 
gave  me.  Take  every  thing — every  thing.  1 
go  sell  myself  to-morrow  morning ;  but  here's 
plenty  for  to-night,  master!" 

"God  bless  you.  Gumbo!"  Harry  said,  lay- 
ing his  hand  on  the  lad's  woolly  head.  "  You are  free  if  I  am  not,  and  Heaven  forbid  I  should 

not  take  the  offered  help  of  such  a  friend  as 
you.  Bring  me  some  supper  ;  but  the  pipe  too, 
mind — the  pipe  too !"  And  Harry  ate  his  sup- 

per with  a  relish ;  and  even  the  turnkeys  and 
bailiff's  followers,  when  Gumbo  went  out  of  the 
house  that  night,  shook  hands  with  him,  and 
ever  after  treated  him  well. 

CHAPTER  XLVIL 
VISITORS    IN  TROUBLE. 

Mr.  Goibo's  generous  and  feeling  conduct 
soothed  and  softened  the  angry  heart  of  his 
master,  and  Harry's  second  night  in  the  spong- 
ing-house  was  passed  more  pleasantly  than  the 
first.  Somebody,  at  least,  there  was  to  help  and 
compassionate  with  him.  Still,  though  soften- 

ed in  that  one  particular  spot,  Harry's  heart  was 
hard  and  proud  toward  almost  all  the  rest  of  the 
world.  They  were  selfish  and  ungenerous,  he 
thought.  His  pious  aunt  Warrington,  his  lord- 

ly friend  ]March,  his  cj-nical  cousin  Castlewood 
— all  had  been  tried,  and  were  found  wanting. 
Not  to  avoid  twenty  years  of  prison  would  he 
stoop  to  ask  a  favor  of  one  of  them  again.  Eool 
that  he  had  been  to  believe  in  their  promises 
and  confide  in  their  friendship  !  There  was  no 
friendship  in  this  cursed,  cold,  selfish  country, 
lie  would  leave  it.  He  would  trust  no  English- 

man, great  or  small.  He  would  go  to  Germany, 
and  make  a  campaign  with  the  king ;  or  he 
would  go  home  to  Virginia,  bury  himself  in  the 
woods  there,  and  hunt  all  day  ;  become  his  mo- 

ther's factor  and  land-steward;  marry  Polly 
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Broadbent  or  raiiny  Mountain ;  turn  regular 
lobacco-grower  and  farmer ;  do  any  thing,  rath- 

er than  remain  among  thcvse  English  fine  gen- 
tlemen. So  he  arose  with  an  outwardly  cheer- 

ful countenance,  but  an  angry  spirit ;  and  at  an 
oarly  hour  in  the  morning  the  faithful  Gumbo 
was  in  attendance  in  his  masters  chamber,  hav- 

ing come  from  Bond  Street,  and  brought  Mr. 
ilarry's  letters  thence.  "I  wanted  to  bring 
some  more  clothes,"  honest  Gumbo  said ;  "but 
Mr.  Ruff,  the  landlord,  he  wouldn't  let  me  bring 
no  more." 

Harry  did  not  care  to  look  at  the  letters  :  he 
opened  one,  two,  three  ;  they  were  all  bills.  He 
opened  a  fourth ;  it  was  from  the  landlord,  to 
say  that  he  would  allow  no  more  of  Mr.  War- 

rington's things  to  go  out  of  the  house — that 
unless  his  bill  was  paid  he  should  sell  Mr.  W.'s 
goods  and  pay  himself ;  and  that  his  black  man 
must  go  and  sleep  elsewhere.  He  would  hard- 

ly let  Gumbo  take  his  own  clothes  and  portman- 
teau away.  The  black  said  he  had  found  ref- 

uge elsewhere — with  some  friends  at  Lord  Wro- 
tham's  house.  "  With  Colonel  Lambert's  peo- 

ple, "  says  Mr.  Gumbo,  looking  very  hard  at  his 
master.  ' '  And  Miss  Hetty  she  fall  down  in  a 
faint  when  she  hear  you  taken  up ;  and  Mr. 
Lambert,  he  very  good  man,  and  he  say  to  me 
this  morning,  ho  say,  '  Gumbo,  you  tell  your 
master  if  he  want  me  he  send  to  me,  and  I  come 

to  him.'  " 
Plarry  was  touched  when  he  heard  that  Het- 
ty had  been  afflicted  by  his  misfortune.  He  did 

not  believe  Gumbo's  story  about  her  fainting ; 
he  was  accustomed  to  translate  his  black's  lan- 

guage, and  to  allow  for  exaggeration.  But  when 
Gumbo  spoke  of  the  Colonel  the  young  Virgin- 

ian's spirit  was  darkened  again,  "/send  to 
Lambert,"  he  thought,  grinding  his  teeth,  "the 

I  man  who  insulted  me,  and  flung  my  presents 
back  in  my  face !  If  1  were  starving  I  would 
not  ask  him  for  a  crust!"  And  presently,  be- 

ing dressed,  Mr.  Warrington  called  for  his  break- 
fast, and  dispatched  Gumbo  with  a  brief  note  to 

Mr.  Draper,  in  the  Temple,  requiring  that  gen- 
tleman's attendance. 

The  note  was  as  haughty  as  if  he  was  writ- 
ing to  one  of  his  negroes,  and  not  to  a  free- 

1  born  English  gentleman,"  Draper  said  ;  whom, 
I  indeed,  Harry  had  always  treated  with  insufFer- 
[  able  condescension.    "It's  all  very  well  foi*  a i  fine  gentleman  to  give  himself  airs;  but  for  a 
'  fellow  in  a  s])on<j;ing-housc  !    Hang  him  !"  says 
i  Draper,  "  I've  a  great  mind  not  to  go  !"  Nev- 
!  crtheless  Mr.  Draper  did  go,  and  found  Mr, 
Warrington  in  his  misfortune  even  more  arro- 

gant than  he  had  ever  been  in  the  days  of  his 
;  utmost  prosperity.    ]\Ir.  W.  sat  on  his  bed,  like 
I  a  lord,  in  a  splendid  gown,  with  his  hair  drcss- 1  ed.    He  motioned  his  black  man  to  fetch  him 

!  a  chair. 
I  "Excuse  me,  madam,  but  such  haughtiness 
and  airs  I  ain't  accustomed  to!"  said  the  out- 

raged attorney. 
"Take  a  chair  and  go  on  with  your  story, 

my  good  Mr.  Draper,"  said  INIadame  dc  Bern- 
stein, smiling,  to  whom  he  went  to  report  pro- 

ceedings. She  was  amused  at  the  lawyer's  an- 
ger. She  liked  her  nephew  for  being  insolent 

in  adversity. 
The  course  which  Draper  was  to  pursue  in 

his  interview  with  Hany  had  been  arranged  be- 
tween the  Baroness  and  her  man  of  business  on 

the  previous  day.  Draper  was  an  able  man, 
and  likely  in  most  cases  to  do  a  client  good 
service ;  he  failed  in  the  present  instance  be- 

cause he  was  piqued  and  angry,  or,  more  likely 
still,  because  he  could  not  understand  the  gen- 

tleman with  whom  he  had  to  deal.  I  presume 
that  he  who  casts  his  eye  on  the  present  page  is 
the  most  gentle  of  readers.  Gentleman,  as  you 
unquestionably  are  then,  my  dear  Sir,  have  you 
not  remarked  in  your  dealings  with  people  who 
are  no  gentlemen  that  you  ofiend  them,  not 
knowing  the  how  or  the  why?  So  the  man 
who  is  no  gentleman  offends  you  in  a  thousand 
ways  of  which  the  poor  creature  has  no  idea 
himself.  He  does  or  says  something  which 
provokes  your  scorn.  He  perceives  that  scorn 
(being  always  on  the  watch,  and  uneasy  about 
himself,  his  manners  and  behavior),  and  he 
rages.  You  speak  to  him  naturally,  and  he 
fancies  still  that  you  are  sneering  at  him.  You 
have  indifference  toward  him,  but  he  hates  yon, 
•and  hates  you  the  worse  because  you  don't  care. 
' '  Gumbo,  a  chair  to  Mr.  Draper  I"  says  Mr.  War- 

rington, folding  his  brocaded  dressing-gown 
round  his  legs  as  he  sits  on  the  dingy  bed. 
"  Sit  down,  if  you  please,  and  let  us  talk  my 
business  over.  Much  obliged  to  you  for  com- 

ing so  soon  in  reply  to  my  message.  Had  you 
heard  of  this  piece  of  ill  luck  before  ?" 

Mr.  Draper  had  heard  of  the  circumstance. 
"Bad  news  travel  quick,  Mr.  Warrington,"  he 
said;  "and  I  was  eager  to  offer  my  humble 
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services  as  soon  as  ever  you  should  require  them. 
Your  friends,  your  family,  will  be  much  pained 
that  a  gentleman  of  your  rank  should  be  in  such 

a  position." "I  have  been  veiy  imprudent,  Mr.  Draper. 
I  have  lived  beyond  my  means"  (Mr.  Draper 
bowed),  "I  played  in  company  with  gentlemen 
who  were  much  richer  than  myself,  and  a 
cursed  run  of  ill-luck  has  carried  away  all  my 
ready  money,  leaving  me  with  liabilities  to  the 
amount  of  five  hundred  pounds,  and  more." 

"  Five  hundred  now  in  the  office  ?"  says  Mr. 
Draper. 

"  Well,  this  is  such  a  trifle  that  I  thought  by 
sending  to  one  or  two  friends,  yesterday,  I  could 
have  paid  my  debt  and  gone  home  without  far- 

ther to  do.  I  have  been  mistaken  ;  and  will 
thank  you  to  have  the  kindness  to  put  me  in 
the  way  of  raising  the  money,  as  soon  as  may 

bo." Mr.  Draper  said  "Urn!"  and  pulled  a  very 
grave  and  long  face. 

"Why,  Sir,  it  can  be  done  ?"  says  Mr.  War- 
rington, staring  at  the  lawyer. 

It  not  only  could  be  done,  but  Mr.  Draper 
had  proposed  to  Madame  Bernstein  on  the  day 
before,  instantly  to  pay  the  money,  and  release 
Mr.  Warrington.  That  lady  had  declared  she 
intended  to  make  the  young  gentleman  her  heir. 
In  common  with  the  rest  of  the  world.  Draper 
believed  Harry's  hereditary  property  in  Virginia 
to  be  as  great  in  money-value  as  in  extent.  He 
had  notes  in  his  pocket,  and  Madame  Bernstein's 
order  to  pay  them  under  certain  conditions :  nev- 

ertheless, when  Harry  said,  "It  can  be  done?" 
Draper  pulled  his  long  face,  and  said,  "It  can 
be  done  in  time,  Sir ;  but  it  will  require  a  con- 

siderable time.  To  touch  the  property  in  En- 
gland which  is  yours  on  Mr.  George  Warring- 

ton's death,  we  must  have  the  event  proved,  the 
trustees  released,  and  who  is  to  do  either? 
Lady  Esmond  Warrington,  in  Virginia,  of 
course,  will  not  allow  her  son  to  remain  in  pris- 

on, but  we  must  wait  six  months  before  we  hear 
from  her.  Has  your  Bristol  agent  any  author- 

ity to  honor  your  drafts  ?" 
"He  is  only  authorized  to  pay  me  two  hun- 

dred pounds  a  year, "  says  Mr.  Warrington.  ' '  I 
suppose  I  have  no  resource,  then,  but  to  apply 
to  my  aunt,  Madame  de  Bernstein.  She  will  be 

my  security." "Her  ladyship  will  do  any  thing  for  you, 
Sir;  she  has  said  so  to  me,  often  and  often," 
said  the  lawyer;  "and,  if  she  gives  the  word, 
at  that  moment  you  can  walk  out  of  this  place." 

"  Go  to  her,  then,  from  me,  Mr.  Draper.  I 
did  not  want  to  have  troubled  my  relations ; 
but  rather  than  continue  in  this  horrible  need- 

less imprisonment,  I  must  speak  to  her.  Say 
where  I  am,  and  what  has  befallen  me.  Dis- 

guise nothing !  And  tell  her  that  I  confide  in 
her  affection  and  kindness  for  me  to  release  me 

from  this — this  disgrace,"  and  Mr.  Warrington's 
voice  shook  a  little,  and  he  passed  his  hand 
across  his  eyes. 

"Sir,"  says  Mr.  Draper,  eying  the  young 

man,  "  I  was  with  her  ladyship  yesterday,  when 
we  talked  over  the  whole  of  this  here  most  un- 

pleasant— I  won't  say  as  you  do,  disgraceful 

business." "Vt^hat  do  you  mean,  Sir?  Does  Madame 
de  Bernstein  know  of  my  misfortune?"  asked Harry. 

"  Every  circumstance,  Sir  ;  the  pawning  the 

watches,  and  all." 
Harry  turned  burning  red.  "  It  is  an  unfor- 

tunate business,  the  pawning  them  watches  and 
things  which  you  had  never  paid  for,"  continued 
the  lawyer.  The  young  man  started  up  from 
the  bed,  looking  so  fierce  that  Draper  felt  a  lit- 

tle alarmed. 

"It  may  lead  to  litigation  and  unpleasant 
remarks  being  made  in  court,  Sir.  Them  bar- 

risters respect  nothing;  and  when  they  get  a 
feller  in  the  box  ..." 

"Great  Heaven,  Sir,  you  don't  suppose  a 
gentleman  of  my  rank  can't  take  a  watch  upon 
credit  without  intending  to  cheat  the  trades- 

man ?"  cried  Harry,  in  the  greatest  agitation. 
"  Of  course  you  meant  every  thing  that's  hon- 

orable ;  only,  you  see,  the  law  mayn't  happen 
to  think  so,"  says  Mr.  Draper,  winking  his  eye. 
"(Hang  the  supercilious  beast;  I  touch  him 
there!)  Your  aunt  says  it's  the  most  impru- 

dent thing  ever  she  heard  of — to  call  it  by  no 

worse  name." "You  call  it  by  no  worse  name  yourself,  Mr. 
Draper?"  says  Harry,  speaking  each  word  very 
slow,  and  evidently  trying  to  keep  a  command 
of  himself. 

Draper  did  not  like  his  looks.  ' '  Heaven  for- 
bid that  I  should  say  any  thing  as  between  gen- 

tleman and  gentleman — but  between  me  and 
my  client,  it's  my  duty  to  say,  '  Sir,  you  are 
in  a  very  unpleasant  scrape,'  just  as  a  doctor 
would  have  to  tell  his  patient,  '  Sir,  you  are  verv 

ill.' 

"And  you  can't  help  me  to  pay  this  debt  off 
— and  you  have  come  only  to  tell  me  that  1 
may  be  accused  of  roguery?"  says  Harry. 

"  Of  obtaining  goods  under  false  pretenses  ? 
Most  undoubtedly,  yes.  I  can't  help  it,  Sir. 
Don't  look  as  if  you  would  knock  me  down. 
(Curse  him,  I  am  making  him  wince,  though.) 
A  young  gentleman,  who  has  only  two  hundred 
a  year  from  his  ma',  orders  diamonds  and 
watches,  and  takes  'em  to  a  pawnbroker.  You 
ask  me  what  people  will  think  of  such  behavior, 
and  I  tell  you  honestly.  Don't  be  angry  with 
?ne,  Mr.  Wamngton." 

"Go  on,  Sir!"  says  Harry,  with  a  groan. 
The  lawyer  thought  the  day  was  his  own. 

"But  you  ask  if  I  can't  help  to  pay  this  debt 
off?  And  I  say  Yes— and  that  here  is  the 
money  in  my  pocket  to  do  it  now,  if  you  like- 
not  mine,  Sir — my  honored  client's,  your  aunt, 
Lady  Bernstein.  But  she  has  a  right  to  im- 

pose her  conditions,  and  I've  brought  'em  with 

me." 

"Tell  them.  Sir,"  says  Mr.  Harry. 
"They  are  not  hard.    They  are  only  for 

your  own  good:  and  if  you  say  Yes,  we  can 
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call  a  hackney-coach,  and  go  to  Clarges  Street 
to^'cthcr,  which  I  have  promised  to  go  there, 
whether  you  will  or  no.  Mr.  Warrington,  I 
name  no  names,  but  there  was  a  ([uestion  of 
marriage  between  you  and  a  certain  party." 

"Ah!"  said  Harry;  and  his  countenance 
looked  more  cheerful  than  it  had  yet  done. 

*'To  that  marriage  my  noble  client,  the  Bar-' 
oness,  is  most  averse — having  other  views  for 
you,  and  thinking  it  will  be  your  ruin  to  marry 
a  party,  of  noble  birth  and  title  it  is  true,  but, 
excuse  me,  not  of  lirst-rate  character,  and  so 
much  older  than  yourself.  You  had  given  an 
imprudent  promise  to  that  party." 

"Yes;  and  she  has  it  still,"  says  Mr.  War- 
rington. 

"It  has  been  recovered.  She  dropped  it,  by 
an  accident  at  Tunbridge,"  says  Mr.  Draper, 
"so  my  client  informed  me;  indeed  her  lady- 

ship showed  it  me,  for  the  matter  of  that.  It 
was  wrote  in  bl — " 

"Never  mind.  Sir!"  cries  Harry,  turning  al- most as  red  as  the  ink  which  he  had  used  to 
write  his  absurd  promise,  of  which  the  madness 
and  folly  had  smote  him  with  shame  a  thousand 
times  over. 

"At  the  same  time  letters,  wrote  to  you,  and 
compromising  a  noble  family,  were  recovered, " 
continues  the  lawyer.  "  You  had  lost 'em.  It 
was  no  fault  of  yours.  Yon  were  away  when 
they  were  found  again.  You  may  say  that  that 
noble  family,  that  you  yourself,  have  a  friend 
such  as  few  young  men  have.  Well,  Sir,  there's 
no  earthly  promise  to  bind  yon — only  so  many 
idle  words  said  over  a  bottle,  which  very  likely 
any  gentleman  may  forget.  Say  you  won't  go 
on  with  this  marriage — give  me  and  my  noble 
friend  your  word  of  honor.    Cry  off,  I  say,  Mr. 
W.    Don't  be  such  a  d  •  fool,  saving  your 
presence,  as  to  marry  an  old  woman  who  has 
jilted  scores  of  men  in  her  time.  Say  the  word, 
and  I  step  down  stairs :  pay  every  shilling 
against  you  in  the  office,  and  put  you  down  in 
my  coach,  either  at  your  aunt's,  or  at  White's 
Club,  if  you  like,  with  a  couple  of  hundred  in 
your  pocket.  Say  yes ;  and  give  us  your  hand. 
There's  no  use  in  sitting  grinning  behind  these 
bars  all  day !" 

So  far  Mr.  Draper  had  had  the  best  of  the 
talk.  Harry  only  longed  himself  to  be  rid  of 
the  engagement  from  which  his  aunt  Avanted  to 
free  him.  His  foolish  flame  for  Maria  Esmond 
had  died  out  long  since.  If  she  would  release 
him,  how  thankful  would  he  be!  "Come! 
give  us  your  hand,  and  say  done!"  says  the 
lawyer,  with  a  knowing  wink.  "Don't  stand 
shilly-shallying.  Sir.  Law  bless  you,  Mr.  W., 
if  I  had  married  every  body  I  promised  I  should 
be  like  the  grand  Turk,  or  Captain  Macheath 
in  the  play !" 

The  lawyer's  familiarity  disgusted  Harry, 
who  shrank  from  Draper,  scarcely  klowung  that 
he  did  so.  He  folded  his  dressing-gown  round 
him,  and  stepped  back  from  the  other's  proffered 
hand.  "  Give  me  a  little  time  to  think  of  the 
matter,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Draper,"  he  said, 

"  and  have  the  gooduess  to  come  to  me  again 

in  an  hour." 
"Very  good.  Sir,  very  good.  Sir!"  says  the lawyer,  biting  his  lips,  and,  as  he  seized  up  his 

hat,  turning  very  red.  "Most  j)artics  would not  want  an  hour  to  consider  about  such  an 
oiler  as  I  make  you  :  but  I  suppose  my  time 

must  be  yours,  and  I'll  come  again,  and  see 
whether  you  are  to  go  or  to  stay.  Good-morn- 

ing, Sir,  good-morning  !"  and  he  went  his  way, 
growling  curses  down  the  stairs.  "  Won't  take 
my  hand,  won't  he  ?  Will  tell  me  in  an  hour's 
time  !  Hang  his  impudence  !  I'll  show  him 
what  an  hour  is  !" 

Mr.  Draper  went  to  his  chambers  in  dudgeon 
then ;  bullied  his  clerks  all  round,  sent  off  a 
messenger  to  the  Baroness,  to  say  that  he  had 
waited  on  the  young  gentleman,  who  had  de- 

manded a  little  time  for  consideration,  which 
was  for  form's  sake,  as  he  had  no  doubt;  the 
lawyer  then  saw  clients,  transacted  business, 
went  out  to  his  dinner  in  the  most  leisurely 
manner;  and  then  finally  turned  his  steps  to- 

ward the  neighboring  Cursitor  Street.  "He'll 
be  at  home  when  I  call,  the  haughty  beast!" 
says  Draper,  with  a  sneer.  "The  Fortunate 
Y'outh  in  his  room?"  the  laAvv'er  asked  of  the 
sheriff's  officer's  aid-de-camp  who  came  to  open the  double  doors. 

"Mr.  Warrington  is  in  his  apartment,"  said 
the  gentleman,  "but — "  and  here  the  gentle- 

man winked  at  Mr.  Draper,  and  laid  his  hand 
on  his  nose. 

"But  what?  Mr.  Paddy  from  Cork!"  said 
the  lawyer. 

"  My  name  is  Costigan  ;  me  familee  is  noble, 
and  me  neetive  place  is  the  Irish  methrawpolis, 
Mr.  Six-and-eightpence !"  said  the  Janitor, 
scowling  at  Draper.  A  rich  odor  of  spirituous 
liquors  filled  the  little  space  between  the  double 
doors,  where  he  held  the  attorney  in  conversa- tion. 

"Confound  you,  Sir,  let  me  pass!"  bawled out  Mr.  Draper. 

"  I  can  hear  you  perfectly  well,  Six-and-eight- 
pence,  except  your  h's,  which  you  dthrop  out  of 
your  conversation.  Til  thank  ye  not  to  call 
neems,  me  good  friend,  or  me  fingers  and  your 
nose  will  have  to  make  an  intimate  hic-quaint- 
ance.  Walk  in,  Sir !  Be  polite  for  the  future 
to  your  shupariors  in  birth  and  manners,  though 
they-  me  be  your  infariors  in  temporary  station. 
Ciuifound  the  kay !  Walk  in.  Sir!  I  say! — 
Madam,  I  have  the  honor  of  saluting  ye  most 

respectfully!" A  lady,  with  her  face  covered  with  a  capuchin, 
and  further  hidden  by  her  handkerchief,  uttered 
a  little  exclamation  as  of  alarm  as  she  came 
down  the  stairs  at  this  instant  and  hurried  past 
the  lawyer.  He  was  pressing  forward  to  look 
at  her — for  Mr.  Draper  was  very  cavalier  in  his 
manners  to  women — but  the  bailiff's  follower 
thrust  his  leg  between  Draper  and  the  retreat- 

ing lady,  crying,  "Keep  your  own  distance,  if 
you  plaise  !  This  way,  madam!  I  at  once- 
recognized  your  ladysh — "    Here  he  closed  the 
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door  on  Draper's  nose,  and  left  that  attorney  to 
find  his  own  way  to  his  client  up  stairs. 

At  six  o'clock  that  evening  the  old  Baroness 
de  Bernstein  was  pacing  up  and  down  her  draw- 

ing crutch,  and  forever  running  to  the  window 
when  the  noise  of  a  coach  was  heard  passing  in 
Clarges  Street.  She  had  delayed  her  dinner 
from  hour  to  hour :  she  who  scolded  so  fiercely, 
on  ordinary  occasions,  if  her  cook  was  five  min- 

utes after  his  time.  She  had  ordered  two  cov- 
ers to  be  laid,  plate  to  be  set  out,  and  some  ex- 
tra dislies  to  be  prepared  as  if  for  a  little  fete. 

Four — five  o'clock  passed,  and  at  six  she  looked 
from  the  window,  and  a  coach  actually  stopped 
at  her  door. 

"  Mr.  Draper"  was  announced,  and  entered, 
bowing  profoundly. 

The  old  lady  trembled  on  her  stick.  "  Where 
is  the  boy?"  she  said,  quickly.  "I  told  you  to 
bring  him,  Sir !  How  dare  you  come  without 

him  ?" 
"It  is  not  my  fault,  madam,  that  Mr.  War- 

rington refuses  to  come."  And  Draper  gave 
his  version  of  the  interview  which  had  just 
taken  place  between  himself  and  the  young 
Virginian. 

CHAPTER  XLVIII 
AN  APPARITION. 

Going  off  in  his  wrath  from  his  morning's 
conversation  with  Harry,  Mr.  Draper  thought 
he  heard  the  young  prisoner  speak  behind  him; 
and,  indeed,  Harry  had  risen,  and  uttered  a 
half-exclamation  to  call  the  lawyer  back.  But 
he  was  proud,  and  the  otlier  offended:  Harry 
checked  his  words,  and  Draper  did  not  choose 
to  stop.  It  wounded  Harry's  pride  to  be  obliged 
to  humble  himself  before  the  lawyer,  and  to 
have  to  yield  from  mere  lack  and  desire  of 
money.  "An  hour  hence  will  do  as  well," 
thought  Harry,  and  lapsed  sulkily  on  to  the  bed 
again.  No,  he  did  not  care  for  Maria  Esmond. 
No ;  he  was  ashamed  of  the  way  in  which  he 
had  been  entrapped  into  that  engagement.  A 
wily  and  experienced  woman,  she  had  cheated 
his  boyish  ardor.     She  had  taken  unfair  advant- 

age of  him,  as  her  brother  had  at  play.  They 
were  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  and  they  ought 
to  have  spared  him.  Instead,  one  and  the 
other  had  made  a  ijrey  of  him,  and  had  used 
him  for  their  selfish  ends.  He  thought  how 
they  had  betrayed  the  rights  of  hospitality :  how 
they  had  made  a  victim  of  the  young  kinsman 
who  came  confiding  within  their  gates.  His 
heart  was  sore  wounded :  his  head  sank  back 

on  his  pillow :  bitter  tears  wetted  it.  ' '  Had 
they  come  to  Virginia,"  he  thought,  "I  had 
given  them  a  different  welcome!" 

He  was  roused  from  this  mood  of  despond- 
ency by  Gumbo's  grinning  face  at  his  door,  who 

said  a  lady  was  come  to  see  Master  Harry,  and 
behind  the  lad  came  the  lady  in  the  capuchin, 
of  whom  we  have  just  made  mention.  Harry 
sat  up,  pale  and  haggard,  on  his  bed.  The  lady, 
with  a  sob,  and  almost  ere  the  servant-man  with- 

drew, ran  toward  the  young  prisoner,  put  her 
arms  round  his  neck  with  real  emotion  and  a 
maternal  tenderness,  sobbed  over  his  pale  cheek 
and  kissed  it  in  the  midst  of  plentiful  tears,  and 

cried  out — 
"  Oh,  my  Harry !  Did  I  ever,  ever  think  to 

see  thee  here  ?" He  started  back,  scared  as  it  seemed  at  her 
presence,  but  she  sank  down  at  the  bedside, 
and  seized  his  feverish  hand,  and  embraced  his 
knees.  She  had  a  real  regard  and  tenderness 
for  him.  The  wretched  place  in  Avhich  she 
found  him,  his  wretched  look,  filled  her  heart 
with  a  sincere  love  and  pity. 

"I — I  thought  none  of  you  would  come!" 
said  poor  Harry,  with  a  groan. 

More  tears,  more  kisses  of  the  hot  young 
hand,  more  clasps  and  pressure  with  hers,  were 

the  lady's  reply  for  a  moment  or  two. 
"Oh,  my  dear!  my  dear.  I  can  not  bear  to 

think  of  thee  in  misery  !"  she  sobbed  out. 
Hardened  though  it  might  be,  that  heart  was 

not  all  marble — that  dreary  life  not  all  desert. 
Harry's  mother  could  not  have  been  fonder,  nor 
her  tones  more  tender  than  those  of  his  kinswo- 

man now  kneeling  at  his  feet. 
' '  Some  of  the  debts,  I  fear,  were  owing  to 

my  extravagance  !"  she  said  (and  thisM'^as  true). 
"You  bought  trinkets  and  jewels  in  order  to 
give  me  pleasure.  Oh,  how  I  hate  them  now  ! 
I  little  thought  I  ever  could  !  I  have  brought 
them  all  with  me,  and  more  trinkets — here! 
and  here  !  and  all  the  money  I  have  in  the 

world!" 
And  she  poured  brooches,  rings,  a  watch,  and 

a  score  or  so  of  guineas  into  Harry's  lap.  The 
sight  of  which  strangely  agitated  and  immense- 

ly touched  the  young  man. 
"Dearest,  kindest  cousin !"  he  sobbed  out. 
His  lips  found  no  more  words  to  utter,  but 

yet,  no  doubt,  they  served  to  express  his  grati- 
tude, his  affection,  his  emotion. 

He  becafne  quite  gay  presently,  and  smiled 
as  he  put  away  some  of  the  trinkets,  liis  presents 
to  Maria,  and  told  her  into  what  danger  he  had 

fallen  by  selling  other  goods  which  he  had  pur- 
chased on  credit ;  and  how  a  lawyer  had  in- 
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suited  him  just  now  uj)on  this  very  jioint.  He 
would  not  have  his  dear  Maria's  money  —  he 
had  enough,  quite  enough  for  the  present;  but 
he  valued  her  twenty  guineas  as  niut  h  as  if  they 
had  been  twenty  thousand,  lie  would  never  for- 

get her  love  and  kindness ;  no,  by  all  that  was 
sacred  he  would  not !  His  mother  shoidd  know 
of  all  her  goodness.  It  had  cheered  him  when 
he  was  just  on  the  jjoint  of  breaking  down  under 
his  disgrace  and  misery.  Might  Heaven  bless 
her  for  it !  There  is  no  need  to  pursue  beyond 
this  the  cousins'  conversation.  The  dark  day 
seemed  brighter  to  Harry  after  Maria's  visit ; 
the  imprisonment  not  so  hard  to  bear.  The 
world  was  not  all  seltlsh  and  cold.  Here  was 
a  fond  creature  who  really  and  truly  loved  him. 
Even  Castlewood  was  not  so  bad  as  he  had 
thought.  He  had  expressed  the  deepest  grief 
at  not  being  able  to  assist  his  kinsman.  He  was 
hopelessly  in  debt.  Every  shilling  he  had  M  on 
from  Harry  he  had  lost  on  the  next  day  to  oth- 

ers. Any  thing  that  lay  in  his  power  he  would 
do.  He  would  come  soon  and  sec  Mr.  Warring- 

ton ;  he  was  in  waiting  to-day,  and  as  much  a 
prisoner  as  Harry  himself.  So  the  })air  talked  on 
cheerfully  and  affectionately  until  the  darkness 
began  to  close  in,  when  Maria,  with  a  sigh,  bade 
Harry  farewell. 

The  door  scarcely  closed  upon  her  when  it 
opened  to  admit  Draper. 

"Your  humble  servant,  Sir,"  says  the  attor- 
ney. His  voice  jarred  upon  Harry's  ear,  and 

his  presence  offended  the  young  man. 
"I  had  expected  you  some  hours  ago,  Sir," 

he  curtly  said. 
"  A  lawyer's  time  is  not  always  his  own.  Sir, " 

said  Mr.  Draper,  who  had  just  been  in  consulta- 
tion with  a  bottle  of  port  at  the  Grecian.  "  Nev- 

er mind  ;  I'm  at  your  orders  now.  Presume  it's 
all  right,  Mr.  Warrington.  Packed  your  trunk? 
Why,  now,  there  you  are  in  your  bed-gown  still. 
Let  me  go  down  and  settle  while  you  call  in 
your  black  man  and  titivate  a  bit.  I've  a  coach 
at  the  door,  and  we'll  be  off"  and  dine  with  the 
old  lady." 

"Are  you  going  to  dine  with  the  Baroness 
de  Bernstein,  pray  ?" 

"Not  me — no  such  honor.  Had  my  dinner 
already.  It's  you  arc  a-going  to  dine  with  your 
aunt,  I  suppose  ?" 

"Mr.  Draper,  you  suppose  a  great  deal  more 
than  you  know,"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  looking 
very  fierce  and  tall,  as  he  folds  his  brocade 
dressing-gown  round  him. 

"  Great  goodness,  Sir!  what  do  you  mean?" 
asks  Draper. 

"I  mean,  Sir,  that  I  have  considered,  and 
that,  having  given  my  word  to  a  faithful  and 
honorable  lady,  it  does  not  become  me  to  with- 

draw it." 
"Confound  it,  Sir!"  shrieks  the  lawyer,  "I 

tell  you  she  has  lost  the  paper.  There's  no- 
thing to  bind  you — nothing.  Why,  she's  old 

enough  to  be — " 
"Enough,  Sir!"  says  Mr.  Warrington,  with 

a  stamp  of  his  foot.     "You  seem  to  think  you 

are  talking  to  some  other  pettifogger.  I  take  it, 
Mr.  Draper,  you  arc  not  accustomed  to  have 
dealings  with  men  of  honor." 

"Pettifogger,  indeed!  '  cries  Draper,  in  a 
fury.  "  Men  of  lujnor,  indeed  !  I'd  have  you 
to  know,  Mr.  Warrington,  that  I'm  as  good  a 
man  of  honor  as  you.  I  don't  know  so  many 
gandders  and  horse-jockeys,  perhaps.  I  haven't 
gambled  away  my  patrimony,  and  lived  as  if  I 
was  a  nobleman  on  two  hundred  a  year.  1 
haven't  bought  watches  on  credit,  and  pawned— 
touch  me  if  you  dare,  Sir!"  and  the  lawyer 
sjjrang  to  the  door. 

^'  That  is  the  way  out.  Sir.  You  can't  go 
through  the  window,  because  it  is  barred,"  said" Mr.  Warrington. 

"  And  the  answer  I  take  to  my  client  is  No. 
then  !"  screamed  out  Draper. 

Ilariy  stepped  forward,  with  his  two  hands 
clenched.  "If  you  utter  another  word,"  he 
said,  "  I'll — "  The  door  was  shut  rapidly — the 
sentence  was  never  finished ;  and  Draper  went 
away  furious  to  Madame  de  Bernstein,  from 
whom,  though  he  gave  her  the  best  version  of 
his  stor}',  he  got  still  fiercer  language  than  he 
had  received  from  Mr.  Warrington  himself. 

"What!  Shall  she  trust  me,  and  I  desert 
her?"  says  Harry,  stalking  up  and  down  his 
room,  in  his  flowing,  rustling  brocade.  "Dear, 
faithful,  generous  woman !  If  I  lie  in  prison 

for  years,  I'll  be  true  to  her ! " 

Her  lawyer  dismissed  after  a  stormy  inter- 
view, the  desolate  old  woman  was  fain  to  sir 

down  to  the  meal  which  she  had  hoped  to  share 
with  her  nephew.  The  chair  was  before  her 
which  he  was  to  have  filled,  the  glasses  shining 
by  the  silver.  One  dish  after  another  was  laid 
before  her  by  the  silent  major-domo,  and  tasted 
and  pushed  away.  The  man  pressed  his  mis- 

tress at  last.  "It  is  eight  o'clock,"  he  said. 
"  You  have  had  nothing  all  day.  It  is  good 
for  you  to  eat. "  She  could  not  eat.  She  would 
have  her  coffee.  Let  Case  go  get  her  her  cof- 

fee. The  lackeys  bore  the  dishes  oft'  the  table, 
leaving  their  mistress  sitting  at  it  before  the  va- 

cant chair. 

Presently  the  old  servant  re-entered  the 
room  without  his  lady's  coffee  and  with  a 
strange  scared  face,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Warring- 

ton !" 

The  old  woman  uttered  an  exclamation,  got 
up  from  her  arm-chair,  but  sank  back  in  it 
trembling  very  much.  "  So  you  are  come.  Sir, 
arc  you?"  she  said,  with  a  fond  shaking  voice. 
"Bring  back  the — ■  Ah!"  here  she  screamed, 
"Gracious  God,  who  is  it?"  Her  eyes  stared 
wildly :  her  white  face  looked  ghastly  through 
her  rouge.  She  clung  to  the  arms  of  her  chair 
for  support,  as  the  visitor  approached  her. 

A  gentleman  whose  face  and  figure  exactly 
resembled  Harry  Warrington,  and  whose  voice, 
when  he  spoke,  had  tones  strangely  similar,  had 
followed  the  servant  into  the  room.  He  bowed 
low  toward  the  Baroness. 

"You  expected  my  brother,  madam?"  he 
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said.  am  but  now  arrived  in  London.  I 
went  to  his  house.  I  met  his  sen^ant  at  your 
door,  who  was  bearing  this  letter  for  you.  I 
thought  I  would  bring  it  to  your  ladyship  be- 

fore going  to  him,"  and  the  stranger  laid  down a  letter  before  Madame  Bernstein. 

"Are  you" — gasped  out  the  Baroness — "  are 
you  my  nephew  that  we  supposed  was — " 

"  Was  killed — and  is  alive  !  I  am  George 
Warrington,  madam,  and  I  ask  his  kinsfolk, 
what  have  you  done  with  my  Tarother  ?" 

"Look,  George!"  said  the  bewildered  old 
lady.  "I  expected  him  here  to-night  —  that 
chair  was  set  for  him — I  have  been  waiting  for 

him.  Sir,  till  now — till  I  am  quite  faint — I  don't 
like — I  don't  like  being  alone.  Do  stay  and 
sup  with  mel" 

"  Pardon  me,  madam.  Please  God,  my  sup- 

per will  be  with  Harry  to-night !" 
"Bring  him  back.  Bring  him  back  here 

on  any  conditions.  It  is  but  five  hundred 
pounds  !  Here  is  the  money,  Sir,  if  you  need 

it!" 

"I  have  no  want,  madam.  I  have  money 
with  me  that  can't  be  better  employed  than  hi 

my  brother's  service." "  And  you  will  bring  him  to  me,  Sir!  Say 

you  will  bring  him  to  me  !" Mr.  Warrington  made  a  very  stately  bow  for 
answer,  and  quitted  the  room,  passing  by  the 
amazed  domestics,  and  calling  with  an  air  of 
authority  to  Gumbo  to  follow  him. 

Had  Mr.  Harry  received  no  letters  from 
home  ?    Master  Harry  had  not  opened  all  his 
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letters  tiie  last  day  or  two.  Had  he  received 
no  letter  announcing  liis  brother's  escape  from 
the  French  settlements  and  return  to  Virginia? 
Oh  no  I     No  suc!i  letter  had  come,  else  blaster 

Harry  certainly  tell  Gumbo.  Quick,  horses ! 
Quick  hy  Strand  to  Temple  Bar!  Here  is  the 
house  of  Captivity  and  tlio  Deliverer  come  to the  rescue ! 

3ikiiitljl!{  illrnu'^i  nf  Cnntiit  (Fiitiitn. UNITED  STATES. 
TIIE  anticipations  of  the  success  of  tlio  Atlantic 

telegraph,  which  Avcre  apparently  justified  by 
the  laying  of  the  cable,  and  the  subsequent  trans- 
niissiou  of  intelligible  messages,  have  not  been  re- 

alized. It  now  appears  that,  within  a  few  days 
after  the  cable  was  laid,  there  were  indications  that 
the  insulation  was  defective.  Theso  grew  more 
decided  every  day,  and  it  was  only  with  great  de- 

lay, and  by  constant  repetitions,  that  the  congratu- 
latory messages  were  transmitted.  On  tlic  1st  of 

September  a  dispatch  was  received  at  Trinity  Bay 
from  Valcntia;  since  which  time  only  faint  elec- 

trical currents,  at  irregular  intervals,  have  been 
perceived  at  the  Newfoundland  station.  The  cui'- 
rents  from  Trinity  Bay  to  Valentia  appear  to  be 
considerably  stronger  than  those  in  the  contrary 
direction.  There  is  much  diversity  of  opinion 
among  electricians  as  to  the  nature  of  the  difficul- 

ty ;  the  prevalent  supposition  is,  that  at  a  point 
some  three  hundred  miles  from  the  Irish  coast,  the 
cable  has  been  subjected  to  a  strain  which  has 
caused  the  gutta-percha  sheathing  to  open,  enabling 
the  water  to  reach  the  conducting  wire,  allowing 
a  largo  j)art  of  the  electrical  current  to  escape. 
Still,  the  fact  that  any  currents  are  transmitted 
proves  that  the  cable  has  not  parted. 

The  iron  steamer  Austria^  plying  between  New 
York  and  Hamburg,  was  burned  at  sea  on  the  13th 
of  September.  She  left  Hamburg  on  the  2d,  with 
538  souls  on  board,  of  whom  425  were  passenger.^, 
the  remainder  being  officers  and  crew.  It  is  said 
that  the  additional  passengers  taken  on  board  at 
Southampton  raised  the  Avhole  number  to  nearly 
GCO.  On  the  afternoon  of  the  13th,  when  within 
three  or  four  days  of  port,  the  boatswain  was  or- 

dered to  fumigate  the  steerage  by  immersing  a  hot 
iron,  in  a  bucket  of  tar.  ̂ Thc  tar  became  ignited, 
and  the  flames  spread  with  great  rapidity,  running 
through  the  gangways  and  hatchway's  at  . the  en- 

trance of  the  cabins,  cutting  off  all  retreat  to  those 
below.  No  attempt  appears  to  have  been  made  to 
extinguish  the  fire.  Most  of  those  who  succeeded 
in  gaining  the  deck  were  on  the  after-part  of  the 
vessel,  and  her  head  being  to  the  wind,  the  flames 
were  driven  back  upon  them,  compelling  them  to 
leap  overboard.  Attempts  were  made  to  launch 
the  boats,  but  of  those  that  were  loosed  all  except 
one  were  swamped.  As  the  engines  ceased  work- 

ing the  vessel's  head  swung  round,  and  the  flames 
were  driven  forward,  forcing  the  people  out  upon 
the  bowsprit,  from  which  many  flung  themselves 
into  the  sea ;  some  of  whom  sank,  while  others  sup- 

ported themselves  upon  fragments  of  the  ship. 
Two  vessels  were  just  in  sight  when  the  Are  took 
place.  One  of  these,  the  French  fishing  bark  Mau- 

rice, of  Nantes,  came  up  about  five  o'clock,  and 
succeeded  in  saving  sixty-seven  persons,  partly 
from  the  burning  Austria,  and  parti}'  from  the  wa- 

ter. The  other  vessel,  the  Norwegian  ship  Cata- 
rina,  came  up  during  the  night,  and  saved  from  the 
wreck  twenty-tvro  persons.  These  ninety-nine  are, 
in  all  probabilitv,  the  only  persons  saved. 

Vol.  XVil.— No.'i02.— 3  G 

Tlic  Paraguay  Expedition  is  about  to  be  dis- 
patclied.  The  origin  of  the  difficulty  with  Para- 

guay is  as  follows:  In  1852  the  United  States 
steamer  Water  Witch,  Lieutenant  Page  command- 

er, was  sent  out  to  make  an  exploration  of  the 
River  Plata  and  its  tributaries.  The  expedition 
was  undertaken  and  prosecuted  with  the  concur- 

rence of  Brazil,  the  Argentine  Confedcraticn,  and 
Paraguay — the  States  bordering  upon  these  waters. 
Every  thing  proceeded  satisfactorily  until  Septem- 

ber, 1851,  when  a  slight  difficulty  occurred  be- 
tween a  Paraguayan  citizen  and  Mr.  Hopkins, 

the  American  consul  at  Asuncion,  who  was  also  the 
general  agent  of  an  American  mercantile  company. 
The  Paraguayan  Government  took  up  the  quarrel ; 
a  sharp  correspondence  ensued,  which  was  ended 
by  the  withdrawal  of  the  exequatur  of  the  consul 
and  the  suspension  of  tlie  business  of  the  company, 
the  members  of  which  left  the  country  on  board  of 
the  American  steamer.  Shortly  afterward  Presi- 

dent Lopez  issued  a  decree  prohibiting  foreign  ves- 
sels of  war  from  navigating  the  rivers  of  Paraguay. 

On  the  1st  of  February  of  the  next  year  the  Water 
Witch,  while  ascending  the  Piver  Parana,  which 
forms  the  boundary  betvreen  Paraguay  and  Corri- 
cntes,  one  of  the  States  of  the  Argentine  Confeder- 

ation, was  fired  upon  from  the  Paraguayan  fort 
Itapiru.  The  man  at  the  helm  was  killed,  and  the 
vessel  was  slightly  injured.  The  steamer  was  at 
the  time  under  the  command  of  Lieutenant  Jeffers, 
Lieutenant  Page  and  most  of  the  officers  being  ab- 

sent on  an  exploring  expedition  in  another  quarter. 
It  was  subsequently  asserted  by  Lopez  that  the 
Water  Witch  had  left  the  "  common  channel,"  and 
was  actually  within  the  waters  of  Paraguay  ;  and 
lie  furnished  a  chart  of  tlie  river  and  the  position 
of  the  steamer  to  corroborate  the  assertion.  This 
chart  was  altogether  erroneous.  The  steamer  was 
in  the  channel  common  to  Paraguay  and  Com- 
entes,  as  is  shown  by  accurate  charts  prepared  by 
the  expedition ;  and  even  had  she  been  in  the  wa- 

ters of  Paraguay,  the  fact  that  she  was  not  properly 
a  vessel  of  war,  but  a  small  steamer  engaged  in  a 
scientific  enterprise,  should  have  exempted  her 
from  the  operation  of  the  decree  of  Lopez.  Eepara- 
tion  liaving  been  vainly  demanded,  the  present  ex- 

pedition— the  most  imposing  ever  fitted  out  by  our 
Government — has  been  fitted  out.  It  consists  of 
the  folloAving  vessels,  under  command  of  Commo- 
dore  "\y.  B.  Shubrick  : cricsrs. 

Men. 
Guns. 

40 
50O 

50 20 

250 

20 

10 

80 

6 
.  45 GOO 

50 
10 100 

10 10 
80 6 150 

16 
12 

180 
6 

Steamer-of-war  Water  "Nyitcli ..  10 140 
4 

10 60 

2 
10 

60 

o 
..  10 GO 2 

10 CO 

4 
.  10 

60 

4 

10 

60 

4 
50 

1 



S30 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

Hon.  J.  B.  Dowlin  accompanies  the  fleet  as  Com- 
missioner, with  full  powers  to  negotiate.  Com- 

mander Page,  whose  valuable  narrative  of  the  pre- 
vious expedition  will  soon  be  published,  acts  as 

"  Captain  of  the  Fleet,"  or  chief  executive  officer. 
It  is  understood  that  a  single  vessel,  bearing  the 
Commissioner,  will  proceed  up  the  river  to  Asun- 

cion, the  remainder  of  the  fleet  lying  below,  to  act 
in  case  of  necessity. 

The  October  elections  have  generally  resulted 
unfavorably  to  the  Administration.  In  Vermont 
Mr.  Hall,  the  Republican  candidate  for  Governor, 
was  elected  by  a  majority  of  more  than  16,000; 
the  same  party  electing  all  their  Congressmen  by 
large  majorities. — In  Maine  Mr.  JNIorell,  Repub- 

lican, received  about  12,000  majority  for  Govern- 
or ;  the  Opposition  claim  all  the  Members  of  Con- 

gress, but  the  vote  in  two  districts  is  so  close  that 
the  result  is  undecided. — In  Pennsylvania  the  Op- 

position candidates  for  State  officers  succeeded  by 
decided  majorities  ;  the  combined  Opposition  have 
probably  20  of  the  25  IMembers  of  Congress,  and  a 
majority  in  the  State  Legislature. — In  Ohio^  Iowa, 
and  Indiana,  the  result  is  decidedly  in  favor  of  the 
Opposition. — In  California  and  Florida  the  elections 
liave  gone  in  favor  of  the  Administration. 

"The  Crystal  Palace"  in  New  York,  built  in 
1853,  for  the  "Exhibition  of  the  Industry  of  all 
Nations,"  was  burned  on  the  afternoon  of  October 
5.  The  Exhibition,  it  will  be  remembered,  proved 
a  pecuniary  failure,  the  stockholders  losing  their  en- 

tire investment.  The  Fair  of  the  .Vmerican  Insti- 
tute had  just  been  opened  in  the  Palace,  which  was 

filled  with  objects  for  exhibition,  some  of  which 
Avere  of  considerable  value.  Many  works  of  Art, 
sent  to  the  Exhibition  of  1853,  still  remained  in  the 
Palace.  The  principal  of  these  were  Thorwald- 
sen's  colossal  group  of  "  Christ  and  the  Apostles," 
and  Kiss's  "  Amazon  and  Tiger."  These  were 
consumed  with  the  building.  The  fire  is  supposed 
to  have  been  the  work  of  an  incendiary,  and  a  re- 

ward of  83000  has  been  offered  for  his  apprehen- 
sion. The  entire  loss  is  estimated  at  fully  half  a 

million  of  dollars,  besides  the  value  of  the  build- 
ing, which  cost  6635,000,  and  might  probably  have 

been  sold  for  a  quarter  of  that  sum. 
The  steamer  Niarjara  sailed  from  Charleston  on 

the  22d  of  September  for  Liberia,  having  on  board 
the  negroes  taken  from  the  slaver  Putnam ;  they 
numbered  only  271  at  the  time  of  sailing,  47  hav- 

ing died  since  the  capture  of  the  slaver.  The 
steam-frigate  Great  Admiral,^  built  in  New  York 
for  the  Emperor  of  Russia,  was  launched  on  the 
21st  of  September.  She  is  the  largest  wooden  ship 
in  the  world,  being  325  feet  long,  55  broad,  and  34 
deep.  Her  armament  is  to  consist  of  40  shell  guns 
of  large  calibre  on  the  gun-deck,  and  two  pivot 
guns  on  tlie  spar-deck.  She  is  propelled  by  en- 

gines of  2000  actual  horse-power,  and  is  as  fully 
rigged  as  though  no  steam  was  to  be  employed. 

 The  first  mail  brought  overland  from  Califor- 
nia reached  St.  Louis  on  the  9th  of  October,  hav- 
ing been  conveyed  from  San  Francisco  in  twenty- 

three  days  and  four  hours.  Gold  has  been  dis- 
covered at  Pike's  Mountain,  in  Kansas  Territory, 

and  considerable  numbers  of  miners  have  gone 
there.  Some  accounts  represent  the  diggings  equal 
to  those  of  California ;  but  at  present  the  reports 
are  contradictory  and  unreliable.  From  Frazer's 
River,  also,  the  last  accounts  are  far  from  encour- 

aging, the  waters  not  having  fallen  sufliciently  to 
render  the  bars  generally  accessible. — ^In  Oregon 

and  Washington  Territories  the  Indians  manifest, 
an  unfriendly  spirit,  and  several  hostile  encounters, 
with  loss  of  life,  have  taken  place. 

EUROPE. 
The  British  revenue  for  the  last  quarter  shows 

a  decrease  equivalent  to  £5,000,000  for  the  year. 
This  diminution  is  moi'e  than  accounted  for  by  a  re- 

duction in  the  income  tax  amounting  to  £7,900,000. 
Money  is  so  abundant  that  the  Bank  of  England 
contemplates  reducing  the  rate  of  interest  to  2  per 
cent. ;  last  year  at  this  time  it  was  raised  to  10  per 
cent.  The  Great  Eastern  steamer  lies  useless, 
the  Company  which  built  it  not  having  funds  to 
complete  it.  A  project  is  on  foot  to  organize  a 
new  Company  to  purchase  the  vessel  at  a  large 
discount  from  its  cost.  It  is  also  said  that  the 
Emperor  Napoleon  has  made  overtures  for  its  pur- 

chase, Avith  the  intention  of  converting  it  into  a 
floating  battery.  -Mr.  Paul  Morphy,  the  Amer- 

ican chess-player,  is  attracting  much  attention. 
Having  vanquished  all  competitors  in  America, 
he  went  to  Europe  for  the  purpose  of  challenging 
Mr.  Staunton,  the  first  English  player.  He  has 
not  yet  met  this  antagonist ;  but  a  match  for  £500 
has  been  arranged.  In  the  mean  Avhile,  he  has 
beaten  with  ease  most  of  the  foremost  English  play- 

ers. In  a  match  for  £100  between  him  and  Mr. 
Lowenthal,  !Morphy  Avon  nine  games,  Lowenthal 
three,  and  three  Avere  draAvn.  He  subsequenth' 
offiered  to  play  eight  games  simultaneously,  with- 

out seeing  the  boards,  against  the  eight  victors  in 
the  Birmingham  Chess  Tournament.  Of  these 
games  he  won  six,  lost  one,  one  being  draAvn. 
Proceeding  to  Paris,  he  met  Mr.  Harrwitz,  esteem- 

ed the  best  player  in  Europe,  beat  him  in  a  short 
match,  and  then  repeated  his  Birmingham  exploit 
of  playing  eight  games  simultaneously  Avithout 
seeing  the  board ;  of  these  he  Avon  six,  tAA^o  being 
draAVTi.  The  King  of  Prussia,  Avho  has  been  in 
infirm  health,  bodily  and  mental,  for  many  months, 
has  resigned  the  gov^ernment,  appointing  his  broth- 

er Regent  of  the  kingdom. — Alexander  A'on  Hum- 
boldt completed  his  90th  year  on  the  14th  of  Sep- 

tember. The  occasion  Avas  celebrated  A\'ith  great 
honor.  The  A^eteran  savan  is  engaged  in  writing 
the  concluding  A'olume  of  his  great  Avork,  "Cos- 

mos." It  is  announced  that  a  telegraph  is  to  be 
constructed  from  the  Chinese  frontier  of  Russia  to 
St.  Petersburg ;  by  Avhich  means  intelligence  can 
be  received  from  Pekin  Avithin  ten  days. 

THE  EAST. 
The  treaties  negotiated  Avith  China  by  France, 

England,  Russia,  and  the  United  States,  have  not 
been  officially  published.    According  to  apparent- 

ly reliable  information,  they  embody  the  following 
points  :  France  and  England  are  to  be  indemnified 
—the  former  in  the  sum  of  $3,000,000,  the  latter 
!  in  $6,000,000— for  the  expenses  of  the  Avar;  each 
j  poAver  is  to  have  a  representative  at  Tien-sin,  Avho ,  shall  be  allowed  to  visit  Pekin  ;  the  Avhole  empire 
I  to  be  open  to  foreigners,  under  a  passport  system  ; 
i  Christianity  to  be  tolerated ;  additional  ports  to  be 
j  opened  to  foreign  commerce  ;  the  Chinese  to  be !  assisted  in  the  efforts  to  suppress  piracy.  Russia 
!  gains  some  A'ery  important  territorial  concessions 
!  on  the  Amoor  River.    The  treaty  Avith  the  United 

j  States  contains  a  comprehensiA'e  general  article,  in 
addition  to  special  stipulations,  providing  that  all 

!  rights,  privileges,  and  powers  granted  to  any  na- 
tion, its  merchants  or  subjects,  Avhether  political, 

I  mercantile,  or  otherwise,  and  not  conferred  bA'  the I  treaty  on  the  United  States,  shall  at  once  inure  to 
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the  benefit  of  the  United  States,  its  peculiar  func- 
tionaries, mcrcluints,  or  citizens.  Thoui;li  the 

war  in  the  north  has  thus  terminated,  the  condition 
of  the  allies  in  Canton  is  represented  as  unpleasant. 
The  city  is  nearly  deserted,  and  business  is  at  a 
stand-still.  The  Chinese  lose  no  opportunity  to 
assassinate  the  foreigners.  Fearful  revenge  is 
taken  by  the  English  and  French.  Two  Sepoys 
were  killed,  and  the  street  -where  the  deed  was  com- 

mitted was  leveled  to  the  ground.  An  English 
officer  was  fired  at,  and  the  building  from  which 
the  shot  proceeded  was  blown  down  by  a  cannon  ; 
rockets  were  discharged  into  the  commissariat 
stores,  and  an  order  was  given  that  all  the  houses 
in  the  neighborhood  should  be  razed.  "  House 
destruction,"  says  an  English  correspondent,  "is 
the  order  of  the  day."  Four  sailors  who  had 
landed  from  a  French  boat  were  set  upon  by  a  band 
of  "  braves  ;"  three  of  them  escaped,  but  the  fourth 
was  killed,  and  his  body  was  mutilated.  The 
naval  commander  landed  a  body  of  troops,  marched 
to  the  street  where  the  murder  was  committed, 
measured  off  a  hundred  paces,  and  ordered  every 
male  Chinese  found  in  the  houses  within  that  space 

to  be  seized,  killed,  and  left  to  swelter  in  the  sun. 
The  allies  are,  in  fact,  virtually  in  a  state  of  siege 
at  Canton.  From  Jriflia  we  learn  of  additional 
successes  gained  over  the  insurgents,  of  whom  at 
present  there  appears  to  be  no  considerable  force 
on  foot  in  any  quarter.  The  condition  of  Turheij 
is  in  every'  way  critical.  The  finances  of  the country  arc  at  the  lowest  ebb,  and  the  Sultan  has 
made  an  effort  at  retrenchment  Ijy  diminishing  the 
expenses  of  his  harem,  and  by  putting  a  stop  to  his 
extensive  gilding  projects.  There  are  rumors 
of  a  plot  toaepose  the  Sultan  and  place  his  brother 
Abdul-Aziz  on  the  throne.  It  is  reported  that  the 
majority  of  the  foreign  ministers  had  found  it  neces- 

sary to  intimate  to  the  leading  conspirators  that  if 
the  brother  came  to  the  throne  by  violent  means 
he  would  not  be  recognized  by  the  foreign  powers. 
From  various  parts  of  the  empire  there  are  ac- 

counts of  outrages  committed  by  the  Mohamme- 
dans against  their  Christian  neighbors.  From 

Africa  we  have  intelligence  of  the  safe  arrival  of 
\)\\  Livingstone  at  the  Zambesi,  and  of  his  success- 

ful attempts  to  advance  np  that  river  toward  the 
interior. 

t\\ixm\ 

Elements  of  Naiural  PhilosopJi!/,  by  Ei.ias  Loo^r-  I 
IS,  LL.D.  (Published  by  Harper  and  Brothers.) 
Few  writers  in  this  coimtry  have  furnished  more 
substantial  aid  to  the  cause  of  popular  education 
than  the  author  of  this  new  volume  of  a  course  of 
slemcntary  mathematical  study.  Professor  Loom- 
is  is  well  known  for  his  previous  admirable  pro- 

ductions in  this  department.  They  occupy  a  place 
of  their  own,  to  which  their  just  claims,  we  believe, 
have  never  been  called  in  question.  They  are  in- 

debted for  their  eminent  position  to  the  firmness  of 
grasp  with  \^ch  the  author  seizes  the  topics  of  sci- 

ence, to  the  comprehensiveness  and  lucidity  of  his 
own  views,  and  the  sagacity  with  which  he  unfolds 
their  essential  elements  to  the  student,  free  from  all 
extraneous  and  irrelevant  matter.  Dr.  Loomis  is  no 
compiler  from  the  text-books  of  other  writers.  His 
works  have  the  merit  of  originality,  so  far  as  that 
quality  can  be  predicated  of  the  statements  of  an 
exact  and  universal  science.  Ever}'  thing  which 
he  puts  on  paper  has  first  passed  through  the  alem- 

bic of  his  own  mind.  Hence  his  scientific  writ- 
ings, with  all  the  clearness  that  makes  them  useful 

to  the  novice,  possess  a  certain  freshness  and  vital- 
ity that  also  challenge  the  interest  of  the  adept. 

While  they  never  sacrifice  any  thing  of  precision 
and  accuracy  for  the  sake  of  popular  adaptation, 
they  are  singularly  free  from  superfluous  technics, 
and  rarely  send  away  a  reader  who  consults  them 
on  some  difficult  point  without  a  satisfactory  elu- 

cidation. On  this  account  they  are  more  valuable 
for  the  purpose  of  common  reference  than  more 
elaborate  treatises,  and  are  no  less  adapted  to  the 
library  than  the  class-room.  If  a  difficulty  oc- 

curs in  the  course  of  reading  or  conversation  in  re- 
gard to  any  point  of  mathematical  science,  we  know 

no  such  certain  method  of  readily  clearing  it  up  as 
to  refer  to  their  concise  and  luminous  explanations. 
In  the  volume  now  issued  Professor  Loomis  has  met 
Avith  his  usual  success  in  giving  a  popular  form  and 
expression  to  the  principles  of  natural  philosophy. 
It  in  no  respect  falls  short  of  the  high  standard  of 

excellence  attained  by  the  preceding  volumes  of 
the  series.  The  topics  of  which  it  treats  are,  in 
many  cases,  of  general  and  current  interest.  In 
this  age  of  material  development,  the  remark  of 
Dr.  Johnson  that  "we  are  geometricians  and  hy- 
drostaticians  only  by  chance"  has  by  no  means  the 
same  application  as  when  it  was  uttered.  Now- 

adays every  man  must  be  more  or  less  of  a  natu- 
ral philosopher  if  he  would  comprehend  the  move- 

ments by  which  he  is  daily  surrounded.  He  is  oft- 
ener  called  on  for  knowledge  in  regard  to  the  forces 
of  steam,  of  electricity,  of  animal  and  vegetable  life, 
and  of  mineral  combinations,  than  for  the  anah'sis 
of  the  faculties  of  the  mind  or  the  springs  of  moral- 

ity. The  ganeral  reader  will  accordingly  find  in 
this  volume  many  points  of  interest  which  he  would 
scarcely  look  for  in  an  elementary  manual.  Among 
other  topics,  it  treats  of  the  propelling  of  ships,  the 
raising  of  weights,  the  construction  of  arches  and 
domes,  the  flight  of  cannon-balls,  the  gyroscope, 
the  lifting  of  vrater,  the  diving-bell,  the  barometer, 
the  thermometer,  the  steam-engine,  the  telescope, 
and  the  magnetic  telegraph.  A  good  index  at  the 
close  of  the  volume  gives  a  complete  clew  to  its 
contents,  and  enables  every  reader  to  find  what  lie 
is  in  pursuit  of  without  embarrassment. 

Lectures  to  Children,  Second  /Series,  by  Kev. 
John  Todd,  D.D.  (Published  by  Hopkins,  Bridg- 
man,  and  Co.)  The  intention  of  these  lectures  is 
to  furnish  a  series  of  familiar  illustrations  of  the 
most  important  truths  of  religion,  in  a  form  adapt- 
ed  to  the  comprehension  of  the  youngest  members 
of  a  Christian  family.  The  author  has  a  wide 
fame  for  the  vivacity,  tenderness,  and  unction  with 
which  he  addresses  his  j'oung  audiences  by  the  pen. 
It  is  now  almost  a  quarter  of  a  century  since  the 
publication  of  his  first  series  of  lectures  to  children. 
Within  that  time  nearly  a  thousand  copies  annual- 

ly have  been  sold  ;  it  has  passed  through  a  great 
number  of  editions  in  this  country  and  in  England ; 
has  been  translated  into  French,  German,  Greek, 
and  several  other  languages  ;  and  is  now  succeed- 
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i.ni=  rii.e  ̂ d.  " 

in  cLillrea  with  zh-i  lip.se  ot"  yeirs. 

^  FaLvLEsfiKsl      SbddtjQ,  BUkemM.  and  Co.) 
rs2.irkib:le  power  ef  tliese  .iisoo^cir^  o:n.asc3  ia 
:i.eLr  tiLsdncCTess  clf  aim  izd  siaiipr  cf  pcxpcse. 
Wl-Jx  x^iTodj  an  excepdc-a.  ti^  nri:  £^:eacft  in 
i^ch  di5*wars5  is  i  g«iseril  pn>po<sid.:Eu  expressei 
Li  teraia  so  simple  ccn^ciie  xinx  th-y  mizbi 
s-irvc  f  :r  zhz  enzmcis-uaOi  cf  ̂   —achemj^tc-ii  prima- zii.  Tzis  ii  die  uvpe  of  the  cx^nii  cf  cr^iSi^iii.  wki.^ 
txreciLi  :i.r:ijt::'=.:  zh^  vc!l::zi^  It  is  wkcilvdes- 
cina-re  cf  r=a£rilide5,  aurb^idcu^  c^jnnioc.- 
p.Li.?r5,       xll  ih.^  swTiLi^iais  cf  rti-e^cric  by  wblch 

A  :e-ir  Ir-idiQ^  ti.::i,rtsi5  ci2nipo*£  nbi  stiipL*  cf  tbi 
irr.jck::  tiii  prizicir^jr  is  EC":>  iatoxc  c  a  enforcing  tl^ar 
Millport: j-cci  E-j  ilio-T  in;ich.  so:pe  to  tii-e  faixcj:  fetLt 

simr  [■^  ejjmfcst:a.rss  of  bis  scyle  is  sioreeKecsiTe- 
t^vin  ili  ti&i  ilioreci-ais  cf  cl':<3nyia«,  Tbue  mia 
oLj<r-.;t  cf  tie  Tcl-zi^  is  to  5j:;.^:is<=  thi  iitteacica  cf 
CiriscLiHS  to  th.'i  prlnLidve  pattera  cf  Krlidoa:  fc> 
3:rrs.ict  tir  rr:itb^  cf  tie  Gosp-i  wici  th-iir  scicsEin 
ippeils  to  tb.i  cooscIiacT?  ani  Leizu.  iatL-e  ii^iit  cf 
tii^ir  anci^t:  r^Altry.  ajil  to  tL^e  neojtssitj  cf 
i  2ior«  eoasiitic:  pr^rfessL'C  cf  pi-erv.  ex£zrp'.lifei 

persctLiI  ciforc  for  ti-e  spri:i..i  c:  CLristiicitT-  an-.i 
tL»  cuttT-ersioa  of  thi  wcrlL  it  ̂ i^^  t.i  vx  vaia  to 
L:oi  for  i  m;?'*  sclli,  Ea:is.;:ilijr.  vit^I  enfrriz-iw 
raiiu:  of  r-rli^o^  dsry  thia  is  coatj-inai  ia  tbese 
'iiscQcrsiS.  Thev  reid  like  tire  piC''i::ictio'E3  cf  :i 
piist  i^-?,  'wLia  tbLi  palpit  fec«  irizn  tii  laint 
cf  wori'iliness,  ici  praicbers.  lite  Baxter  s^ni  Ed- 
xr-iris,  icxiomoiid  tbe  diiepes:  c-oaviotfons  cf  ti'ilr 
Sjiis  ia  wor^is  cf  sclriaa  sfjuc-^rity.  liie  ch  .ir.re  in 
tlest  .iL«Ci:.arats  froai  tb.*  ejxLicr  e5"orts  cf  I>r.  Wiv- 
Lini,  whea.  witL  gl-owiii^  and  brUILLat  phjnisejli>- 

hi  Set  forth  uh,^i  stLbliniir^ cf  tb.'e  Eiission_ir»" en- 
tcrprisc,  is  strikin  r.  At  sLit  tirnc  te  exbibitei  k- 
-r,  rrct'-  l-A  discripti-e  po^^er.  iai  tii  5<=v.cri  locic  of Lis  statemrsts  wxs  soinrszi'iii.  tb.oxrb.  ao :  ceatraiiraiL 
&j  cfc^i  rich.  veLa  of  pcetiy  witb.  wiiioa  tJi-iy  wcr=  eni- 
bcllisbei-  Tbi  cto-re  a-stcr*  seta  :d  wbioh.  Le  bJ5 
a:Tr  aiioct&i  is  ioaatlcss  less  i-iip cai  to  iairar-.Irite 
p-:  ptLLix  eifect.  bat  it  ooa  Lirilj  IlLI  to  be  e^ea  racri 
rrodacti-re  cf  deep  aad  pemaaiat  iaipnessio-os. 

SrkvEsrs,  LL.D-  VoL  L  (PEibiislied  by  C^oa 
aai  Ponrer.)  cicre  strfkiar  ccatrast  in  tae 
iiistory  cf  iatellectajl  rai-caieat  is  prcseatai  tain 
thss  cf  tLe  rdizioas  pcsitica  cc  Fraace  aad  Ea^Liad 
daring  the  raidile  cf  the  Ust  oeatttry.  Ia  tm  for- 

mer ccaatry  shtllo^^aess  of  pbilcsi<:pfty.  firivciity 
c-f  EUiaaer:.  iad  iat.iase  worliliaess  cf  spirit 
prepjiring  the  wiy  for  the  struige  oatbreik  cf  irr^ 
iigicri  whioh  ttxs  sec  a  to  be  issc>ciitai  -wiiiL  the 
axess^s  cf  the  Freaoh  Eevdatioa-  Thi  id-a  cf 
daty  -ans  Toted  to  be  aa  obsolete  c^siepcioa.:  the 
hope  of  iainiortility  -wis  siy-illowei  ttp  ia  the  pros- 
pe-ot.  cf  xa  eterail  sleep:  aad  evea  the  iattutive 
fiitfi  ia  the  Deity  fided  froai  the  miai  aaier  the 
iaiaeaoe  cf  specaLiti  ::as  ̂ hioh  rec-irdeii  the  nsoCioes 
: :  the  seases  as  the  exolasi^e  siaroes  cf  tratii.  Ia 
Zaglia'l  oa  the  other  Lin^i.  thoiarh  a  welL-brai 
-Ji'iijfereaoe  to  th»*  higher  seatiateats  cf  the  soal 
Wis  the  geaeral  order  cf  the  diy.  the  Sr^  '  -r-  - 
Ilgioas  teli^  were  pc^rred  ataoag  tb  : 
tbr  ceoiale.  There  wis  saaioieat  ULitc 
ekctr^./are,  kia-iled  bv  the  tocoh  of  Wt^.:.-  iz^i 
Wkict^rI-1  z^>  burst  foctlr  iato  a 

eat  r-lfgio'cs 

.  cf  Ea-Lia'.i. ' 

riaa.    iJr.  Stevea^  iiis 

pects  cf  th*  sobj-^-t  firoci cf  view.    He  recoris  th ; 

beariags,  a^i-t  as  a  r".-:s.ri- bat  as  a  great 
tfce  Charoh  • to--  cacst  cf  the  Fc\:..tc 

ioa.    Fi-  piT^^at  - 
sirock  exteais  to  thi    :  ' the  seocai  rclaaie  wili  coaif  rise  the  kistoor  of 
British  Metbcdisai :  an/i  the  historr  cf  the  Meth- 
o^iiss  £-is.:-ocai  Cfcar«ciL  win  be-  giv^  ia  two  adli- 

Tbs  iKTtiaa  E«w  poMisfeed  in 
aaorii  ia  eaoQ^LTisiEg  pnoaiise  fsr  tbe  gea- 

erai  c-harj.o  :er  c  f  thse  wo  rk.   It  is  cffirtacily  fe  misii 

■ :  heasrre 

:a  177  >: 

it  cescrices — tho^ngk  HasA  mmaimg  iatC' 
sectarian  partiilirr — aad  a  Jasc  appKciaticir  cf  iki 
varioas  an.^  cctea  cjcirassai  fcxcelleac-ea  c>f  the 
Ebaa-.iers  of  ilethciisai.  Tbe  srrfe  is  aoTria^.  Eve- 
It.  and  ssiiSdeatIv  p.:,!Isii!ed.  widM-ES  forraaliuT-. 

Se^j^Mz-ii  JA-:.;.  b-  Chaeues  C.  B.  SsrocVrE- 
iPabiishei  by  Ear;:.er  aad  Br>jtb£r3-)  Tae  c:ai- 
piler  of  tiiis  volaaii  has  giTea  a  wid«  latitade  to 
the  tena  wfcieh  desigaates  tfee  character  of  its  eao- 
teats.  He  imda-ies  -  ithia  its  scc^pe  mi  oaly  thcee 
ia^iiviiiiils  Trho  tu-re  ris^ia  ro  sckatiac  cr  sjciil 
e— -.aeae-g  withoat  the  csa^l  appJiaaces  c*  edacii- 
tioa.  bat  a  gre:i£  Tiriety  cf  raea  wfeov  tbiagh.  fa- 

vored with  the  astral  adv^tag^  of  iicerary  ctkl- 
tar^j,  have  carreii  c-ct  tJ^eir  way  w  Esei'alaess  aad 
reaois-a.  ia  the  raMss  et*  f3rr:ii.iab.ie  obstacles,  by 
the  fjn?*  cf  their  cwa  gieaias  aad  eaergy.  Thas 
we  have  sketch-sa  cf  Daaiei  Webster.  laiaiaaael 
BLmt.  Rchte,  Sir  WHiiara  Jcn^,  aai  others, 

caa  iLardly  bo  ctdls-d  i^-Ir""-edacat£d  laea.  by  the  si-ie 
cf  Fltha  Barritt.  Barns.  IiearriCb.y.  E*r.  Fr:iak- 
lia,  aad  several  ethers  cf  a  similar  statng.  wI>t..  ia 
spite  cf  the  waat  cf  a  r«:ralar  earlv  aAajratic-c  Lave 
gaiasd  a  positica  aaicai  their  felIc^T-a>=a  which 
tentpcs  cae  to  crasiier  di«  learri-  g  of  the  sch^ds 
as  sapeniao  as.  The  aaity  cf  the  v.ol  ame,  ao-oia  niiag- 
ly,  is  to  be  fcaai  ia  the  txcz  that  it  ci:assts  cf  tia* 
bicTgraphies  cf  persc^as  who  Lave  :  :::a 
bv  diat  cf  strag-Le.  The  ccicapiler  h  :v 

ia  Lis  seleoti  :a"cf  subjetrts.   Faey  c  -  '^s- aiea,  schc-Lirs,  pceis.  iaveator^  m  -  as 
fcr  t'-^fr  laeatal  ab'ilitv  aad  attro..  . . 
aiorai  worth.  Jlr.  S^yaicar  has  raade  a  ; 
ase  cf  the  aaiple  materials  ia  bis  haa^if.  .  _  _  -. 
bliadlv  fcSowia^  aav  auttLoritv  he  kis  sekctei 

aatheatic  caiies.  aad  rep«5da:-!  tb-  i-^-rra-ira thas  obtained  ia  a  styfe  of  ra:b  -> 
a~ss  aad  viraeitv.    Bock  ia  :  .  ro 

his  bock  pc<s^^  the  eiemea:^  '  -  --..crest, aad.  what  is  stflira<r»  to  the  ;  .  aoc  £iii 
to  be  asefal  whersver  it  is  rea.i. 

A  J'iisnkm  6ru  ̂ If-Si.  I  v  Geoegf  AccrsTrs 

SiiLa.  (P^iished  "  :  '  ̂  '  ■  -  '  7  's.^  Ai- thcaga  a  parage  a  aad 

perpetaally  str     '  _  -  .  ̂   ̂ Sola  has  prod . 
taiaiajT  aiaav 
tempt  tL;  to  fc:.  -    -  -  - 
placeacy.  aad  ̂   ■ aioroas  bock  at  ai_L  : 

zeaaiae  wia  his  ef ' : 
plo?:*ble-  aad  be  is  - at  bis  sto  ries-  as  to  .  - 
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ject  of  ridiculo  himself.  Tlic  reader  will  not  be 
;ipt  to  place  much  reliance  on  his  disclosures  after 
he  finds  out  the  author's  mania  for  vivacity  and 
jioint ;  but,  taken  as  traveling'  romances,  he  may, 
no  doubt,  gain  not  a  little  entertainment  from  their 
perusal.  Anions?  the  luiii;  stretches  of  glittering 
.-and  we  ̂ metinies  come  upon  a  passage  of  pleas- 

ant narrative,  and  at  least  lind  a  striking  picture, 
if  not  a  veracious  statement.  The  best  [mrtions  of 
the  book  arc  devoted  to  an  account  of  llussi.m  coun- 
iry  life.  The  natives  arc  certainly  not  drawn  in 
rose-color;  indeeil,  if  the  portraits  here  given  are 
like,  they  must  be  inexcusably  hideous.  Their 
dwellings,  though  not  poverty-stricken,  are  dis- 

gusting. There  is  but  one  room  on  the  ground- 
tloor — a  vast  apartment,  with  walls  and  ceiling  of 
rough  logs,  and  not  a  glimpse  of  white-washing, 
painting,  or  paper-hanging  to  be  seen.  There  is 
no  special  dirt  where  all  is  dirt— no  conspicuous 
litter  in  the  universal  chaos.  A  good  thorough 
scrubbing  Avould  send  the  shanty  tumbling  about 
the  owner's  ears.  The  room  has  two  windows — 
one  for  show,  a  large  aperture,  fitted  with  a  pecul- 

iar dull  and  dingy  glass,  uniformly  covered  with 
dirt ;  the  other,  on  a  much  smaller  scale,  high  up 
in  the  wall,  of  no  particular  shape,  and  stuffed  with 
some  nondescript  material,  certainly'  not  glass — 
perhaps  rags,  or  dried  fish-skins.  IJig  black  spi- 

ders and  other  villainous  insects  crawl  over  its 
yellow  surface.  One  end  of  the  apartment  is  par- 

titioned off  by  a  raw  wooden  screen  ;  but  whether 
for  the  family  bedchamber  or  the  family  pig-sty  the 
author  could  not  determine.  AVith  the  exception 
of  a  few  coarse  daubs  of  pictures  of  saints,  every 
article  of  furniture  is  of  the  most  barbarous  de- 

scription. The  rotten  door  swings  on  leathern 
hinges  or  strips  of  raw  hide.  There  is  a  table, 
formed  of  two  long  fir  planks  resting  upon  massive 
tressels,  and  bearing  a  most  hideous  resemblance 
to  the  high  bench  platform  in  a  parish  dead-house. 
Around  the  room  runs  a  low,  wide  bench,  on  which 
the  surplus  members  of  the  family,  Avho  have  no 
accommodations  in  the  family-vault  bed,  lounge 
l)y  day  and  sleep  by  night.  A  rickety  old  chair 
and  an  enormous  chest  complete  the  inventory. 
To  sum  up  the  attractions  of  a  Russian  peasant's 
liouse  by  a  description  given  to  the  author  soon 
after  his  arrival  in  St.  Petersburg  by  a  certain 
young  Russian:  "A  moujik's  house  is  dark  and 
made  of  wood ;  the  floor  is  gray,  the  walls  are 
gra}-,  and  the  roof  is  gray;  you  can  cut  the  smell 
of  oily  fish  and  cabbage  soup  with  a  hatchet ;  and 
at  night  you  can  hear  the  bugs  bark." 

There  are  no  shops  in  a  Russian  village.  There 
are  some  houses  where  bread  is  sold,  and  the  inev- 

itable quota  of  government  dram-shops ;  but  for 
every  other  article  of  merchandise  you  must  go  to 
a  wretched,  seedy,  rag-shoppish  institution  digni- 

fied with  the  title  of  a  bazar.  Most  of  the  poor 
food  which  the  peasants  eat  they  produce  them- 

selves. The  coarse  grain  which  serves  as  fodder, 
equally  for  themselves  and  their  cattle  is  garnered 
in  their  own  bins  behind  their  own  hovels,  or  drawn 
from  the  common  granary.  Tor  raiment,  the  wo- 

men weave  some  coarse  fabric  for  common  wear, 
p.nd  spin  some  sailcloth-like  linen.  The  chief  prop 
of  the  municipal  authority  is  the  Holy  Stick.  Of 
this  the  happy  villagers  get  an  intolerable  amount 
from  every  petty  official.  The  young  men  of  the 
villages,  the  young  maidens,  the  children,  and 
even  the  idiots  and  sick  people,  can  be  lashed  like 
bounds  at  the  word  of  command  from  the  intendant. 

The  author  has  long  since  ceased  to  cherish  an} 
romantic  illusions  almut  the  beauty  and  pictur- 
cs(|uencss  of  pastoral  life.  I'lUt  he  was  hardly  jtrc- 
pared  to  find  such  a  lack  of  botli  among  the  Russian 
peasant  women.  The  Russian  peasant,  male  ov 
female,  is,  when  sober,  always  mournful,  dejected, 
doleful.  All  the  songs  he  sings  are  monotonous 
complaints,  drawling,  jjining,  and  despairing.  He 
has  upon  him  a  perpetual  home-sickness:  but  it  is 
a  sil  liness  not  for,  but  of  his  home.  lie  is  sick  of 
his  life  and  of  himself.  Only  when  drunk  docs 
he  liglit  up  into  a  feeble  corpse-candle  sort  of  gay- 
ety ;  but  it  is  temporary  and  transient,  and  he  so- bers himself  in  sackcloth  and  ashes.  Here  is  a 
Tialja,  or  peasant  girl,  sitting  listlessly  on  a  rough 
hewn  Ijcnch  at  the  door  of  one  of  the  hovels.  Of 
middle  size,  her  face  and  arms  are  burned  to  a 
most  disagreeable  tawny,  tan  In'own,  the  color  of 
the  pigskin  of  a  second-hand  saddle.  Iler  fore- 

head is  low  and  receding.  The  roots  of  the  hair 
of  a  dirty  straw  color,  growing  in  frightfully  close 
proximit}-  to  the  eyebrows.  Set  very  closely  to- 

gether in  this  brown  face,  are  two  eyes,  light  blue 
in  color,  without  brightness  or  intelligenee,  and 
producing  a  very  weird,  not  to  say  horrifying  ef-, 
feet.  The  nose  is  broad,  thick,  and  unshapely. 
The  mouth  is  not  1)ad,  lips  red  enough,  teeth  re- 

markably sound  and  white,  and  the  entire  features 
would  be  pleasant  but  that  the  corners  of  the  mouth 
are  drawn  down,  and  the  upper  lip  pendulous,  not 
sensually,  but  sensitively.  The  neck  is  short, 
clumsy,  and  thick-set,  of  the  unmitigated  bull  pat- 

tern ;  the  shoulders  broad  and  rounded  on  the 
back,  which  is  well  accustomed  to  carrying  bur- 

dens; the  feet  are  large,  long,  and  flat,  and  the 
swollen  veins  of  the  hands  showing  unmistakably 
hard  usage. 

Such,  on  a  very  reduced  scale,  relieved  of  its 
Avishy-warhy  dift\iseness  and  forlorn  attempts  at 
humor,  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  sketches  of 
this  would-be  jocose  northern  tourist.  In  a  sim- 

ilar vein  are  his  accounts  of  other  salient  features 

of  Russian  life,  and  they  may  aft'ord  amusement  to 
the  good-natured  reader,  if  not  l)y  the  liveliness  of 
the  description,  by  the  absurdity  of  the  author. 

Wells's  Natural  Philosophrj.  In  our  Septem- 
])cr  Number  we  gave  a  brief  notice  of  this  volume, 
and  specified  several  passages  which  justified  the 

unfavorable  opinion  which  we  then  expressed.  "We have  since  received  a  note  from  the  Publishers  of 
the  work,  complaining  of  that  notice  as  unjust,  and 
asking  the  insertion  of  a  reply  from  the  author. 
This  request  was  cheerfully  granted,  and  the  fol- 

lowing note  has  been  handed  to  us : 
"  To  the  Editor  of  Harper's  Magazine : 

"In  the  review  of  'Wells's  Natural  riiilosophy,'  con- 
tained in  your  September  Number,  the  writer  has  falleu 

into  sundry  scientific  and  other  errors,  of  which  we  trust 
you  will  admit  a  brief  notice.  The  reviewer  evidently 
had  before  him  an  early  impression  of  the  work,  in  v.-hich (as  was  almost  unavoidable-in  a  book  crowded  with  facts, 
and  printed  in  the  absence  of  the  author)  several  errors, 
typographical  and  otherwi.-e,  occurred.  These  were  cor- rected, so  far  as  discovered,  in  the  subsequent  editions, 
which  if  the  reviewer  had  seen,  he  would  have  had  r.o 
occasion  to  cite  the  errors  on  pp,  Gl,  19G,  SG."),  and  3GT, which  had  been  corrected  before  the  publication  of  the 
criticism. 
"With  regard  to  the  remaining  criticisms  (with  the 

exception  of  those  relating  to  pp.  S-i  and  115,  v.  hich  are 
noticed  Ijelow),  the  author  maintains  that  the  text  is,  in 
every  particular,  literally  and  undcniahlij  correct;  and  if 
room  could  be  had  for  the  demonstration,  it  could  be 
shown,  by  reference  to  the  latest  and  most  decisive  au- 
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thorities,  that  the  scientific  error  in  the  premises  lies  uith 
the  critic,  and  not  ivith  the  author:  e.  g.,  where  the  critic 
eorrp.cts  the  text,  p.  14i,  that  '  glass  repels  mercury,'  by 
the  strange  assertion  that  'the  attraction  of  glass  for 
mercury  is  far  stronger  than  its  attraction  for  water' — the  critic's  error  will  he  apparent  to  any  body  who  will 
plunge  a  piece  of  glass  successively  in  mercury  and  in 
water,  and  observe  that  while  the  water  is  sufficiently  at- 

tracted to  adhere  to  and  moisten  the  glass,  the  mercury 
l3aves  it  perfectly  dry. 

"The  critic's  assertion  that  the  book  'administers  a 
grave  rebuke  to  Sir  Isaac  Newton'  on  p.  327,  is  invidious as  well  as  erroneous:  since  the  name  of  the  great  philos- 

opher is  not  once  alluded  to  in  the  connection ;  nor  has 
the  author  any  proof  that  Sir  Isaac  ever  asserted  that 
'  by  mixing  powders  of  the  seven  different  colors  a  [gray- 

ish] white  is  produced.'  That  the  text  is  right,  and  the 
critic  wrong  in  impliedly  contradicting  it,  any  one  can 
be  assured  who  will  try  the  experiment:  the  compound 
vail  not  be  white,  but  a  dirty  brown. 

"  So,  also,  the  rebuke  administened  in  the  criticism  re- 
specting the  '  magnifying  power  of  lenses'  falls  not  anly 

upon  the  author  of  this  work,  but,  among  others,  upon 
Professor  Draper,  whose  statement,  on  p.  194  of  his 
'  Philosophy,'  is  identical  with  that  objected  to. 

"In  reference  to  the  error  on  p.  84,  it  is  literally  true, 
as  alleged  by  the  critic,  that  only  bodies  at  the  equator 
would  be  entirely  deprived  of  weight  by  accelerating  the 
earth's  motion  17  times.  But  the  value  of  the  criticism 
will  appear  when  it  is  considered  that  the  difference  in 
effect  upon  a  body  at  the  equator  and  at  New  York,  for 
example,  would  only  be  YtuTo'  ̂ ^^^^^  hook  waa 
merely  stating  a  general  principle,  it  was  deemed  allow- able to  use  the  round  number  instead  of  the  fraction. 

"  On  p.  115,  in  speaking  of  the  resisting  force  of  a 
beam,  the  text  should  have  said  '  when  strained'  instead 
of  '  compressed.'  This,  the  only  valid  con-ection  in  the 
entire  list,  is  frankly  acknoAvledged ;  eveiy  other  (except 
the  fraction)  will  be  satisfactorily  demonstrated  to  be  er- 

roneous, if  desired.'' 
In  reply  to  the  preceding  we  remark  that,  on 

the  17th  of  June,  1858,  >ve  procured  a  copy  of 
"  Wells's  Natural  Philosophy",  direct  from  the  pub- 

lishers ;  and  this  copy  was  believed  to  be  similar 
to  those  with  wliich  the  publishers  were  then  sup- 

plying the  market.  The  book  was  examined  and 
the  criticism  written  within  the  ensuing  fortnight. 
The  article  was  then  too  late  for  insertion  in  the 
August  Number,  and  was  accordingly  deferred  to 

September.  After  the  receipt  of  the  author's  note given  above  (viz.,  on  the  14th  of  September),  we 
requested  the  publisher  to  furnish  us  with  a  copy 
of  the  last  edition  of  Mr.  Wells's  book,  and  a  copy 
Avas  immediately  sent  us.  We  have  compared  this 
copy  Avith  the  one  obtained  June  17,  and  propose 
now  to  state  how  far  our  former  criticisms  are  ap- 

plicable to  the  new  edition.  For  convenience,  we 
will  consider  the  errors  before  indicated  in  their 
order. 

Ei-ror  1,  page  61. — The  justice  of  this  criticism 
is  eonceded  by  Mr,  Wells  ;  but,  to  our  surprise,  the 
error  remains  uncorrected  in  the  copy  furnished  us 
by  the  publishers,  September  14.  We  conclude, 
then,  that  although  this  error  may  have  been  cor- 

rected in  the  electrotype  plates,  it  was  still  con- 
tained in  the  edition  with  which  the  publishers 

Avere  then  supplying  the  public. 
Error  2,  page  84.— Mr.  W.  admits  that  here  is  a 

little  error ^  but  claims  that,  for  the  latitude  of  Ncav 
York,  the  error  amounts  to  only  the  y^oU  V^^'^- This  is  one  of  those  cases  Avhich  show  that  Mr. 
W.'s  scientific  attainments  do  not  qualify  him  to 
write  a  book  on  this  subject.  It  requires  no  great 
amount  of  science  to  perceive  that  a  body  at  the 
pole  vrill  sustain  no  loss  of  Aveight  in  consequence 
of  centrifugal  force  ;  and  the  loss  of  AA-eight  in  the 

latitude  of  Nbav  York  Avould  be  but  little  over  one 
half  Avhat  it  is  at  the  equator ;  Avhile  according  to 
Mr.  W.  a  body  Avould  in  each  case  lose  sensibly  all 
its  weight.  If  Mr.  W.  Avill  read  Lardner's  Astron- 

omy, p.  138,  he  Avill  probably  admit  the  truth  of 
our  statement. 

Error  3,  page  115. — The  justice  of  this*criticisni is  fully  admitted  by  Mr.  W. ;  but  it  is  not  claimed 
that  the  correction  has  yet  been  made. 

Error  4,  page  144. — The  justice  of  this  criticism 
is  entirely  denied  by  Mr.  W. ;  and  he  proceeds, 
Avith  an  air  of  triumph,  to  demonstrate  the  critic's error.  But  this  again  shoAvs  the  incompetency  of 
Mr.  W.  to  prepare  a  correct  book  on  Natural  Phi- 
losoph}'.  The  proof  that  glass  attracts  mercury  is 
derived  from  experiment.  If  a  glass  plate  be  sus- 

pended in  a  horizontal  position  from  one  arm  of  a 
balance,  and  be  brought  in  contact  Avith  the  sur- 

face of  Avater,  it  Avill  be  attracted,  and  the  amount 
of  this  attraction  may  be  measured  by  placing 
weights  in  the  opposite  scale.  We  thus  diseoA^er 
that  the  attraction  of  glass  for  Avater  is  about  50 
grains  for  each  square  inch  of  surface.  In  the 
same  manner  Ave  lind  that  the  attraction  of  glass 
for  mercury  is  about  175  grains  for  each  square 
inch  of  sui-face.  I\Ir.  W.  has  not  yet  discoA^ered 
Avhy  the  surface  of  mercury  is  depressed  by  the 
action  of  a  small  glass  tube.  If  he  Avill  read  the 
Avorks  of  Laplace  and  Poisson,  he  may  obtain  some 
light  on  the  subject. 

Error  5,  page  19G. — The  justice  of  this  criticism 
is  admitted  by  Mr.  W. ;  but  he  claims  that  the 
error  has  been  corrected  in  the  last  edition.  On 
referring  to  our  last  edition,  aa'o  find  that  he  has 
substituted  for  "tAA^o  octaves  higher,"  the  Avords 
"proportionally  higher."  Our  objection  to  this 
phraseology  is  that  it  is  indefinite.  Tlie  author 
has  substituted  for  a  definite  error  an  indefinite  tmth. 

Error  6,  page  286. — This  criticism  is  not  specif- 
ically noticed  by  Mr.  W.,  but  is  covered  by  the 

broad  assertion  that  "  the  text  is  literally  and  un- 
deniably correct,"  and  he  can  show  that  "  the  sci- entific error  lies  Avith  the  critic,  and  not  Avith  the 

author."  We  challenge  Mr.  V/.  to  make  good  his 
assertion. 

Error  7,  page  309. — Mr.  W.  say^,  "The  general effect  of  concave  mirrors  is  to  produce  an  image 
larger  than  the  object.''  ConcaA^e  mirrors  have  been 
used  for  telescopes  perhaps  more  extensively  than 
for  any  other  purpose ;  and  here,  Avhen  the  object 
is  a  planet  or  the  sun,  several  thousand  miles  in  di- 

ameter, the  diameter  of  the  image  is  only  a  fraction 

of  an  inch. 
Error  8,  page  321. — Mr.  Wells  defines  "the  op- 

tical centre  of  a  lens"  to  be  "  the  centre  of  the  sur- 
face of  a  lens."  Noav  this  is  so  far  from  being  true 

that,  in  a  meniscus,  the  optical  centre  is  without  the 
lens,  and  on  the  convex  side,  and  the  curvature  of 
the  tAA'o  surfaces  may  be  so  chosen  that  the  distance 
of  the  optical  centre  from  the  centre  of  the  surface 
may  he  increased  to  any  required  extent.  Mr.  W. 
has  totally  misconceiA-ed  the  meaning  of  the  term 
'  •  optical  centre."  For  hiformation  on  this  subject 
we  Avill  refer  him  to  Herschel's  Treatise  on  Light, Art.  323. 

Error  9,  page  324.— Mr.  W.  here  attempts  to 
shield  himself  by  pleading  that  he  has  fallen  into 
good  company,  and  that  he  has  only  copied  the 
statement  of  another  author.  Dr.  Draper  does,  in- 

deed, say  that  "the  magnifying  power  of  lenses  is 
not,  as  is  often  popularly  supposed,  due  to  the  pe- 

culiar nature  of  the  glass  of  Avhich  they  are  made, 
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but  to  the  figure  of  their  surfaces."  I'ut  this  re- 
mark is  directed  against  the  vulgar  error  iliat  mag- 

nifying ghisses  are  made  of  a  certain  kind  of  sub- 
stance baviiig  a  peculiar  quality,  and  diniinisliing 

glasses  of  a  substance  with  an  opposite  quality. 
Mr.  W.'s  statement  is,  however,  prefaced  by  the 
question,  "Upon  what  does  the  magnifying  power 
of  lenses  dcjMndf'^  and  he  replies,  "  It  is  nijt  due  to 
the  peculiar  nature  of  the  glass  of  which  they  are 
made,  but  to  the  figure  of  their  surfaces."  W'c  re- 

ply that  the  magnifying  power  of  a  lens  "  depends" both  upon  the  curvature  of  its  surfaces  and  upon 
the  material  of  which  it  is  made.  If  we  have  sev- 

eral lenses,  one  of  crown  glass,  another  of  the  dens- 
est flint  glass,  and  a  third  of  diamond,  and  all  have 

identically  the  same  curvature,  then  if  the  magni- 
fying power  of  the  first  be  represented  by  10,  that 

of  the  second  will  be  about  20,  and  that  of  the  third 
nearly  30.  These  numbers  indicate  how  far  the 
magnifying  power  of  a  lens  depends  upon  the  na- 

ture of  the  material.  Any  one  may  satisfy  him- 
self of  the  accuracy  of  the  preceding  numbers,  by 

computing  the  focal  lengths  according  to  the  prin- 
ciples explained  in  Herschel's  Treatise  on  Lir/ht. 

Error  10,  page  327.— Mr.  W.  says,  "  It  is  very common  to  find  it  stated  in  books  of  science  that 
by  mixing  powders  of  the  seven  different  colors 
together,  a  white,  or  grayish-white  compound  may 
be  produced.  This,  however,  is  not  the  fact.''  Mr. W.  seems  not  to  be  aAvare  that  the  statement  here 
referred  to  is  derived  from  the  writings  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton.  We  will  therefore  transcribe  a  few  sen- 

tences from  Newton's  Optics.  Newton  says,  "  By 
mixing  colored  powders  we  are  not  to  expect  a 
strong  and  full  white,  such  as  that  of  paper,  but 
some  dusky,  obscure  one,  such  as  might  arise  from 
a  mixture  of  white  and  black.  And  such  a  dark 
white  /  have  ofim  producul  hy  mixing  colored  poic- 
ders.  Now  considering  that  these  gray  colors  may 
be  also  produced  by  mixing  white  and  black,  and 
by  consequence  differ  from  perfect  white  only  in 
degree  of  luminousness,  it  is  manifest  that  there 
is  nothing  more  requisite  to  make  them  perfectly 
white  than  to  increase  their  light  sufficiently.  And 
this  I  tried  as  follows:  I  took  a  quantity  of  the 
above-mentioned  gray  mixture  and  rubbed  it  thick- 

ly upon  the  floor  of  my  room,  when  the  sun  shone 
upon  it  through  the  opened  casement,  and  by  it,  in 
the  shadow,  I  laid  a  piece  of  white  paper  of  the 
same  bigness.  Then  going  from  them  to  the  dis- 

tance of  12  or  18  feet,  the  powder  appeared  intensely 
tvhite,  so  as  to  transcend  even  the  paper  itself  in  tchite- 
ness." — T'z'cZe  Ncwtoni  Opera.  Ed.  Ilorsley,  tom.  iv., p.  95,  96,  An  abridged  notice  of  the  same  ex- 

periments may  be  found  in  the  Librai^  of  Useful 
Knotcledge^  under  Newton's  Optics^  p.  30. 

Error  11,  page  329. — Mr.  W.'s  statem.ent  respect- 
ing spherical  aberration  shows  that  he  has  no  clear 

idea  of  the  source  of  this  imperfection,  or  the  mode 
of  obviating  it,  for  he  says  that  "the  image  may 
be  rendered  perfect  by  making  the  screen  concave.'" That  this  statement  is  entirely  erroneous,  is  shown 
by  the  fact  tluit  when  the  object  is  a  mere  point  (as 
in  the  case  of  a  fixed  star),  tb.e  image,  which  should 
be  a  mere  point,  is  nevertheless  rendered  indistinct 
by  spherical  aberration. 

Error  12,  page  331.— Mr.  W.  says,  "The  com- 
plementary color  is  always  half  the  spectrum. 

Thus  if  we  take  half  the  length  of  a  spectrum  by 
a  pair  of  compasses,  and  fix  one  leg  on  any  color, 
the  other  leg  will  fall  upon  its  complementary  color, 
or  upon  the  one  which,  added  to  the  first,  wifl  pro- 
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ducc  white  light."  In  other  words,  by  coml)ining 
any  color  of  the  spectrum  with  some  other  color  of 
the  Pi>ectrum,  white  light  may  be  produced.  But 
according  to  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  no  two  colors  of  the 
spectrum  combined  will  form  white  light,  and  no 
scieut'ifc  optician  since  the  days  of  Neivton  has  dis- 

sented from  this  opiiiion. 
Error  13,  page  335. — The  paragraph  here  crit- 

icised, and  which  is  contained  in  the  edition  of 
June  17,  has  been  canceled  from  the  edition  of 
September  14,  and  another  has  been  substituted 
in  its  place  ;  but  it  is  questionable  whether  the  pu- 

pil will  be  able  to  derive  from  it  any  other  idea 
than  this — that  the  rainhovj  is  circular  because  it  is 
cireidccr. 

Error  14,  page  3G7. — Mr.  W.  admits  the  justice 
of  this  criticism  ;  but  the  error  remains  uncorrect- 

ed in  the  edition  of  September  14. 
Error  15,  page  42G. — The  errors  on  this  page  are 

not  simply  one  or  tAvo,  but  many.  Mr.  W.  asks, 
"A\'hat  are  the  lines  of  variation?"  but  he  evi- 

dently means.  What  are  the  lines  of  no  variation'? 
He  says  "  there  arc  two  lines  of  no  variation,"  and 
"the  Avestern  line  of  no  A'ariation  begins  in  lati- 

tude G0°."  NoAV  these  tAvo  lines  of  no  variation 
unquestionably  form  one  continuous  line  surrounding 
the  globe.  It  is  true  that,  in  the  neighborliccd  of 
either  pole,  this  line  has  not  hitherto  been  traced, 
but  it  has  been  traced  to  Avithin  less  than  20  degrees 
from  the  North  Pole.  He  also  says,  "  the  eastern 
line  of  no  A'ariation  begins  in  the  White  Sea,  de- 
scending  south  until  it  reaches  the  latitude  of  71°." 
NoAV  according  to  our  maps  no  part  of  the  "White Sea  extends  so  far  north  as  09°.  Will  Mr.  W.  ex- 

plain to  us  hoio  fir  south  one  must  travel  from  69° 
N.  latitude  h<fore  he  reaches  71°  iV.  latitude? 

Er7-or  16,  page  427. — Mr.  W.  says,  "It  is  gen- 
erally considered  that  there  are  two  magnetic  poles, 

or  tAvo  points  of  greatest  magnetic  intensity  in  each 
hemisphere."  He  also  says,  "the  north  magnetic 
pole  is  about  19°  from  the  north  pole  of  the  earth." 
This  shoAvs  that  by  magnetic  pole  he  means  the 
point  of  90°  dip,  and  his  language  implies  that  the 
point  of  90°  dip  is  identical  AA'ith  the  point  of  great- 

est magnetic  intensity.  Noav  these  tAVO  points  in 
the  northern  hemisphere  are  distant  from  each  oth- 

er about  twelve  hundred  miles,  a  circumstance  prob- 
ably "not  considered  essential  in  an  elementar}- 

Avork."  Mr.  W.  appears  to  be  profoundly  ignorant 
of  the  results  of  the  great  magnetic  crusade  Avhich 
Avas  undertaken  about  tAventy  years  ago. 

En^or  17,  page  428.— Mr.  W.'  says,  "  For  all  the ordinary  purposes  of  the  Avanderer  upon  the  ocean, 
the  magnetic  needle  may  be  considered  as f-ce  from 
error.''  On  the  usual  route  of  the  steamers  be- 
tA\'een  New  York  and  Liverpool  the  variation  of 
the  needle  at  one  part  of  the  track  exceeds  30  de- 

grees, and  throughout  more  than  half  the  track  the 
variation  is  never  less  than  25  degrees.  Do  com- 

mercial men  regard  25  degrees  as  unimportant? 
In  our  September  Number  Ave  stated  that,  "dur- 

ing a  hasty  perusal  of  this  book,  avc  liaA'e  marked over  a  hundred  errors,  fcAV  of  Avhich  can  be  charged 
to  the  carelessness  of  the  printer."  We  had  pro- 

posed to  make  further  extracts  from  this  list  of  er- 
rors, but  the  length  of  this  article  forbids  our  say- 

ing more  in  the  present  Number,  and  Ave  close  Avith 
repeating  the  conclusion  of  our  former  notice,  that 
"Mr.  Wells's  book  is  altogether  an  unsuitable  one 
to  put  into  the  hands  of  students  from  Avhicli  to  ac- 

quire a  knowledge  of  the  principles  of  Natural  Phi- 

losophy." 



LIFE  IN  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.—  I 
Life  never  had  the  fiilhiess  of  meaning  that  it  | 

has  now.  The  present  century,  and  especially  its 
last  twenty  years,  have  given  to  life  an  enlarge- 

ment, a  scope,  an  intenseness  that  have  imparted 
a  new  and  deeper  significance  to  manhood.  Talk 
as  we  may  of  the  past,  it  was  never  so  great  a 
thing  to  be  a  man  as  it  is  in  this  age.  Over  the 
centuries  gone  there  is  cast  a  soft,  mystical  vail 
that  pleases  the  fancy  while  it  obscures  the  reason, 
and  therefore  it  is  easy  for  our  romantic  sentiments 
to  find  in  them  the  high-seasoned  food  on  which 
their  spice-loving  nature  delights  to  feed.  The 
best  features,  too,  of  the  past  are  onh'  preserved ; 
for  poets  and  historians  are  not  much  inclined  to 
take  the  materials  of  their  arts  from  the  revolting 
aspects  of  humanity.  The  past  is  like  our  own 
childhood ;  we  see  it  in  ideal  splendors.  Time  is 
a  merciful  friend,  and  is  very  considerate  of  our 
stern,  common-sense  faculties.  It  graciously  hides 
much  from  our  eyes,  leaving,  for  the  most  part, 
only  such  objects  as  tend  to  awaken  the  glow  of 
imagination  and  inspire  the  fervors  of  generous  en- 

thusiasm. Despite  of  all  this  veneration  for  the 
past,  it  is  very  clear  to  any  thinking  mind  that 
the  present  century  has  been  a  most  munificent 
benefactor  to  the  human  family,  surpassing  far  all 
its  predecessors  in  width  and  depth  of  influence, 
stirring  the  hearts  of  men  with  a  new  and  perplex- 

ing consciousness  of  an  amazing  destiny,  and  im- 
pelling them  forward  on  a  pathway  where  ever}' 

step  is  an  ascension  toward  a  more  commanding 
height  of  greatness. 

There  is  a  childish  cant  abroad — and  sanctioned, 
too,  by  some  respectable  names — that  pretends  to 
find  fault  with  any  thing  like  warmth  and  earnest- 

ness in  the  appreciation  of  the  wonders  of  the  day. 
We  call  it  childish,  and  childish  it  certainly  is,  for 
there  is  nothing  man-like  in  that  stolid  inseusibil- 
it}'  to  the  present,  and  that  overweening  partiality 
for  the  past,  which  reverse  outright  every  just 
standard  of  judgment,  and  deprive  us,  with  an  ill- 
concealed  vindictiveness,  of  our  foothold  among 
the  stable  facts  of  the  age.  No  wise  man  reflects 
the  least  credit  on  himself,  or  honors  the  scheme 
of  providential  progress  as  it  evolves  its  mystery 
and  magnificence  from  generation  to  generation, 
by  undervaluing  to-day  and  reserving  his  hearti- 

est plaudits  for  yesterday.  So  far  from  this  being 
the  genuine  outworking  of  nature,  it  is  a  false  and 
corroding  morbidness  that  betrays  its  birth  in  a 
cynical  contempt  for  what  is  truly  grand  and  no- 

ble. Such  a  spirit  does  violence  to  all  our  better 
instincts.  To-day  is  God's  dispensation  to  our 
needs.  It  is  His  embodiment  to  us  of  divine  pur- 

poses and  aims — His  ofl*ering  to  our  hopes — His  in- 
vocation to  our  activity  and  ambition — His  great 

ensign,  hung  out  from  the  overlooking  heavens  for 
us  to  watch  and  follow.  The  past  was  His  appeal 
to  other  minds  and  other  hearts ;  and  although  it 
were  a  grave  error  to  suppose  that  we  are  to  turn 
our  eyes  away  from  His  former  manifestations,  yet 
it  is  the  plainest  dictate  both  of  philosophy  and 
faith  to  believe  that  the  present  is  a  divine  gift  to 
us  in  a  much  more  impressive  sense  than  the  past. 
For  the  present  is  a  specific  providential  adapta- 

tion to  us.  It  is  the  correlative  of  our  tastes,  sen- 
timents, and  capacity — the  prophecy  of  the  Infinite 

to  us,  and,  primarily,  to  us  alone.   We  are  in  close, 

immediate  contact  with  its  objects ;  and  on  us,  as 
means  of  discipline,  direction,  and  exaltation,  their 
agency  is  to  be  exerted,  or  utterly  fail  of  their  main 
end.  Nothing,  then,  in  the  past  can  be  on  the  same 
level  in  interest  and  momentousness  with  the  pres- 

ent ;  nothing  can  have  a  tithe  of  the  same  value  ; 
for  nothing  that  the  world  has  hitherto  seen  can 
come  recommended  to  our  acceptance  with  such 
tokens  of  the  Almighty's  direct  presence. 

But  apart  from  this  general  aspect  of  the  pres- 
ent, as  connected  with  the  principles  and  pursuits 

of  life,  there  is  the  additional  motive,  already  in- 
timated, of  the  high  and  intrinsic  worth  of  this 

age,  taken  in  relation  to  the  developments  of  intel- 
lectual, moral,  social  manhood.  Allow  a  liberal 

drawback  on  the  age  for  its  folh',  extravagance, 
and  irrational,  often  impious,  thinking,  and  still  it 
is  true — forcibly  true — that  manhood  never  stood 
at  the  altitude  it  now  stands;  never  had  such  an 
investiture  of  rights,  privileges,  and  possibilities ; 
never  had  such  openings  into  the  wealth  of  the  uni- 

verse. Nor  is  this  sudden  enhancement  of  human 
power  to  be  attributed  to  a  happy  coincidence  of 
favorable  circumstances;  and,  moreover,  it  is  but 
in  an  inconsiderable  degree  the  fruit  of  the  past. 
Admit,  as  we  gladly  may,  our  obligations  to  other 
generations,  it  is  nevertheless  a  fact  that  this  age 
occupies  its  own  independent  ground,  and  enjoys 
its  own  distinctive  honors.  Not  only  has  it  great- 

ly extended  the  preoccupied  realms  of  thought,  but 
it  has  entered  on  territories,  vast  and  wonderful, 
of  its  own,  and  annexed  them  as  sure  possessions 
of  princely  value  to  the  temt  cognita  of  an  older 
date.  It  has  established,  and  well-nigh  perfected, 
some  of  the  elder  sciences  ;  while  it  has  been  equal- 

ly successful  in  laying  the  foundations  and  raising 
the  massive  superstructure  of  sciences  for  which 
the  vocabulary'  of  our  ancestors  had  not  even 
names.  In  the  inventions  that  multiply  and  facil- 

itate labor  ;  in  those  applications  of  skill  and  inge- 
nuity that  tend  to  give  us  mastery  over  the  phys- 

ical forces  of  nature ;  in  better  modes  of  inter- 
course ;  in  the  practical  unfolding,  through  com- 
merce and  international  law,  of  the  ennobling  idea 

of  human  brotlicrhood  ;  and  above  all,  because  ho- 
lier than  all,  in  those  selecter  forms  of  thought  that 

lift  man  above  himself,  and  introduce  him  to  the 
fellowship  of  the  Infinite,  the  present  century  is 
without  a  rival.  Whether  we  look,  therefore,  at 
the  actual  discoveries  of  the  age,  or  at  the  great 
leading  sentiments  that  pervade  all  active  and  far- 
reaching  minds,  or  at  the  fresh,  buoyant,  human- 

izing spirit  all  abroad  in  the  hearts  of  men,  the  day 
in  which  we  live  is  full  of  most  striking  signifi- 

cance. It  is  a  day  to  ])e  thankful  for — a  day  to 
bless  with  such  thanksgivings  as  only  rise  from  our 
nature  Avhen  it  is  conscious  of  a  birth  into  a  larger 
freedom  of  thought  and  action — a  da}'-  that  brings 
the  resources  of  humanity  within  its  grasp,  and  at- 

tests, even  to  the  senses,  a  glory  within  reach  of I'ealization. 

One  of  the  distinctive  features  of  life  in  the  nine- 
teenth century  is  found  in  the  fact  that  the  domain  ̂ 

of  action  and  enjoyment  has  been  greatly  widened.  * 
Without  supposing  that  any  faculties  of  activity 
and  happiness  have  been  created,  we  may  assert 
that  the  multiplication  of  objects  to  call  forth  the 
energies  of  our  nature  has  intensified  the  mind  in  a 
remarkable  degree.    Indeed,  it  is  practically  the 
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conferment  of  a  new  power.  Shut  up  the  human 
intellect,  with  its  supplementary  forces  of  motive, 
sensiljility,  and  passion — conline  it  within  a  narrow 
range,  and  its  faculties  are  feel)le  and  inoperative. 
Its  mi;;hty  instincts  lie  dormant.  A  stranger  to 

itself,  it  is'a  stranger  also  to  the  world  without ;  for if  it  know  not  its  own  l)eing,  how  can  it  have  the 
key  to  those  hieroglyphics  that  are  recorded  over 
the  face  of  creation?  But  give  it  freedom  and 
strength  follows.  It  springs  into  life,  and  finds 
life  in  every  tiling.  Outward  objects  crowd  into 
its  inner  cliambers  and  fill  them  with  the  presence 
of  fellowship  and  joy.  A  ncAV  feeling  of  oneness 
with  the  universe  pervades  the  spirit ;  and  thought, 
no  longer  restrained  within  its  prison,  experiences 
a  bliss  like  friendship  in  the  communion  of  the 
open  world.  Nov/  it  can  not  be  doubted  that  the 
present  century  has  placed  man  on  far  better  terms 
with  visible  nature  tlian  he  has  ever  been  before. 
If  he  has  not  a  profound  insight  into  the  great  sys- 

tem with  which  he  is  so  intimately  identified,  he 
is  steadily  moving  in  that  direction.  The  steps 
already  taken  have  been  neither  few  nor  inconsid- 

erable, and  the  ground  made  good  by  the  certain- 
ties of  science  is  vantage-ground  for  farther  and 

more  rapid  progress.  Man's  sphere  of  activity  lias 
been  much  enlarged.  Franklin  walks  out  into  the 
fields,  and,  by  means  of  a  boy's  kite,  establishes 
the  identity  of  lightning  and  electricity.  Here  is 
a  valuable  truth  for  science,  but  not  for  science 
only.  It  is  a  new  truth  for  men's  homes  and  busi- 

ness. If  not  at  once,  yet  subsequently,  his  discov- 
ery becomes  a  large  and  lucrative  branch  of  trade  ; 

capital  and  labor  are  associated  with  it ;  and  in  our 
day  the  itinerating  "lightning-rod  wagon"  is  as 
common  a  sight  as  the  peddler's  pack  was  to  our 
forefathers.  Davy  takes  the  galvanic-battery  and 
commences  a  new  era  in  practical  chemistry  ;  but 
the  wonder  is  scarcely  heralded  in  the  gratulations 
of  scientific  men  before  chemistry  introduces  a  new 
department  in  manufactures,  and  hundreds  earn 
their  daily  bread  through  the  thought  of  one  saga- 

cious mind.  Daguerre  throws  the  sun's  light  on 
a  silvered  plate,  and  henceforth  the  million  have  a 
cheap  artist,  a  world-wide  branch  of  industry  and 
taste  is  created,  and  thousands  draw  their  suste- 

nance from  it.  Baron  Liebig  elaborates  a  few 
ideas  on  agricultural  chemistry,  and  the  trade  in 
guano  diverts  wealth,  shipping,  merchants  into  its 
service.  Science  has  proved  one  of  the  main  sources 
of  modern  industry,  and  perhaps  no  feature  of  the 
times  is  more  striking  than  this  constant  and  stim- 

ulating action  of  the  scientific  intellect  on  almost 
every  department  of  mechanics  and  manufactures. 
We  may  say,  indeed,  that  cultivated  mind  under- 

lies the  whole  system  of  trade  and  commerce.  The 
earnest  student  of  nature,  pursuing  some  solitaiy 
path  of  investigation,  is  subserving  the  interests  of 
the  humblest  artisan.  The  greatest  are  the  helpers 
of  the  lowliest.  A  profound  mind,  charmed  Avith 
a  magnificent  conception,  follows  its  development" 
until  it  has  led  into  remote  regions  of  thought ;  but 
on  returning  to  the  practical  world  it  finds  itself 
at  the  side  of  the  day-laborer,  with  a  fresh  incite- 

ment for  the  weary  muscle  of  toil. 
Men  of  this  day  have  measurably  lost  their  sen- 

sibility to  surprise.  Novelty  is  a  commonplace 
affair.  But  if  one  were  to  di-aw  out  a  catalogue 
of  those  staple  articles  that  have  been  reeenth^ 
added  to  the  materials  of  domestic  and  foreign  com- 

merce, it  would  astonish  him  to  see  how  largely 
industry  has  been  a  gainer  by  the  progreas  of  this 

century.  Who  would  have  thought,  a  few  years 
since,  that  imuK-nse  rafts  of  lumber  would  be  seen 
fioating  down  our  northern  rivers  to  supply  wood 
for  the  insignificant  match  ?  What  credulity  would 
have  believed  that  the  waste  of  our  houses,  the 
refuse  of  hotels,  the  ofial  of  the  streets,  would  have 
been  ectmomized  into  the  service  of  the  chemist  and 
agriculturist  ?  Who  Avould  have  dreamed  that  ice, 
India  rulibcr,  gutta  percha,  would  have  contributed 
so  much  to  our  activity  and  wealth  ?  "Who  would have  conjectured  that  steam-engines  would  give 
us  cheap  newspapers  and  books,  or  that  electricity 
would  employ  a  class  of  men  in  transmitting  hour- 

ly intelligence  ?  Nor  should  we  omit  to  notice  the 
new  uses  to  which  suljstanccs  long  known  have 
been  put.  Animal  bones,  instead  of  being  left  to 
bleach  in  the  open  air,  are  converted  into  manure 
for  the  soil.  Wood,  stone,  iron,  are  wrought  into 
a  multitude  of  shapes  to  gratify  the  convenience 
and  luxury  of  man.  Within  a  few  years  salt  has 
been  applied  to  new  purposes  in  art,  while  chlorine, 
iodine,  and  various  other  chemical  agents,  have 
greatly  extended  the  domain  of  practical  science. 
Sulphuric  acid  serves  the  husbandman,  and  copper 
gives  permanence  to  the  types  of  the  printer.  Not 
long  since  steam  seemed  to  be  the  boundary  of  hu- 

man power,  and  the  steam-engine  was  the  symbol 
of  this  progressive  age.  Who  can  forget  the  elO' 
quent  things  that  were  uttered  about  it  when  such 
men  as  Lardner,  Everett,  and  "Webster  descriljed the  wonders  of  its  service  ?  It  really  appeared 
that  it  would  half  monopolize  the  labor  of  the 
world.  Men  viewed  it  as  the  final  embodiment  of 
mechanical  genius — the  Samson  of  civilization — 
that  would  perfect  the  authority  of  mind  over  mat- 

ter, and  restore  to  liumanity  the  universal  sover- 
eignty of  the  earth.  Nor  was  the  language,  at 

that  day,  extravagant.  But  one  form  of  power 
soon  educates  us  into  a  necessity  for  another  and 
higher  form.  The  age  of  steam  prepared  the  way 
for  the  age  of  telegraphs  ;  and  now  men  justly 
speak  of  the  Atlantic  Telegraph  as  the  greatest 
event  in  the  history  of  the  Avorld  since  Columbus 
discovered  the  Western  Continent.  If  the  intro- 

duction of  steam  has  vastly  enhanced  the  mining, 
mechanical,  and  manufacturing  power  of  men,  no 
limits  can  be  set  to  the  utility  of  the  telegraph  as 
an  ally  of  mind,  as  an  instrument  of  intellectual 
and  social  action,  as  a  bond  of  peaceful  and  assim- 

ilating bi'otherliood.  The  hetirts  of  t-wo  mighty 
nations  have  throbbed  aloud  over  the  consumma- 

tion of  this  magnificent  work.  None  but  a  soul- 
less cynic  could  regard  the  exultation  as  a  jubilee 

of  Mammon.  Nor  is  tlie  popular  feeling  a  mere 
tribute  to  the  wisdom  and  skill  of  science.  No,  it 
is  a  far  deeper  and  nobler  sentiment.  A  true  in- 

stinct has  been  appealed  to,  a  profound  and  gener- 
ous impulse  has  been  lodged  in  the  bosoms  of  An- 

glo-Saxon bretliren,  and  men  have  felt  that  a 
prophecy  has  gone  over  the  waters,  speaking  of 
better  days  and  encouraging  loftier  hopes.  The 
great  achievement  takes  its  place  as  the  last  and 
grandest  link  in  that  chain  of  wonders  which  con- 

nects man,  not  with  fortunate  accidents  and  lucky 
circumstances,  but  with  a  system  of  progress.  It 
is  another  revelation  of  Providence.  It  is  a  fresh 
summons  to  the  soul  of  the  nineteenth  century  to 
put  forth  its  renewed  energies — to  believe  anew  in 
its  capacity,  under  God,  to  subdue  the  earth,  and 
make  it  a  habitation  of  blessedness. 

Looking,  then,  at  the  development  of  recent  in- 
dustry, it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  within  a  few 
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years  past  there  have  been  opened  new  sources  of 
wealth  sufficient,  of  themselves,  to  give  the  means 
of  subsistence,  and  even  of  luxury,  to  a  great  na- 

tion. On  this  subject  we  can  not  have  satisfac- 
tory statistics  ;  but  judging  from  the  lucrativeness 

of  certain  branches  of  trade  that  have  just  sprung 
into  existence,  we  can  be  at  no  loss  to  conjecture 
the  general  result.  One  who  takes  this  thought 
with  him,  and  walks  through  the  streets  of  a  great 
city,  will  have  ample  illustrations  of  the  fact  above 
stated.  Take  Broadway  in  New  York.  One  can 
not  pass  along  a  block  of  stores  without  being  re- 

minded of  the  immense  expansion  of  business  in 
consequence  of  the  introduction  of  new  elements 
into  trade.  Here  is  a  huge  clock  establishment 
that  advertises  business  on  a  grand  scale,  manu- 

factures clocks  for  the  humblest  families  of  the 
land,  and  has  its  traveling  agents  in  Europe.  Not 
long  ago  a  clock  was  the  next  thing  to  a  luxury ; 
poor  people  had  to  depend  on  the  City  Hall  steeple, 
or  tell  the  time  by  the  state  of  their  stomachs.  But 
now  this  useful  instrument  is  within  the  reach  of 
the  most  limited  means,  and  the  cook  considers  it 
a  part  of  kitchen  furniture.  Next  door,  sewing 
machines  are  clicking  at  their  work,  and  pressing 
their  merits  on  3'our  attention.  A  step  beyond,  if 
you  have  gray  hair,  there  is  a  big  window  full  of 
consolation  for  your  sensitiveness.  Farther  on,  a 
great  building  reminds  you  that  3'ou  are  in  bad 
health,  and  that  this  is  the  armory  where  the  weap- 

ons are  to  be  had  that  fight  disease.  You  can  hard- 
ly believe  it,  but  the  thought  is  forced  on  you  that 

patent  medicines  rival  wheat  and  cotton  in  the 
markets  of  the  world.  Not  far  off,  3'ou  have  a 
novelty  in  the  wa}'  of  a  burning  fluid  safer  than 
camphene  and  as  brilliant  as  gas ;  and  close  by, 
another  comforter  of  the  night,  in  the  shape  of  a 
spring  bedstead  that  gives  you  a  most  pleasant 
sense  of  friendship  for  your  thinly-covered  bones, 
and  restores  3"0u  to  the  day,  a  rejuvenated  man  in 
your  joints  and  muscles.  Walk  on,  and  cheap  am- 
brotj'pes  tempt  your  vanity.  Then  comes  a  palace 
of  art,  and  imperial  photographs  charm  your  ele- 

gant tastes.  But  the  practical  soon  salutes  you 
w4th  a  return  call  to  everyday  life.  A  large  show- 
window  offers  you  a  bed-bug  exterminator,  and  as- 

sures you  of  "  death  to  rats."  Breathe  a  moment 
and  examine  the  iron  furniture,  the  marbleized 
iron,  the  wire-work  patterns  for  verandas  and 
summer-houses  ;  and  then,  a  few  paces  on,  call  and 
see  the  process  of  silver-plating  by  galvanism;  and 
yet,  again,  the  agricultural  warehouse,  with  its  new 
implements  of  husbandry,  that  have  gladdened  the 
farmers  of  both  hemispheres.  What  a  medley  fol- 

lows !  A  lly-catcher,  self-sealing  cans,  newly-pat- 
ented stoves,  ranges,  boilers  ;  steam-heating  ap- 

paratus ;  India  rubber  goods ;  rare  articles  from 
China  and  Japan  ;  and  countless  other  novelties 
that  are  candidates  for  the  favor  of  your  purse. 
But  all  this  would  be  a  very  incomplete  view  of 
the  new  era  of  inventive  industry.  Go,  then,  into 
a  first-class  Broadway  hotel,  and  that  will  epito- 

mize the  new  arts  of  life  for  you.  Architecture  is 
an  ancient  art,  called,  in  one  form,  by  Coleridge, 
"a  petrified  religion,"  and  designated  by  Goethe 
and  De  Staiil  as  "frozen  music."  Neither  of  the 
finely-tuned  phrases  applies  to  hotel  architecture, 
for  it  is  the  ideality  of  the  street  in  ai-istocratic 
stone — the  grandeur  of  everyday  business,  in  its 
most  showy  costume.  It  is  an  eloquent  acknowl- 

edgment of  tlie  democratic  fact  that  the  public  is  a 
royal  personage,  and  is  entitled  to  entertainment 

in  kingly  style.  But  this  is  just  what  Scott  and 
Dickens  have  admitted  in  writing  great  fictions 
for  the  public  ;  while  Wordsworth,  in  poetry,  and 

Macaulay,  in  history-,  have  exemplified  the"  same truth.  In  brief,  the  public  is  the  monopolist  of 
regard,  genius,  and  practical  art,  vying  in  efforts 
to  do  it  honor.  For  this  reason,  we  repeat,  look  at 
the  modern  American  hotel.  Under  all  that  ex- 

travagance, and,  as  you  call  it,  folly,  there  is  a 
significant  fact,  full  of  meaning  to  one  who  inter- 

prets it.  You  see  modern  industry'  here  in  a  gal- 
axy of  glory.  Of  the  past  it  preserves  scarceh'  a 

relic ;  but  as  the  exponent  of  the  present,  it  stands 
proudly,  rather  too  proudly,  forth  and  challenges 
admiration.  It  is  an  illustration  of  the  point  we 
have  been  considering,  viz.,  the  Originality  of  Mod- 

ern Industry.  And  perhaps  no  better  t3'pe  of  it 
could  be  selected.  Modern  activity  is  based  on 
an  acute  perception  of  the  wants,  tastes,  habits, 
and  growing  power  of  the  public.  With  it,  caste 
and  class  are  secondary  considerations.  It  seeks 
custom  and  patronage  at  the  hands  of  the  masses. 
Its  first  and  last  care  is  to  please  them — ranging 
through  tlieir  variety,  holding  fast  to  their  unity, 
and  striving  to  suit  their  many-sidedness  by  every 
form  of  ingenious  adaptation  and  studied  skillful- 
ness.  Viewed  in  this  sense,  the  modern  hotel  is 
an  exponent  of  the  times.  It  is  a  palace  for  the 
public  ;  and  on  that  idea — the  inherent  superiority 
of  the  public — all  our  system  of  industry  proceeds. 
This  truth,  although  often  exaggerated,  is  never- 

theless a  recognition  of  a  grand  fact.  It  has  made 
modern  activity  ci'eative,  given  it  expansiveness, 
stimulated  its  utmost  strength,  and  stamped  it  as 
the  miracle  of  the  century. 

A  panoramic  view  of  modern  activity,  if  ade- 
quately conceived  and  represented,  would  exhibit 

an  impressive  picture.    What  distant  extremes, 
and  yet  how  near  together !    What  vast  dissimi- 

larity, but  what  suggestive  unity  !    How  various 
the  means  all  tending  to  a  common  end  !  How 
numerous  the  circles,  some  greater,  others  smaller, 
but  all  surrounded  by  the  same  horizon !    Here  is 
a  man  who  bends  over  the  spade  or  follows  the 
ploAv,  and  on  3'onder  hill  is  an  observatory,  where, 
night  after  night,  an  astronomer  is  fixing  his  searcli- 
ing  eye  on  the  remote  heavens.    Here  is  a  black- 

smith at  the  anvil,  and  there  is  one  Avho  sits  beside 
a  microscope  and  finds  the  Infinite  in  a  minute  atom. 
Here  is  one  engaged  in  teaching  a  child  its  alpha- 

bet, and  close  at  hand,  among  those  great  hills,  is 
a  geologist  tracing  the  cider  records  of  the  globe 
in  the  strata  beneath  him.    We  see  these  inequal- 

ities every  where.    One  makes  a  bare  subsistence, 
another  acquires  millions.    One  is  too  poor  to  own 
the  water  he  drinks,  while  another  has  the  revenue 
of  an  empire.    The  same  inequalitj'  runs  through 
all  the  aspects  of  our  intellectual  and  social  condi- 
I  tion ;  so  that  while,  in  some,  mind  appears  to  be 
I  little  else  than  the  creature  of  the  senses,  in  others, 
it  reveals  godlike  attributes.    It  would  seem,  at 
first  sight,  that  the  extremes  of  society,  if  taken  in 
all  their  connections,  are  wider  apart  than  ever  be- 

fore.   Select  any  of  the  best  specimens  of  the  civ- 
I  ilized  races  of  this  century,  men  of  the  highest 
position  in  all  respects,  and  place  in  contrast  the 

I  most  abject  and  illiterate  of  the  same  races,  and  it 
j  would  appear  that  the  effect  of  modern  civilization 
had  been  to  throw  the  extremes  of  society  farther 

I  from  each  other  than  at  any  former  period.  With 
I  proper  qualification,  this  is  true.    But  how  has  it 
I  been  brought  about  ?    All  classes  of  society  have 
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moved  forward,  but  not  at  the  same  rate  of  pro- 
gress. The  i)casantry  of  Europe  are  far  superior  to 

the  "  riUiens''  of  the  Feudal  ages,  ami,  even  within 
a  hundred  j-ears,  the  laboring  population  of  Great 
Dritaiu  have  greatly  advanced.  Oaten  bread  has 
been  superseded  by  eorn  and  wheat,  and,  since  1820, 
the  consumption  of  tea  and  coftec  has  much  in- 

creased. The  i)oorer  classes  arc  far  more  healthy, 
the  average  continuance  of  life  is  longer,  the  pro- 

portion of  marriages  is  larger,  licentiousness  has 
diminished,  and  the  number  of  births  has  been 
augmented.  At  the  samq  time  it  must  be  admit- 

ted that  the  intellectual,  refined,  wealthier  portions 
of  society  have  made  a  more  striking  advancement. 
The  benefits  of  modern  civilization  have  inured 
more  to  them  than  to  the  poorer  classes,  but  this 
can  not  be  considered  as  a  law  of  the  social  state, 
nor  is  it  any  thing  else  than  a  temporary  and  in- 

cidental result.  Inequalities  must  continue.  Men 
are  difterently  constituted  ;  temperaments,  capac- 

ity, and  habits  arc  dissimilar;  like  opportunities 
instantly  become  unlike  when  they  pass  into  their 
hands;  and  hence,  uniformity  of  condition  and  pro- 

gress is  impossible.  Nevertheless,  men  gravitate 
toward  the  same  centre,  and  although  disturbing 
causes  in  the  moral,  as  in  the  physical  world,  may 
modify  the  action  of  gravity,  yet  the  tendency  is 
alike  in  kind,  if  not  in  degree,  in  all  instances. 

We  have  remarked  that  the  benefits  of  modern 
progress  have  not  been  distributed  with  absolute 
equality ;  and  furthermore,  that  we  can  not  expect 
uniformity  in  social  circumstances.  A  Christian 
civilization  does  not  require  all  to  occupy  the  same 
level.  But  it  does  require  that  every  man  shall 
have  the  use  of  his  faculties  and  means  to  the  ut- 

most possible  extent,  and  that  all  classes  shall 
have  freedom  of  opportunity  to  make  the  best  of 
their  position.  Manhood  is  God's  creature  in  God's world.  It  is  here  to  be  cultivated,  not  to  be 
stunted  in  growth.  It  is  here  to  be  developed  to 
the  full  measure  of  earthly  excellence,  not  to  be 
cramped  and  restrained.  Modern  activity  is  con- 

tributing to  this  end.  One  of  the  agencies  of 
Providence  to  quicken  and  invigorate  mind,  to 
arouse  consciousness  and  enlarge  the  sphere  of  life, 
it  is  slowly  ctfecting  a  vast  change  in  the  charac- 

ter and  prospects  of  the  laboring  classes.  Its  two 
main  characteristics — fii'st,  the  impulse  communi- 

cated to  intellect,  and,  secondly,  the  broad  surface 
over  which  it  is  extending,  must  diffuse  its  influ- 

ence, and  carry  all  parts  of  society  forward  to- 
gether. Industry  has  too  generally  been  synony- 

mous with  beast-like  drudgery.  15ut  this  degra- 
dation can  not  continue.  Labor  has  not  been  as 

promptl}-  affected  by  the  spirit  of  the  age  as  other 
social  interests.  Nor  is  this  surprising.  It  wiis 
isolated  from  the  great  controlling  forces  of  the 
Avorld.  It  stood  apart  by  itself,  and  participated 
no  more  than  machinery  in  the  ongoings  of  soci- 

ety. It  Avas  not  a  living  part  of  the  determinative 
will  of  the  public  mind.  Prejudices  scowled  on  it. 
Selfishness  abused  it,  and  rejoiced  in  the  abuse.  It 
was  under  a  double  curse— the  curse  of  the  Adamic 
transgression,  and  the  Avorse  curse  of  human  heart- 
lessness.  Owing  to  these  causes  labor  was  not  as 
quickly  reached  by  the  redeeming  spirit  of  the 
centmy  as,  under  more  auspicious  circumstances, 
it  would  have  been  ;  but,  notwithstanding  the  de- 

lay, certain  it  is  that  a  liberating  power  has  begun 
to  act  on  its  interests.  In  our  own  country  in- 

dustry has  been  the  first  to  feel  the  awakening 
genius  of  the  age.    The  structure  of  American  so- 

ciety being  simple,  the  fields  of  enterprise  open, 
every  man  both  his  own  fortune-teller  and  for- 

tune-maker, nothing  external  was  a  barrier  in  the 
way  of  pros[)erity.  \\'hcther  our  political  institu- tions will  he  iuiitated  in  other  sections  of  the  world 
may  admit  of  great  doubt.  But  the  .'Spirit  of  in- 

dustry as  developed  here — its  intelligent  freedom, 
earnest  strength,  and  heroic  boldness — must  pene- 

trate the  heart  of  the  world  ;  and  if  we  were  asked 
to  point  out  the  noblest  service  that  our  country 
has  rendered  to  humanity,  we  should  select  the 
spectacle  of  its  rejoicing  and  triumphant  activity. 
The  moral  of  American  liberty  is  in  our  fields,  in 
our  workshops,  and  along  our  crowded  thorough- 

fares. Newfoundland  Fisliing  Banks,  Peruvian 
Islands,  Northwestern  wilds,  Texan  praiiies,  and 
Pacific  slopes  have  exemplilied  the  meaning  of  our 
independence.  There  is  a  great  soul  in  American 
industry,  and  it  is  doing  a  vast  work,  not  only  for 
us  but  for  the  world. 

Allusion  has  already  been  made  to  inventions 
and  discoveries  in  their  bearing  on  human  activ- 

ity. Inventions,  especially  such  as  have  signal- 
ized this  practical  age,  are  benefactions  to  the 

world.  So  far  as  their  economic  value  is  con- 
cerned they  can  scarcely  be  computed.  Take  the 

simpler  forms  of  machinery,  and  their  productive 
power  is  amazing.  By  the  aid  of  machinery  one 
man  is  able  in  stone-dressing  to  perform  as  much 
work  as  twenty  men  by  hand,  while  in  cotton- 
spinning  one  intelligent  American  operative  is 
equal  to  three  thousand  of  the  most  expert  spin- 
nei  s  in  Ilindostan.  But  it  is  not  in  this  view  that 
we  wish  to  contemplate  them.  They  have  a  far 
higher  value.  Inventions  are  the  counterparts  of 
those  great  works  that  immortalize  the  literature 
of  a  people,  and  act  as  the  sources  of  inspiration 
to  all  ages.  Homer,  Plato,  Shakspeare,  I\Iilton — 
such  men  are  the  crowned  monarchs  of  mind, 
swaying  sceptres  that  none  dispute.  But  man  is 
also  a  creature  of  the  physical  world,  and  if  he 
need  genius  to  serve  him  in  intellectual  tastes  and 
enjoyments,  he  equally  needs  it  to  promote  his 
earthly  well-being.  The  few  must  elevate  the 
many.  Such  is  the  decree  of  Heaven  every  where, 
in  every  thing.  One  ocean  feeds  many  clouds, 
one  sun  illumines  many  stars,  one  genius  blesses 
many  generations.  Nor  let  it  be  supposed  that 
genius  has  its  chief  sphere  in  the  pre  duction  of 
poetry  and  philosophy,  as  if  this  were  the  main 
work  God  had  appointed  it  to  execute.  In  any 
estimate  of  life  intellectual  and  sjiiritual  interests 
must  always  take  precedence,  but  it  Avere  folly  to 
deny  that  a  great  thought  embodied  in  an  inven- 

tion should  not  be  appreciated  as  an  inA'aluable 
contribution  to  the  treasures  of  mankind.  InA^en- 
tive  genius  operates  through  matter — stern  and 
stubborn  matter— that  Avill  not  change  its  nature, 
nor  abate  its  forces,  nor  alter  its  laAvs.  If  that  gen- 

ius investigates  its  properties,  seizes  its  strength, 
and  brings  its  very  magnificence  into  the  service  of 
its  race,  it  performs  a  majestic  office,  and  enrolls  it- 

self among  the  dignitaries  of  mind.  Men  look  on  the 
earth  as  a  mere  dAvelling-place,  a  transient  home, 
a  cradle,  and  a  grave.  These  are  uuAVorthy  ideas 
— uuAVorthy  because  of  their  limitation.  They  are 
not  the  Divino  ideas  of  the  material  universe. 
Open  the  Bible  and  read  of  the  earth,  " /;!  is  his 
footstool ;"  and  then  consider  that  man  is  the  ap- 

pointed and  endowed  agent  to  adorn  and  beautify 
this  footstool.  Sent  into  the  Avorld  to  do  this  work 
as  Avell  as  to  prepare  for  a  future  being,  man  finds 
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matter  a  discipline,  a  test  of  his  intelligence  and 
skill,  a  theatre  for  expansive  and  extensive  effort. 
Inventive  genius  is  the  highost  expression  of  his 
complete  sympathy  with  nature.  It  is  a  sacra- 

mental fellowship  with  her  grandeur,  a  token  of  the 
i-estoration  of  that  beautiful  intercourse  which  sin 
interrupted.  Is  there,  then,  no  moral  power  in  a 
great  invention  ?  Is  the  inventive  spirit  of  the 
age  bringing  nothing  to  humanity  but  piston-rods, 
cranks,  and  complicated  wheels  ?  The  first  thing 
that  God  did  in  the  history  of  the  world  was  to  pre- 

pare a  perfect  home  for  a  perfect  humanity ;  and 
noAV,  for  redeemed  man,  the  work  of  refitting  the 
earth  to  be  a  suitable  habitation  is  in  progress. 
This  thought  gives  significance  to  inventive  genius 
in  its  relations  to  modern  activity.  Certain  it  is 
that  an  improving  race  needs  an  improving  world ; 
sure  are  we  that  they  act  and  interact  on  each  oth- 

er ;  and  hence  the  tremendous  impulse  that  has 
been  communicated  to  meclianical  genius  and  act- 

ive industry  is  a  token  of  a  holier  morality,  a  more 
gentle  and  tender  brotherhood,  a  purer  spirituality 
in  the  ages  awaiting  humanity. 

Nor  must  we  omit  to  notice  the  educative  power 
of  inventions  and  discoveries.  If  these  are  the 
products  of  quickened  thought,  in  turn  they  im- 

part new  life  to  mind.  Men  who  can  not  appreciate 
Plato  and  Milton  can  comprehend  a  steam-engine, 
a  galvanic  battery,  a  telegraph,  and,  whether  crit- 

ics smile  or  scoff,  they  can  feel  the  presence  of  the 
human  soul  in  them.  Then,  too,  as  it  respects  the 
magnificent  discoveries  in  science  that  have  recent- 

ly been  made,  what  an  impetus  have  tliey  given  to 
the  intellect  of  the  day  !  Inductive  science  is  the 
great  strength  of  this  age,  and  to  what  do  wo  owe 
its  efficiency  as  a  means  of  culture  but  to  those 
vast  discoveries  of  modern  times  that  have  opened 
the  secrets  of  the  universe  to  our  inspection,  and 
imparted  a  meaning  to  our  admiration  of  its  won- 

ders that  was  never  felt  before  ?  It  has  been  about 
two  centuries  and  a  half  since  the  philosopher  of 
St.  Albans  saw  that  men  were  unconscious  of  the 
inheritance  of  knowledge  provided  by  the  bounty 
of  Nature  for  them.  The  title-deed  to  this  more 
than  imperial  wealth  had  been  lost,  and  none  knew 
save  he  where  it  was  to  be  found.  False  to  man, 
ho  was  true  to  nature.  The  impulses  that  moved 
Bacon  to  study  the  principles  of  a  rational  sj^stem 
of  philosophy  were  as  pure  and  fresh  as  the  beat- 

ings of  childhood's  heart.  Nature  was  not  to  him 
a  dumb  and  senseless  thing,  but  full  of  life,  instinct 
with  inspiration,  and  offering  a  glad  companion- 

ship to  those  v/ho  sought,  in  a  right  spirit,  her  an- 
cient and  abiding  wisdom.  Poets  have  taught 

men  to  look  on  her  for  beauty,  and  to  draw  a  sol- 
ace for  troubled  hours  from  her  calm  landscapes 

and  silent  skies.  In  her  works,  rising  from  the 
minute  to  the  magnificent,  and  presenting  every 
form,  hue,  and  aspect  that  infinite  variety  could 
make  palpable  to  the  eye,  they  have  found  symbols 
for  truths  else  unexpressed.  The  mysteries  of 
the  soul  have  gone  to  her  for  sympathy  and  sup- 

port, and  not  gone  in  vain.  Sublimity  and  grand- 
eur, dwelling  in  men's  minds  but  enfeebled  in  ut- 

tei-ance,  have  learned  her  majestic  language  and 
represented  their  selectest  thoughts.  But  no  poet 
ever  brought  man  so  near  to  nature  as  Lord  Bacon. 
Shakspeare,  Milton,  Wordsworth  caught  only  her 
outward  expression  and  employed  it  to  embellish 
their  own  sentiments.  Nor  can  it  be  otherwise 
with  poetry  in  its  relations  to  the  visible  universe. 
A  glance,  intense  and  rapturous  it  may  be,  but  i 

only  a  glance,  is  all  that  it  can  bestow  ordinarily 
on  the  face  of  nature  ;  and  even  in  those  more  pro- 

tracted communings,  in  Vvdiich  it  seeks  its  poems 
in  the  material  Avorld  rather  than  create  them  out 
of  its  own  emotional  thoughts,  poetry  merely  con- 

templates natural  phenomena  as  they  address  the 
imagination.  Nature  mainly  exists  to  the  poet 
for  the  sake  of  illustration.  She  is  not  primarily 
his  teacher ;  but  when  he  repairs  to  her  presence, 
never  unwelcome,  never  unrefreshing,  it  is  that 
he  may  enter  on  her  pictorial  galleries  crowded 
with  images  in  unison  with  his  sentiments  and 
feelings.  Bacon  went  to  Nature  for  other  ends. 
The  practical,  the  useful,  the  philanthropic,  the 
progressive,  these  were  the  principles  he  sought  for 
in  her  works.  Instead  of  thinking  with  Seneca 
that  philosophy  has  nothing  to  do  with  utilitarian 
objects,  he  conceived  that  it  was  wisely  employed 
if  engaged  in  promoting  the  present  good  of  human 
kind.  The  acute  insight  of  Bacon  saw  that  na- 

ture was  a  vast  storehouse  of  resources,  an  immense 
arsenal  whence  men  might  draw  the  weapons  need- 

ed in  the  warfare  with  ignorance,  poverty,  and  fee- 
bleness. 

Bacon  taught  the  seventeenth  century  the  sci- 
ence of  thought ;  Newton  listened  to  the  authori- 

tative critic  and  imbibed  his  spirit.  Bacon  showed 
where  men  had  erred ;  Newton  kept  his  eye  on  the 
beacon-light,  and  never  lost  for  an  instant  its  warn- 

ing radiance.  Bacon  declared  how  Nature  ought 
to  be  approached — the  childlike  temper,  the  rever- 

ent docilit}',  the  simple  trustingness,  the  waiting 
humility,  the  persevering  energy,  the  invincible 
hopefulness  were  the  attributes  that  he  commended 
in  one  who  should  inquire  in  Nature's  temple; 
Newton  answered  to  the  splendid  ideal.  Ills  phi- 

losophy was  religion  in  everyday  apparel.  If,  in 
seasons  of  enrapturing  revelations,  it  put  on  its 
worshiping  robes  and  lifted  high  its  psalm-like 
praise,  it  quickly  returned  to  the  attitude  of  a  dis- 

ciple seated  at  Nature's  feet,  and  breathlessl}'  hold- 
ing, as  one  awe-struck,  the  sublime  thoughts  that 

the  wonders  of  creation  awakened  within  him.  Ba- 
con stated  the  language  in  which  the  oracles  of  Na- 
ture were  to  be  questioned ;  Newton  adopted  it,  and 

was  answered.  Bacon  enunciated  the  cardinal 
maxims  of  modern  science ;  Newton  took  the  ax- 

ioms and  based  on  them  his  demonstrations.  \Miat 
a  glorious  fellowship !  How  mighty  the  suminons, 
how  majestic  the  response  !  Both  were  giants  of 
thought ;  how  like,  and  yet  how  unlike !  The  one 
was  the  most  magnificent  of  theorists ;  the  other 
was  the  gigantic  genius  of  reality.  If  the  former 
laid  the  sure  foundations  and  erected  the  massive 
superstructure  of  the  temple  of  modern  science, 
the  latter  opened  its  portals  that  the  glory  of  the 
universe  might  enter  and  abide,  for  all  time,  above 
its  dedicated  shrine. 

Both  these  illustrious  men  were  discoverers. 
Bacon  was  a  discoverer  of  thoughts,  and  Newton 
of  facts.  Bacon  worked  within ;  Newton  with- 

out. More  perfect  parallelisms  never  existed. 
Acting  in  completest  harmony,  they  have  pro- 

spectively secured  the  material  universe  to  the 
human  mind.  They  were  the  founders  of  the  em- 

pire of  man  over  nature.  Since  their  day  the  his- 
tory of  intellect  has  been  a  history  of  progressive 

groAVth,  of  fertile  activity,  of  broad  enlargement. 
This  is  not  surprising.  Periods  of  great  discov- 

eries have  always  been  followed  by  intense  and 
wide-spread  intellectual  excitement.  Men  start 
into  new  life,    They  have  another  consciousness 
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of  power.  They  think  liighcr  thoughts  and  arc 
ready  lor  grander  achievements.  rroclaini  an 
authenticated  trutli,  and  the  winds  can  not  bear  it 
fast  and  far  enough.  'J  lie  waters  hasten  with  it 
as  precious  freightage.  All  nature  is  in  commo- 

tion to  help  it.  \\q  never  know,  excei)t  at  such 
times,  what  a  ministry  truth  has  in  its  service. 
The  lirn\anieut  is  written  all  over  with  liery  sym- 

bols. The  lost  Pleiad  returns  to  its  forsaken  orbit 
and  Orion  flames  with  new  splendor.  Hidden  elo- 

quence in  men  linds  free  utterance.  Dead  I'lato 
and  dead  Cicero  live  again  in  the  philosophy  and 
sentiment  of  the  current  day.  Mind  responds  to 
mind.  All  hearts  are  put  in  sudden  communica- 

tion and  the  electric  thrill  throbs  through  them. 
It  is  apparent,  wc  trust,  that  discoveries  and  in- 

ventions have  a  higher  value  than  stock-jobbers 
and  mercenaiy  calculators  assign  to  them.  Tiiey 
rise  above  the  linancial  lore  of  political  econom}'. 
jSTo  less  a  position  belongs  to  them  than  of  most 
important  agencies  in  the  progress  of  human  kind. 
It  is  easy  to  see  this  truth  when,  as  in  the  dis- 

covery of  the  New  Vv'orld  by  Columbus,  it  is  illus- trated on  a  grand  scale.  All  know  how  that  event 
gave  the  thoughts  of  men  a  new  direction,  how  it 
infused  vitality  into  trade  and  commerce,  how  it 
called  the  vagrant  imaginations  of  busy  dreamers 
to  realities  more  exciting  than  fiction,  how  it  stirred 
the  hearts  of  the  hopeful  and  the  brave  with  strange 
emotions.  But  in  some  degree,  this  is  what  occurs 
whenever  mind  makes  a  signal  conquest  and  adds 
a  new  realm  to  its  dominions.  The  geometrical 
discoveries  of  his  age  furnished  Plato  with  the 
means  of  reforming  the  intellectual  culture  of 
Greece.  Jurisprudence  imparted  a  similar  impulse 
to  Roman  mind.  In  modern  times  great  discov- 

eries have  fixed  new  points  of  departure  for  the 
race.  If  we  take  the  additions  to  human  knowl- 

edge that  have  been  made  by  astronomy,  chemist- 
r}',  and  geology,  we  may,  indeed,  map  oft*  the  vast space  which  they  occupy  in  the  positive  science  of 
the  day.  But  who  can  measure  the  prodigious 
influence  over  mind  which  they  have  exerted.? 
Viewed  in  one  aspect  only,  viz.,  the  develop7nent  of 
the  sense  of  the  wfniie,  no  one  can  form  even  an 
approxima  te  idea  of  their  invaluable  utility.  The 
practical  uses  of  these  sciences  in  the  civilization 
of  the  age  are  too  palpable  to  require  notice.  De- 

prive us  of  them,  and  it  would  be  a  catastrophe  al- 
most equivalent  to  a  lapse  into  barbarism.  But 

they  have  rendered  a  far  higher  and  nobler  service 
than  the  senses  or  the  understanding  can  appreci- 

ate. To  estimate  their  true  worth  yve  must  fol- 
low them  in  their  magnificent  demonstrations  of 

the  boundlessness  and  glory  of  that  inheritance, 
which  they  have  certified,  on  grounds  independent 
of  religion,  as  the  property  and  theatre  of  the  hu- 

man mind.  They  have  appealed  to  the  sense  of 
the  infinite  within  by  methods  altogether  their 
own.  They  have  cultivated  our  sublimest  in- 

stincts, not  by  imitating  the  art  of  poetry  or  fol- 
lowing the  lead  of  intuitional  philosophers,  but  by 

the  slow  and  sure  proofs  of  science,  by  a  series  of 
discoveries  in  the  material  universe  that  have 
brought  us  into  close  contact  Avith  the  infinite. 
This  is  the  great  service  which  modern  science  is 
performing  tor  man.  It  speaks  to  the  soul.  It 
speaks  a  langiuxge  that  is  as  ancient  as  the  heavens 
of  God.  And  although  it  has  illustrated  and  con- 

firmed the  external  evidences  of  the  Scriptures, 
yet  v,  e  can  not  hold  its  ofiice,  in  this  particular,  to 
be  comparable  with  the  spiritual  glory  which  it 

has  shed  over  the  hopes  and  aspirations  of  our  re- 
ligious nature.  Man  needs  notiiing  so  mucli  as 

great  thoughts  and  sublime  yearnings.  He  was 
created  to  feel  the  supernatural  within  and  with- 

out him,  and  he  can  nut  be  a  man  if  this  sense  of 
the  supernatural  l)e  dead  or  dormant  in  his  bosom. 
Science  now  befriends  him  in  the  ludiest  interests 
of  his  being.  It  dignities  and  ennobles  hi.i  aims. 
It  calls  out  with  intense  fervency  his  best  feelings. 
Nor  is  this  all.  The  science  of  the  nineteenth 
century  holds  firmly  in  its  hand  the  magicwand 
of  the  imagination.  Trutli  is  indeed  stranger  than 
fiction.  New  worlds  are  grander  things  than  new 
l)oems.  Within  a  few  years  the  ' '  number  of  known 
members  of  the  planetary  system,"  says  Professor 
Loomis,  "  has  been  more  than  doubled.  A  planet 
of  vast  dimensions  has  been  added  to  our  system  ; 
thirty-six  new  asteroids  have  been  discovered ; 
four  new  satellites  have  been  detected ;  and  a  new 
ring  has  been  added  to  Saturn."  Add  to  these astronomical  results  the  recent  discoveries  of  other 
sciences,  and  then  turn  to  such  magnificent  trains 
of  thought  as  Professor  Babbage  elaborates  in  the 
moral  of  the  mechanical  principle  of  action  and  re- 

action ;  turn  to  that  ingenious  and  profound  tract- 
ate, "The  Stars  and  the  Earth;"  to  the  "Tele- 

graphic System  of  the  Universe"  as  presented  by 
President  Hitchcock  in  his  "  Religion  of  Geology  ;" 
and  tell  us  if  science  is  not  expanding  and  cultivat- 

ing the  imagination  far  more  than  poetry  or  the 
fine  arts  ?  Take  the  grandest  passage  in  the  grand- 

est poem  of  the  world — Paradise  Lost.  Follow 
Milton  in  his  flight  through  the  universe ;  stand 
with  I^riel  in  the  sun  and  from  his  lofty  watch- 
tower  look  over  creation ;  pursue  the  track  of  the 
Arch-Fiend  as  the  air  sinks  oppressed  with  its  pon- 

derous burden,  and  the  stars  pale  their  light  be- 
neath the  shadows  of  his  dusky  hue,  and  you  have 

an  impression  of  sublimity  that  poetry  only  in  its 
highest  moods  is  capable  of  creating.  Fresh  from 
this  wonderful  excursion  of  genius,  visit  an  astro- 

nomical observatory  and  look  through  a  first-class 
telescope.  If  your  mind  is  thoroughly  informed 
with  astronomical  knowledge,  if  you  have  profound 
sensibilities,  a  quick  instinct  for  grandeur,  a  sensi- 

tive and  glowing  invagination,  how  your  soul  is 
moved  as  literature  never  moved  it,  at  this  vast 
spectacle  of  silent  and  overwhelming  majesty ! 
Such  depth  of  quietude — such  a  fathomless  hush  as 
if  the  departed  Sabbaths  of  earth  had  gathered 
here  their  solemn  peacefubiess — such  subdued  and 
mystic  glory  as  if  escaped  from  the  vailed  splen- 

dors of  Godhead — who  ever  felt  elsewhere  so  close 
an  environment  of  the  infinite? 

rilllE  splendid  summer  was  loth  to  go.  It  lin- 
X  gered  and  lingered,  spending  profusely  the 
most  golden  days  to  secure  a  longer  life.  But  no 
sun  is  rich  enough  to  buy  more  than  twelve  months 
in  the  year,  and  spring  and  winter  and  autuMui  have 
their  rights  no  less  than  summer.  Yet  even  into 
late  September  how  soft  the  air  was,  how  green  the 
fields ;  how  the  earth  seemed  to  enjoy  its  redun- 

dant life,  and  to  roll  languidly  over  in  the  great 
blue  starry  spaces  !  The  harvest  moon  hung  calm 
and  benignant  in  a  dewy  sky,  and  the  comet  vrhizzcd 
away  from  the  legs  of  the  Bear,  silent  and  remote, 
but  with  an  aspect  of  resistless  motion.  In  the 
trees  and  the  grass,  and  along  the  edges  of  brooks, 
the  crickets  and  katydids  and  their  insect  kin  filled 
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the  still  air  with  a  multitudinous  murmur,  a  sense 
of  infinite  life  pervading  all  nature,  while  long  and 
bright  on  the  burnished  western  horizon  the  yellow 
twilight  stained  the  sky.  To  raise  the  window  in 
the  morning  and  look  out,  to  step  into  the  garden 
and  feel  the  early  sun,  to  walk  in  the  woods  where 
the  rustling  of  the  leaves  had  the  fatal  dry  rattle 
of  decay,  yet  which  clung  gallantly  still,  and  with 
gathering  hectic  defied  death  with  the  too  vivid 
complexion  of  life ;  to  stroll  by  the  shore  and  watch 
the  j>eaceful  green  meadows  beyond  stretching  to- 

ward a  park-like  grove,  or  to  look  seaward  over  a 
plain  descending  so  gradually  as  to  seem  entirely 
level,  and  yet  enough  to  reveal  all  its  tranquil, 
pastoral,  poetic  charms  ;  to  hear  the  squirrels  and 
the  later  birds,  and  to  feel  every  where  the  genial, 
gracious,  benevolent  autumnal  sun;  this  was  to 
have  a  shock  of  new  life,  so  deep  and  sweet  that 
the  sadness  of  the  season  was  almost  entirely  over- 

borne, and  the  consciousness  of  gathered  harvests 
filled  the  soul  with  peace. 

It  is  not  long  since  we  were  speaking  together 
of  the  coming  of  spring.  The  sap  in  the  wood  of 
the  old  Chair  leaps  when  it  stirs  in  the  trees  ;  but 
also  the  contented  croning  of  the  autumn  landscape 
— for  the  song  of  the  September  and  October  in- 

sects seems  to  be  a  song  of  satisfaction  in  rich  re- 
sults— hums  and  drowses  about  it.  What  a  dark 

day  it  is  when  any  human  Easy  Chair — a  stick  of 
any  sort  or  shape — loses  its  original  sympathy  with 
nature  !  Like  the  Connecticut  stone,  which,  when 
buried  in  the  floors  of  cellars,  dcis  not  forego  its 
peculiarity,  but  sweats  at  the  coming  on  of  thun- 

der-storms ;  so,  however  buried  in  routine  and  lost 
in  clouds  of  care,  should  the  fellow-feeling  between 
men  and  nature  be  preserved.  Men  are  sometimes 
startled  by  a  sudden  raising  of  blood — by  a  sudden 
weakness  which  portends  decay ;  but  if  a  man  found 
that  he  could  look  upon  a  lovely  child  unmoved — 
that  he  could  see  the  renewing  moon  without  a 
thrill  of  delight — that  he  could  behold  a  fresh  sum- 

mer garlanding  the  globe  with  roses,  and  not  feel 
the  rose  of  joy  blooming  again  in  his  heart — should 
he  not  be  startled  by  the  fear  that  the  life  of  his 
life,  that  the  heart  of  his  heart,  were  touched  and 
tainted  ? 

The  poets  are  the  men  who  are  strung  in  the 
finest  sympathy  with  the  variations  of  nature  ; 
and  yet  mainly  in  modern  times,  as  we  saw  last 
spring.  And  yd  two  hundred  years  ago  dear  old 
Andrew  Marvell,  poet,  patriot,  and  statesman— for 
the  better  the  man  the  better  the  law — could  scarce- 

ly write  vvithout  scenting  his  verses  with  his  gar- 
den. JNEarvell's  is  one  of  the  loveliest  characters 

in  English  history.  He  had  that  union  of  simplic- 
ity and  geniality  and  enthusiasm,  with  inflexible 

integrity  and  common-sense,  which  makes  the  no^ 
blest  man.  Sir  William  Temple  was  a  statesman 
too,  and  loved  gardens.  But  he  was  always  a 
statesman  in  the  garden,  not  a  man.  That  is  to 
say,  he  smacked  of  societ}'  and  courts  while  he  was 
plucking  roses.  But  hear  Marvell ! — the  first  man 
in  Paradise  might  have  sung  with  this  simplicity 
and  zest : 

"What  wondrous  life  is  this  I  lead! 
Ripe  apples  drop  about  my  head, 
The  luscious  clusters  of  the  vine 
Upon  ray  mouth  do  crush  their  wine, 
Tlie  nectarine  and  curious  peach 

fc  Into  my  hands  themselves  do  reach ; 
Stumbling  on  melons  as  I  pass, 
Insnared  with  flowers,  1  fall  on  grass." 

Wouldn't  you  be  sure  of  the  honesty  and  justice 
of  such  a  man's  mind  and  heart  ?  And  his  humor 
was  not  less,  nor  his  gravity.  It  is  a  large,  rtvcv, 
sweet  humor ;  and  we  will  have  a  bit  of  it,  though 
it  have  no  special  relation  to  any  particular  time 
of  year.  He  is  reasoning  with  "His  Coy  Mis- 

tress :" 
"Had  we  but  world  enough  and  time, 
This  co)^ness,  lady,  were  no  crime. 
AVe  would  sit  down,  and  think  which  way 
To  walk,  and  pass  our  long  love's  day. 
Thou,  by  the  Indian  Ganges'  side Shouldst  rubies  find:  I  by  the  tide 
Of  Ilumbei*  would  complain.    I  would 
Love  you  ten  years  before  the  flood; 
And  you  should,  if  you  please,  refuse 
Till  the  conversion  of  the  Jews. 
My  vegetable  love  should  grow 
Vaster  than  empires,  and  more  slow. 
An  hundred  years  should  go  to  praise 
Thine  eyes,  and  on  thy  forehead  gaze: 
Two  hundred  to  adore  each  breast; 
But  thirty  thousand  to  the  rest: 
An  age  at  least  to  every  part; 
And  the  last  age  should  show  your  heart. 
For,  lady,  you  deserve  this  state; 
Nor  would  I  love  at  lower  rate." 

Cowley,  too,  was  quaint  and  stately  in  tlie  gar- 
den. But  none  of  the  older  poets,  not  even  the 

greater  ones,  had  a  livelier  and  fresher,  or  more 
genuine  delight,  in  the  pure  charms  of  the  garden 
than  Marvell.  And  how  pleasant  it  is  to  think  of 
a  statesman  in  the  storm}'  revolutionary  days  of 
England,  perfectly  true  to  the  popular  cause,  even 
to  that  degree  that  Andrew  Marvell  may  almost  be 
called  the  father  of  the  doctrine  of  the  right  of  in- 

struction— and  faithful,  all  the  more,  to  the  quiet 
love  of  fruits  and  flowers.  It  is  like  the  proverb- 

ial simplicity  of  the  old  Roman  republicans — of 
Cincinnatus  upon  his  four  acres — of  Curius  Denta- 
tus  cooking  his  own  vegetables  for  dinner — and  how 
much  simpler  and  more  majestic  in  its  private  and 
secluded  chai-acter  than  the  pompous  preference  of 
Dioclesian,  of  which  Cowley  tells  the  story — Dio- 
clesian,  one  of  the  vulgar  and  malignant  emperors 
of  decaying  Rome : 

"Methinks  I  see  great  Dioclesian  walk 
In  the  Salonian  garden's  noble  shade, 
"Which  by  his  own  imperial  hands  M-as  made. I  see  him  smile,  methinks,  as  he  does  talk 
AVith  the  embassadors,  who  come  in  vain 
T'  entice  him  to  a  throne  again. 
'If  I,  my  friends,'  said  he,  'should  to  you  show All  the  delights  Avhich  in  these  gardens  grow, 
'Tis  likelier,  much,  that  you  should  M-ith  me  stay. 
Than  'tis  that  you  should  carry  me  away; 
And  trust  me  not,  my  friends,  if  every  day 

I  walk  not  here  with  more  delight 
Than  ever,  after  the  most  happy  sight, 
In  triumph  to  the  capitol  I  rode 
To  thank  the  Gods,  and  to  be  thought  myself  almost 

a  God.'" 

"  Great  Dioclesian"  was  a  common  soldier,  who 
was  made  emperor  and  persecuted  the  Christians  ; 
and  it  would  be  a  dangerous  inquiry  how  much 
of  the  Salonian  garden  his  own  imperial  hands made. 

The  Easy  Chair  can  not  catalogue  the  singers 
who  have  praised  the  autumn  and  its  harvests,  nor 
follow  our  own  poets  who  have  not  been  silent 
while  the  eloquent  glory  of  the  season  burns  in  all 
the  woods  and  fields.  The  sad  sobriety  of  Bryant's 
genius  has  been  touched  into  some  of  its  most  char- 

acteristic strains  by  the  "Fall."    He  it  is  who 
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Bays,  "The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest 
of  the  year;"  and  he,  too,  who  pleads,  with  pen- 

sive longing  : 
"Oh,  Autumn,  why  fo  booh 

Depart  tlic  hues  tliat  make  thy  forests  glad, 
Thy  gentle  -wind,  and  thy  fair  sunny  noon, And  leave  thee  wild  and  sad  I 

"Ah,  'twere  a  lot  too  blest 
Forever  in  thy  colored  shades  to  stray; 
Amid  the  trcs.-i-s  of  the  soft  southwest, 

To  rove  and  dream  for  aye; 
"And  leave  the  vain  low  strife 

That  makes  men  mad — the  tug  for  wealth  and  power, 
The  passions  and  the  cares  that  wither  life, 

And  waste  its  little  hour!" 

But  while  the  poets  do  not  forget  the  autumn, 
there  is  one  class  Avhose  especial  festival  is  deco- 

rated with  the  splendors  that  stream  over  the  land- 
scape in  September  and  October.  Autumn  is  the 

farmer's  festival.  The  fruit  of  his  fields  makes  a 
part  of  the  expression  of  Nature's  face  at  this  sea- 

son. The  hug-e  yellow  pumpkins  and  the  robust 
lazy  squashes  turning  their  "fair  round  bellies"  to the  sun  and  spreading  their  indolent  chubby  arms 
upon  the  ground— whether  they  glisten  among  the 
uncut  stalks,  heavy  with  golden  corn,  or  lie,  like 
crude  ingots,  among  the  harvested  wealth  of  stooks 
— these  lend  that  air  of  ample  maturity  and  full 
fruition  which  lies,  sleek  and  satisfied,  upon  the 
landscape,  and  shows  us  how  sincerely  tho  earth 
is  our  mother. 

And  if  we  needed  any  proof  that  men  are  all 
her  children,  and  therefore  brothers,  we  should 
have  it  in  the  fact  that  the  feast  of  Demeter,  or 
Ceres,  is  held  still  in  tlie  valleys  and  on  the  hill- 

sides of  America  as  it  used  to  be  in  the  beginning 
of  histor}'-  three  thousand  3-ears  ago  in  Greece, 
whither  tradition,  -which  makes  Greece  to  have 
been  settled  from  Egypt,  brought  it  from  the 
banks  of  the  Nile. 

The  feasts  of  Bacchus  and  of  Ceres — of  corn  and 
wine — have  been  celebrated  in  almost  every  county 
of  every  American  State  during  the  months  that 
are  just  passed.  Sister  of  Jupiter  and  mother  of 
Proserpine,  Ceres  had  all  the  majesty  of  Juno, 
with  a  deeper  sweetness.  Mild  and  matronly, 
she  was  the  mother  of  men  by  being  the  goddess 
of  Agriculture.  The  Greeks  called  her  Demeter, 
and  the  Romans,  Ceres;  but  although  it  is  not 
easy  to  relinquish  a  name  of  pleasant  association, 
3'et  as  the  Romans  were  merely  successors,  imi- 

tators, and  corrupters  of  the  pure  Greek  mytholo- 
gy, let  us  rather  return,  as  all  the  modern  histo- 

rians and  scholars  arc  returning,  and  call  her,  in 
large  phrase  of  dignity,  Demeter. 

It  is  curious  and  interesting  to  follow  the  in- 
genious speculations  of  those  scholars  in  the  ex- 

planation of  the  old  mythology.  They  are  de- 
termined to  find  an  allegory  in  everything,  to  spy 

a  great  peard  under  her  muffler,"  wherever  the  af- 
fluent genius  of  man  has  incarnated  his  love,  and 

hope,  and  gratitude.  Thus  the  lovely  legend  of 
the  Rape  of  Proserpine — or  as,  in  obedience  to  the 
scholars,  we  must  henceforth  say,  Persephone — is 
treated  as  a  myth,  merely.  The  old  story  is  ever 
new,  ever  beautiful. 

Persephone  was  on  the  Nysian  plain  with  the 
ocean  nymphs  plucking  flowers.  She  gathered 
the  rose,  the  violet,  the  crocus,  the  hyacinth,  and 
suddenly  beheld  a  narcissus  of  rare  size  and  allur- 

ing beauty.    Stretching  her  hand  she  picked  the 

flower,  when  the  earth  opened,  and  Pluto,  or  A:- 
doneus,  arose  in  his  gcjlden  chariot,  seized  her,  and 
bore  her  away.  Her  mother  hears  her  cries,  Init 
knows  not  who  has  stolen  her,  nor  whither  he  has 
lied.  But  Helios  betrays  the  secret,  and  tells  her 
that  Zeus  had  permitted  the  rape,  'i  hen  Demeter, disgusted,  deserted  heaven,  and  dwelt  among  men. 
But  she  would  not  allow  the  corn  to  sprout;  and, 
threatened  with  the  destruction  of  his  subjects  on 
the  earth,  Zeus  beseeches  Demeter  to  return  to 
heaven.  She  will  consent  upon  one  sole  condition 
— that  her  daughter  is  restored.  And  the  king  of 
heaven  and  of  men  is  obliged  to  submit,  and  order 
Aidoneus  to  allow  the  return  of  Persephone.  She 
comes  to  her  mother,  but  not  until  she  has  eaten  a 
pomegranate  seed  which  Aidoneus  had  given  her  ; 
and  for  that  reason  she  was  compelled  to  return  and 
pass  a  third  part  of  the  year  with  her  infernal  hus- 

band— for  Aidoneus  dwelt  in  Hades. 
This  is  one  of  the  legends  which  the  poets  are 

never  weary  of  repeating.  ]Milton  touches  it,  in 
passing,  with  solemn  grace,  and  one  of  our  own 
younger  poets,  Stoddard,  has  set  the  story  to  most 
modern  music.  It  needs  no  other  explanation  than 
every  exquisite  invention  needs.  It  appeals  to 
the  natural,  human  sympathies,  as  every  legend 
does.  It  gratifies  the  love  of  wonder,  and  the  fine 
taste  for  fable  in  which  the  human  mind  delights. 
It  needs  no  other  key  than  Coleridge's  "Ancient 
IMarincr"  or  Tennyson's  "Lady  of  Shallott."  But 
it  has  been  opened  by  those  who  insist  that  everj- 
flower,  however  fair,  and  every  fruit,  however 
sweet,  contains  a  seed  which  is  the  final  cause  of 
its  existence — that  beauty  and  flavor  are  but  epi- 

sodes and  accidents. 
They  go  too  far  who  say  that.  Every  step  in  na- 

ture is  intrinsically  as  important  as  the  result.  The 
flower  may  be  only  the  sheath  of  seed,  fruit  may 
be  only  a  pericarp ;  but  the  seed  itself  is  only  a  step 
toward  other  flowers  and  other  fruit. 

And  so  the  wise  men  have  decreed  that  Perseph- 
one is  only  seed-corn,  which,  being  cast  into  the 

ground,  remains  hidden  there  until  it  reappears  upon 
the  surface ;  and  although  the  seed-corn  does  not 
dela}'  to  sprovit  for  a  third  of  the  year,  yet  it  is  about 
that  time  from  the  sowing  of  the  grain  to  its  rip- 

ened fullness  in  the  ear. 
But  when, 

"  In  summer  when  the  days  were  long," 
the  Easy  Chair  journeyed  through  the  soft  land  of 
Sicily,  and  saw,  beneath  the  Sicilian  sun,  the  long 
olive-silvered  hill-sides  that  slope  to  the  lovely 
vale  of  Enna ;  when,  journeying  toward  the  land 
whoso  1)est  life  remains  in  its  mythology — in  the 
poetry  which  celebrates  it,  and  the  art  which  sprang 
from  it — the  Easy  Chair  came  upon  the  enchanted 
domain  of  legend  and  renown,  it  was  not  seed-corn 
cast  into  the  ground  and  allegorized  that  he  thought 
of,  but  of  the  virgin  troop  prattling  and  plucking 
flowers  along  that  very  vale — of  the  benignant  mo- 

ther whose  ample  presence  fills  with  yelloAv  light 
tho  Avaning  of  the  year — and  of  "  herself,  a  fairer 
flower,"  whom  the  gloomy  God  bore  ofl". It  is  this  identity  of  sentiment  with  all  times 
and  all  countries  that  makes  the  agricultural  fairs 
so  significant  and  interesting.  The  meeting  of 
farmers  in  any  village,  hanging  up  the  pictures, 
and  the  counterpanes,  and  the  blankets — the  shawls, 
and  mats,  and  sheets  which  have  grown  under  tho 
busy  fingers  of  their  families  ;  or  piling  the  vege- 

tables, and  fruits,  and  flowers  which  have  grown 
under  the  skillful  shining  of  the  sun  ;  or  ranging 



844 HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

their  labor-saving  implements  together  which  have 
grown  Tinder  a  kindly  civilization — all  this  is  part 
of  the  old,  old  worship ;  a  worship  coeval  with  man, 
and  founded  in  his  first  necessities. 

The  last  man,  like  the  first,  is  still,  by  distinc- 
tion, the  farmer.  Adam  would  find  more  build- 
ings and  machines  upon  his  real  estate,  but  the 

crops  would  be  familiar  still,  and,  if  he  had  to  work 
harder,  perhaps  he  would  worship  more  to  the  pur- 

pose ;  while  our  dear  deluded  grandma  Eve,  had 
she  only  had  something  to  do,  would  never  have 
listened  to  the  charmer. 

This  year,  in  the  golden  middle  of  September, 
the  Easy  Chair  went  to  one  of  these  genuine  har- 

vest homes.  It  was  a  congress  of  the  county ; 
not  of  the  tonguey  men,  the  hvAvyers  and  politicians ; 
nor  of  the  sharp,  shrewd  men,  the  traders  ;  not  of 
these  only  or  chiefly,  but  mainly  of  what  is  called 
the  bone  and  sinew,  the  muscle  and  brawn  of  the 
county;  the  men  who  tame  the  earth  and  send 
corn  to  the  mill ;  the  men  whose  interest  is  deep- 

est and  strongest  in  the  soil,  consequently,  in  peace, 
order,  and  law. 

Tiiey  came  together  with  specimens  of  their  year's 
work  in  their  hands.  From  ever}'  corner  of  the 
count}'  noble  cattle ;  sheep  that  were  mere  walk- 

ing clouds  of  wool ;  porkers,  sleek  and  sumptuous ; 
horses,  tliat  seem  so  near  and  are  so  dear  to  man ; 
all  the  dependent  and  subservient  animals  moved 
along  the  roads,  with  wagons  laden  with  mirac- 

ulous turnips  and  marvelous  cabbages ;  with  co- 
lossal squashes  and  glistening  tomatoes,  like  Yan- 

kee pomegranates ;  with  baskets  heaped  with  ap- 
ples, pears,  and  peaches,  which  to  name  is  to  use 

pulpy,  and  delicious,  and  suggestive  words ;  with 
these,  piles  of  domestic  manufactures,  useful  house- 

hold articles — recalling  not  only  the  days  when  the 
farmer's  wife  span  the  farmer's  clothes,  but  also 
the  laughs,  tears,  blushes,  smiles,  surprises,  all  the 
intermittent  light  and  shadow  of  a  year's  life,  which 
had  been  unconsciously  woven  and  worked  into 
these  demure  and  unreporting  blankets  and  cover- 

lets— all  these  moved  along  the  hills  and  valleys, 
by  the  winding  streams  and  the  wooded  ways  of 
the  county,  gorgeous  as  an  army  with  banners. 
Yes,  and  it  was  an  army — the  army  of  civilization, 
and  the  banners  of  peace. 

And  upon  the  spacious  Fair  grounds  this  army 
had  encamped.  Upon  every  side  were  the  tents 
of  plenty — the  sleek  herds — the  horses — the  great 
vegetables — golden  fruit — beautiful  implements. 
Among  them  moved  the  thousands  of  farmers, 
and  farmers'  wives  and  daughters,  curiously  sur- 

veying the  domestic  tapestries  that  hung  in  the 
chief  hall,  and  the  myriad  substantial  products  of 
fireside  industr}-.  Outside,  shrewd  eyes  were  con- 

templating improvements  in  machines — comparing 
the  new  with  the  old — measuring  experience,  each 
man  with  his  neighbor,  from  every  part  of  the  coun- 

ty— talking  about  crops  and  methods,  about  seeds 
and  roots,  about  stock  and  poultry ;  and  the  con- 

versation was  quite  as  sensible  and  useful  as  most 
of  the  talking  that  is  done  in  this  world. 

Then  came  the  next  da}',  which  repeated  the 
story  of  the  first ;  and  then  the  third,  on  which  it 
unhappily  rained.  It  was  no  shower,  it  was  a 
beating  storm.  The  wind  blew  and  the  torrents 
streamed.  Not  more  eftectually  does  a  fire-engine 
disperse  a  mob  than  a  storm  scatters  a  crowd.  The 
grounds  were  deserted.  A  few  pertinacious  people 
clung  to  dripping  umbrellas,  and  splashed  and 

waded  in  the  mud.  But  the  Fair  grounds  were  as 
melancholy  as  a  drenched  barn-yard.  The  stock 
was  gone,  and  every  thing  that  could  be  removed 
Avas  safely  under  cover.  About  one  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  in  the  midst  of  the  hardest  shower,  a  few 
people  gathered  about  the  platform  in  the  large 
building  of  the  Fair  to  hear  the  annual  address.  The 
Easy  Chair  desires  to  be  just  to  the  orator,  but  finds 
it  very  hard.  It  was  close  to  him  and  lieard  every 
word,  and  knew  it,  in  fact,  before  it  was  out  of  his 
mouth.  But  when  wo  can  not  praise,  silence  is 
charity.  The  audience  listened  kindly  until  the 
speaker  sat  down.  It  even  applauded  him  warm- 

ly, and  asked  for  his  address  to  print  it.  The  Easv 
Chair  blushed  for  him,  and  left  the  hall  with  him, 
and  the  Fair. 

At  the  same  time  all  over  the  country  similar 
meetings  were  held.  They  ought  to  be  the  most 
important  of  all  meetings,  for  they  are  the  futes  of 
the  great  producing  interest,  and  of  two-thirds  of 
the  mass  of  the  people. 

But  let  an  old  Easy  Chair  say  frankly  to  an}' 
farmer  who  is  reading  these  lines,  that  education 
is  the  grand  means  of  increasing  the  dignity  and 
the  profit  of  agriculture.  The  farmers,  as  a  class, 
are  not  the  cultivated  men  they  ought  to  be.  As 
a  class  the}'  are  less  well  instructed  in  their  own 
pursuits  than  any  other  class,  and  there  is  no  call- 

ing in  which  intelligent  instruction  is  of  more  direct 
value.  They  are  foolishly  jealous  of  books  and  of 
book-farming,  declaring  that  a  farmer  must  learn 
by  experience.  They  might  as  wisely  say  that  a 
doctor,  or  a  surgeon,  or  a  lawyer,  or  a  chemist  must 
learn  by  experience.  So  must  they  all — but  how  1 
By  learning  the  laws  established  by  the  expe- 

rience of  others,  so  that  their  own  experience  may 
be  of  some  use.  Would  any  farmer  who  laughs 
at  "  learning"  how  to  be  a  farmer,  except  by  doing 
as  his  great-grandfather's  great-grandfather  did, 
submit  himself,  when  he  was  stricken  suddenly  ill, 

to  a  green  youth  who  had  never  "  studied"  medi- cine,  but  was  going  to  learn  how  by  practicing? 
The  farmer  would  naturally  cry  out,  "No,  thank 
you — I  don't  want  any  body  learning  how  on  me !" 
And  so  might  the  outx-aged  earth  say  to  the  farmer 
who  proposed  to  farm  without  learning  how,  "  No, 
thank  you — I  don't  want  an}'  body  learning  how 

on  me !" 
And  these  Fairs  are,  or  ought  to  be,  of  the  great- 

est service  in  this  very  direction.  By  bringing 
men  together,  that  they  may  compare  their  prac- 

tice and  their  theories,  their  machines  and  their  re- 
sults, they  are  doing  just  what  books  do,  at  which 

they  laugh  so  sneeringly ;  and  wherever  the  Fair 
languishes,  there  farming  will  be  most  likely  to  lan- 

guish. Let  the  farmers  show  that  they  are  not 
contented  with  any  less  intelligent  cultivation  in 
their  own  art  and  upon  general  subjects  than  any 
other  class,  and  agriculture  will  become  a  fine  art, 
honored  and  honoring. 

But  while  the  Harvest-home  was  celebrated  in 
so  many  regions,  under  the  yellow  autumn  sun, 
there  was  another  assembly  in  the  same  beautiful 
days,  also  in  the  country,  also  of  farmers,  mechan- 

ics, merchants,  and  men  of  every  profession.  The 
Easy  Chair  stumps  about,  seeing  the  vrorld,  hear- 

ing it  too;  and,  led  by  the  peculiarity  of  this 
assembly,  it  jogged  along  the  beautiful  road  among 
the  harvest  fields,  on  the  loveliest  day  of  all  the 
year  as  it  seemed,  to  hear  and  see  the  world  of 
Piichmond  County,  in  the  State  of  New  York  (for 
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every  county  in  every  State  is  the  diocese  of  the 
Kasy  Chair). 

You  know,  of  course,  how  tliat  county  has  been 
excited  about  the  (Quarantine,  and  the  consequent 
yellow  fever  and  mortality  upon  the  it-land ;  and 
you  have  all  read,  kind  friends,  Avith  more  or  less 
shuddering,  the  story  of  the  burning  in  the  calm 
moonlight  of  the  1st  of  September. 

The  meeting  was  a  striking  spectacle  on  that 
soft  September  afternoon.  It  had  been  called  l)y 
the  great  nuiss  of  intelligent  and  respectable  resi- 

dents and  citizens  of  the  island,  and  the  population 

came  from  every  part  of  the  county  (the'  island  is 
the  county),  from  the  silent  meadows  on  the  west- 

ern kills  toward  Jersey,  from  the  pretty  banks  of 
the  Kill  Van  Kull  upon  the  north,  from  the  SAVarm- 
ing  shores  of  Southfield,  including  the  towns  about 
the  late  Quarantine,  and  from  the  broad  fields  that 
look  over  the  lower  bay,  and  see  the  ocean  flashing 
against  the  horizon.  They  came  as  New  England 
country  people  come  to  an  ordination  or  a  militia 
muster,  and  as  all  Americans  come  to  a  political 
mass  meeting,  in  every  kind  of  carriage,  on  horses, 
and  on  foot.  Clouds  of  dust  rising  over  every  road 
vailed  the  straggling  procession,  as  it  poured  into 
the  county  town — part  village  and  mostly  green 
fields,  as  country  county  towns  are  wont  to  be — to- 

ward the  court-house.  Under  every  tree,  at  every 
post  and  rail,  to  every  fence,  horses  were  hitched, 
sometimes  unharnessed,  or  quietl}'  standing  with 
the  carriage.  At  the  tavern  doors  and  in  the  tav- 

ern yards  the  arrival  of  wagons  was  constant,  and 
while  the  horses  were  taken  into  the  stable  for 
something  to  eat,  the  drivers  sauntered  into  the 
tavern  for  something  to — swallow.  The  little  quiet 
town  hummed  with  the  eager  voices  of  greeting 
and  expectation,  but  no  kind  of  unseemly  revelry, 
no  intoxication,  no  angry  sm- earing  or  quarreling, 
were  seen  or  heard.  The  thin  spire  of  St.  An- 

drew's Church,  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  old,  rose 
among  the  trees  on  the  hill  beside  it,  above  the 
week-day  bustle ;  and  as  the  loiterer  stole  away 
from  the  centre  of  the  village  and  leaned  over  the 
churcli-3^ard  wall,  his  thoughts  were  soothed  by  the 
grassy  grave-yard,  and  his  mind  allured  to  peace  by 
the  long,  sloping,  green  meadow-land  that  stretch- 

ed away  to  the  water  beyond. 
Richmond  County  never  before  saw  such  a  sight, 

and  few  eounties  in  any  of  our  States  have  ever 
seen  it.  The  aspect  of  the  croAvd  was  grave  and 
quiet.  They  seemed  to  be  men  who  had  an  earn- 

est purpose,  and  who  understood  it  and  themselves. 
Gradually  the  throng  upon  the  steps  of  the  court- 

house increased.  The  people  constantly  arrived, 
and  while  in  the  lower  rooms  and  hall  of  the  build- 
hig  and  in  the  street  in  front  knots  of  men  stood 
together  warmly  conversing,  in  the  court-room 
above  sat  the  committee  gravely  whispering  and 
awaiting  the  hour  of  meeting.  ^ 

At  length  it  came.  The  crowd  was  now  at  least 
fifteen  hundred  persons.  There  was  no  room  large 
enough  to  hold  them,  and  they  poured  along  the 
road  for  a  little  distance,  until  they  reached  a  gen- 

tle green  slope,  at  the  bottom  of  which  was  a  car- 
riage-maker's shop  with  a  large,  high,  broad  plat- 

form, that  was  already  covered  with  a  group  of 
the  most  respected  citizens  of  the  island  ;  and  when 
the  meeting  was  organized  by  the  appointment  of 
a  venerable  man — himself  an  old  Quarantine  phy- 

sician— as  president,  the  carriage-maker's  surpass- 
ed the  Philadelphia,  and  Cincinnati,  and  Buftalo, 

and  Binghamton,  and  Syracuse,  and  all  other  plat- 
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forms  ever  heard  of  in  the  swift  history  of  our  pol- 
itics— for  it  was  a  platform  upon  which  men  of  ev- 
ery shade  of  o|)inion  in  every  possible  political  par- 

ty stood  side  b}-  side. 
Perhaps  you  have  road  the  papers,  and  know 

what  was  done  and  what  was  said.  But  as  the 
Easy  Chair  surveyed  that  great  meeting,  and  felt 
the  heartiness  of  the  resj^onses,  and  tlie  universal 
and  sincere  sympathy  with  every  thing  that  oc- 

curred, he  knew  that  no  account  could  ever  repro- 
duce it ;  that  the  aspect  of  a  great  popular  emotion 

in  the  moment  of  its  power  is  bej'ond  the  poet  even, 
as  it  is  beyond  the  reporter,  to  describe.  And  be- 

ing neither  poet  nor  reporter,  the  Easy  Chair  can 
only  be  glad  that  it  saw  with  its  eyes  and  heard 
with  its  ears. 

It  is  not  worth  Avhile,  even  if  it  Vv'erc  quite  prop- 
er, to  discuss  the  question  of  the  ̂ Quarantine  here, 

although  it  makes,  and  has  for  so  long  time  made, 
so  much  of  the  staple  of  conversation  around  the 
Chair.  The  question  itself  is,  essentially,  first  le- 

gal, and  then  revolutionarA-.  A  nuisance  may  be 
abated  by  any  body  peaceably,  and  at  the  risk  of 
a  suit  for  trespass  if  it  prove  not  to  be  a  nuisance. 
Whatever  the  law  may  be  as  to  the  impossibility 
of  a  State's  erecting  a  nuisance,  that  law,  if  it  be 
such,  was  expressly  excepted  in  this  case.  The 
buildings  had  been  denounced  by  all  the  proper  au- 

thorities as  a  dangerous  nuisance,  and  in  pursu- 
ance of  the  law  which  authorizes  the  peaceable 

abatement  of  nuisance,  this  one.  was  peaceably 
abated.  There  was  no  noise,  no  riot,  no  injury  to 
persons,  nor  to  other  property.  So  far  as  the 
statement  at  the  meeting  showed,  the  proceeding 
was  covered  by  the  law. 

But  there  is  another  view. 
Granting  that  when  a  law  had  been  passed,  in 

pursuance  of  the  earnest  wishes  of  the  county  and 
the  conviction  of  the  State,  for  the  removal  of  so 
dangerous  a  nuisance  as  a  Quarantine,  the  people 
of  the  neighborhood,  quiet  citizens  at  their  work, 
ought  to  await  the  action  of  that  law — how  long 
ought  the}'  to  wait?  Plow  many  scores  of  them 
must  be  destroyed  by  pestilence  before  they  are 
justified  in  being  tired  of  waiting  ?  Docs  it  follow 
that,  if  they  are  so  perishing,  the  removal  will  soon 
take  place  ?  Unfortunately  the  facts  are  too  strong 
for  the  supposition.  History  shows  that  there  are 
always  agencies,  even  in  republican  governments, 
sufficiently  powerful  to  thwart  the  operation  of  the 
laws. 

The  people  of  the  neighborhood  considered  that 
the  law  had  failed  to  help  them.  They  had  given 
it  every  chance.  It  was  foolish  to  say  it  would 
probably  help  them  next  3'ear.  The  same  thing  was 
said  the  year  before ;  and  a  dozen  more  honest,  in- 

nocent, hard-working  citizens  had  died  in  the  inter- 
im, stricken  at  their  own  hearths.  What  is  a  Quar- 

antine for?    To  spread  death,  or  to  save  health? 
The  people  of  the  neighborhood  decided  that  they 

could  not  afford  to  lose  any  more  lives  in  waiting, 
and  to  assert  the  original  human  right  to  life,  which 
is  anterior  to  law,  and  which  law  exists  to  protect. 
Of  course  it  was  a  revolutionary  act,  and  as  such  it 
must  be  judged.  It  was  revolutionary,  in  the  same 
sense  that  the  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill  and  the  Vigi- 

lance Committee  at  San  Francisco  were  revolution- 
ary. The  question  is.  Have  any  body  of  people,  un- 

der any  circumstances,  the  right  forcibly  to  protect 
themseh'Cs?  If  they  have,  then  the}'-  are  the 
judges  when  they  must  have  recourse  to  that 
right,  and  they  take  it  at  their  own  peril. 
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This  was  the  undertone  of  all  the  speeches  that 
pleasant  afternoon.  The  Easy  Chair  confesses 
that  it  kindled  with  them  in  the  warm  sun.  Dear 
to  every  American  heart  is  the  doctrine  of  the 
original  right  of  the  people.  In  a  law-fearing  land 
like  ours  there  is  little  danger  in  preaching  its  eter- 

nal truth  and  justice.  The  danger  is  in  corrupt- 
ing the  moral  sense  of  the  people  by  declaring  that 

when  ever}'  peaceable,  legal,  patient,  and  persist- 
ent effort  has  been  made  to  procure  the  repeal  of  an 

oppressive  law  in  vain,  then  it  is  wicked  to  resist 
it  forcibly.  To  assert  that  is  to  tear  our  Declara- 

tion, and  to  spit  in  the  face  of  Human  Liberty  and 
Civilization. 

The  Easy  Chair  begs  to  stand  on  its  own  four 
legs,  and  to  commit  nobody.  But  in  the  spectacle 
of  the  people  of  that  rural  county,  calmly  asserting, 
in  the  bright  autumn  afternoon,  the  grand,  car- 

dinal principles  upon  which  all  our  institutions  are 
planted — of  course  asserting  them  at  their  own  risk 
— there  was  an  inspiration  and  satisfaction  which 
no  other  mass  meeting  ever  afforded  to  this  stumpy 
old  stick. 

SoiME  friend  sends  to  the  Easy  Chair  tho  fol- 
lowing : 

"  Family  PranE.— The  English  famHy  Vere,  Earls  of 
Oxford,  pretended  to  deduce  its  pedigree  from  the  Ro- 

man emperor  Lucius  Vcriis.  Philip  Dormer  Stanhope, 
Eai'l  of  Chesterfield,  placed  among  the  portraits  of  his 
ancestors  two  old  heads  inscribed,  Adam  de  Stanhope 
and  Eve  de  Stanhope.  The  French  family  of  the  Duke 
de  Levis  have  a  picture  in  their  cluneau  in  which  Noah 
is  represented  going  into  the  ark,  and  carrying  under  liis 
arm  a  small  trunk  on  Avhich  is  written,  '■Papers  helonrj- 
ing  to  the  Levis  family  /' " 

It  is  certainl}'  amusing  to  observe  how  far  our 
cousin  Jolm  Bull  carries  his  respect  for  ancestry. 
To  have  an  ancestor — good,  bad,  or  indifferent — 
seems  to  be  the  great  point.  To  be  named  among 
tlie  Norman  barbarians — to  be  enrolled,  by  name, 
upon  the  list  of  Battle  Abbey — confers  upon  our 
cousin  a  satisfaction  Avhich  seems  incredible  to  peo- 

ple Avho  care  more  for  the  character  of  an  ancestor 
than  for  the  fact  of  having  had  one.  In  truth,  it 
might  strike  a  thoughtful  man  that  he  may  assume 
the  existence  of  liis  ancestors  as  far  back  as  any 
body's.  He  may  not  know  about  them,  but  there 
they  are.  And  it  is  a  great  deal  better  not  to  know 
about  them  unless  you  can  know  something  to  their 
advantage.  That  your  ancestor  in  the  tcntli  cen- 

tury was  a  king  of  pirates,  who  murdered  your 
neighbor  Jones's  ancestor  of  the  same  period,  who 
was  a  high  private  of  pirates,  is  neither  a  very  il- 

lustrious nor  consoling  scrap  of  information. 
"But  would  you  not,  0  Easy  Chair!  gladly 

have  the  wood  of  Plato's  garden,  of  the  Stratford 
mulberry,  to  your  ancestor?  Could  you  watch,  in- 

curious, the  same  growing  glance  in  your  child's 
soft  face  which  so  long  and  tenderly  yon  have 
worshiped  in  some  portrait  of  a  dear  and  sainted 
lady,  dead  centuries  ago?" 
Who  shall  dare  deny  it  ?  It  is  not  a  matter  of 

reasoning.  A  man  is  no  better  merely  because  the 
names  a-nd  deeds  of  his  ancestors  are  known  for 
long  ages,  if  he  chances  to  be  an  idiot  himself. 
Hut  may  he  not  be — if  he  has  intelligence  and 
imagination  ? 

Is  there  no  such  thing  as  consciously  bearing  the 
honor  of  a  noble  name?  Is  there  no  spur  in  the 
memorial  of  good  deeds  ?  Could  a  man  be  quite  so 
mean  if  his  name  were  Hampden  as  he  might  if  it 

were  Monlc?  Would  the  children's  children  of 
Benedict  Arnold  care  to  perpetuate  that  name? 

No ;  the  private,  and  mystic,  and  inexplicable 
bond  which  unites  us  to  our  kindred  holds  us  in 
thrall  forever.  The  mere  fact  of  ancestry  is  no- 

thing. Every  body  came  from  the  first  man.  But 
after  the  stream  rises  it  branches,  and  some  branch- 

es stretch  away  and  are  lost,  but  others  swell  into 
rivers  and  roll  seaward,  stately  with  extent  and 
majesty  of  flow,  decorated  with  the  cities  and  the 
busy  fields  and  work-shops  which  it  has  encour- 

aged and  occasioned. 
So,  friend  Avho  sends  the  extract,  might  it  not 

be  with  ancestry  ? 
Yes ;  and  if  in  some  retired  shire  of  England, 

wandering  at  the  will  of  your  fancy  through  the 
summer  beauty  of  that  level}'  land,  you  too  should 
come  upon  some  deserted  mansion,  lordly  in  decay, 
rich  with  traces  of  departed  grandeur,  and  hung 
with  fading,  dropping  portraits  of  heroes  and  queen- 

ly ladies,  and  know  that  you  gazed  upon  your  own 
blood,  AYOuld  you  be  all  unmoved,  all  uninspired? 
or  might  a  more  earnest  strain  in  your  life — not  for 
the  sake  of  nobleness  only,  but  out  of  remembrance 
of  those  old,  half-forgotten  parents — betray  that 
the  child  had  gazed  upon  their  portraits,  and  felt 
his  experience  multiplied  and  enriched. 

OUR  FOREIGN  GOSSIP. 
How  the  Emperor  and  Empress  have  made  con- 

quest of  the  Bretons,  and  won  over  all  that  super- 
stitious peasantry,  wliich  talks  like  the  Welsh,  and 

has  so  long  worshiped  the  memory  of  t\ie  Bourbons, 
for  a  week  past  has  been  staple  of  the  Paris  chat. 

But  is  the  transfer  of  allegiance  wonderful  ?  Is 
not  the  pomp  of  a  living  Emperor,  and  the  beauty 
and  tenderness  of  a  living  Empress,  grander  and 
more  wonder-compelling,  in  the  eye  of  dependent 
ignorance,  than  a  golden  ̂ eur  de  lis  or  the  tomb 
of  a  dead  king  ?  And  the  loyalty  which  is  fed  by 
superstition,  does  it  not  grow  and  change  with  new 
wonderment  ? 

Besides  which,  the  Emperor,  with  that  rare 
shrewdness  in  measurement  of  influences  which 
distinguishes  him,  had  not  forgotten  to  win  over 
the  priesthood  of  the  most  priest-ridden  district  of 
France.  The  Bretons  all  love  churches,  and  sur- 

plice, and  ecclesiastic  tradition ;  so,  when  the 
priests  welcomed  the  monarch,  and  burned  flatter- 

ing incense  before  him,  what  should  the  well- 
taught,  innocent  Bretons  do  but  clap  their  hands 
and  admire  and  rejoice  ? 

So  much  easier  this  than  to  be  sulky  and  rebel ! 
Life  is  so  short;  fetes  are  so  rare;  an  Imperial 
pageant  is  so  grand ! 

Therefore,  if  the  Moniteur  may  be  trusted,  the 
Bretons  have  all  become  Imperialists.  At  least 
there  is  life  and  energy  in  this,  and  not  the  dead 
bonds  only  which  have  tied  them  thus  far  toBoui*- bon  traditions. 

JMeantirae  we  recall,  with  a  half-sigh  for  the  Im- 
perial hopes,  how  the  Due  de  Nemours,  in  the  days 

that  went  closely  before  the  Revolution  of  Feb- 
ruary, made  a  tour  through  Brittany,  and  how 

the  people  shouted  welcome  every  where,  and  the 
priests  made  flattering  discourses,  which  in  a  month 
were  forgotten,  in  the  trimming  of  the  ecclesias- 

tic ship  to  catch  the  breath  of  Revolution.  This 
French  Church  may  be  founded  upon  a  rock,  but 
it  has  a  great  many  fronts  ;  and  they  who  keep  the 
keys,  like  the  first  key-keeper,  are  prone  to  deny  a fallen  master. 
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The  fact  is,  a  good  l)itc  from  tlie  State  crib  makes 
strong  Imperialists  here,  as  it  does  strong  Admiiiis- 
trationists  at  home.  Wliat  right  have  we  to  declaim 
against  the  zealous  priests  and  peasantsof  lirittany? 

So,  through  that  green  and  pleasant  country — 
which  is  not  all  plain-land,  with  stiff  lines  of  pop- 

lars— the  Imperial  family  has  come  back  to  pass  a 
first  Sunday  of  rest  at  St.  Cloud.  In  their  ab- 

sence the  Napoleon  Fete  has  come  and  gone,  Avith 
its  thousands  of  lampions,  its  red  and  green  arches 
of  waving  light  stretching  from  the  Tuileries  gar- 

den to  the  Arch  of  Triumph,  its  free  theatres,  its 
mountebanks,  its  beer,  and  froth  of  all  kinds. 

Count  Walewski  closed  the  day  (Sunday)  with 
a  great  banquet  at  the  Hotel  of  Foreign  Affairs. 
M.  Delanglo,  the  new  Minister  of  the  Interior,  has 
made  himself  far  less  obnoxious  than  his  military 
predecessor.  Since  his  advent  to  the  IMiuistry  of 
the  Interior  he  has  not  sent  the  newspapers  a  single 
averfissement.  nor  inflicted  a  single  penalty  on  them ; 
but  if  he  has  not  adopted  unnecessary  rigor,  he  has, 
on  the  other  hand,  shown  no  disposition  to  give  the 
press  even  a  moderate  amount  of  liberty.  As  Min- 

ister of  the  Interior  he  has  addressed  a  circular  to 
the  Prefects,  in  wdiich  he  recommends  to  them  the 
utmost  vigilance  in  watching  the  Departmental 
journals,  and  enjoins  them  especially  to  prohibit 
all  the  journals  from  publishing  any  details  on  the 
person  of  the  Emperor  and  the  Empress  and  on 
their  private  life,  with  the  exception  of  what  ap- 

pears in  the  Jfoniteur.  The  Minister  also  prohib- 
its the  papers  from  publishing  any  letter  from  the 

pi-inces  belonging  to  the  ex-royal  families,  or  from 
the  members  of  the  former  Legislative  Assemblies. 
To  all  these  pi-ohibitions  the  Minister  adds  anoth- 
ei' — that  they  shall  not  criticise  the  acts  of  any 
public  functionaries.  Tliis  silence,  which  is  im- 

posed upon  eveiy  one,  with  respect  to  the  abuses 
of  the  administration,  makes  the  position  of  the 
functionaries  a  pleasant  one.  On  no  side  have  they 
to  apprehend  blame  or  repression  from  the  public 
censors,  and  when  their  abuses  of  power  come  im- 
der  the  eyes  of  the  Government  they  have  always 
the  excuse  of  their  zeal  and  devotion  to  the  povrers 
that  be.  The  excesses  committed  by  the  Govern- 

ment are  incessant.  The  greater  number  of  them 
remain  unknoAvn,  and  the  victims  find  it  prudent 
to  bow  in  silence  under  the  yoke  of  the  functiona- 

ries. Some  of  these  abuses  transpire  from  time  to 
time,  when  the  individuals  who  are  the  objects  of 
therp  are  sufficiently  powei'ful  to  bring  them  before 
the  Council  of  State.  This  has  taken  place  lately. 
The  Council  of  State  had  its  attention  drawn  to  a 
number  of  complaints  relative  to  the  last  general 
elections.  These  complaints  allege  and  show  the 
most  incredible  abuses  on  the  part  of  the  Prefects ; 
but  the  Council  of  State  will  not  censure  the  func- 

tionaries against  whom  complaints  are  brought  if 
they  have  been  successful  in  returning  the  Govern- 

ment candidates.  A  few  days  ago  the  Council  of 
State  had  another  matter  of  great  gravity  brought 
before  it.  The  Prefect  of  the  Sarte  had  endeavored 
to  force  a  free  mutual  benefit  society  to  receive  a 
president  and  secretary  nominated  by  the  Govern- 

ment. The  society  declined  to  accede  to  the  de- 
mand, and  was  consequently  dissolved  by  the  Pre- 

fect, who  assumed  to  himself  the  power  of  dissolv- 
ing the  society  in  question  and  establishing  anoth- 

er, to  whicli  he  handed  over  the  funds  of  the  soci- 
ety which  he  had  dissolved  by  force.  The  mem- 

bers of  the  ex-society  brought  a  complaint  eji  obits 
de  poiLvoir  before  the  Council  of  State.    A  very 

warm  discussion  took  place.  The  Councilors  of 
State,  MM.  IMarchand,  Blondel,  and  Boulatignier 
characterized  the  conduct  of  the  Prefect  with  great 
severity,  as  having  committed  a  grave  attack  on 
the  rights  of  private  property.  M.  Baroche  en- 

deavored to  support  the  Prefect;  but,  after  some 
very  stormy  discussions,  the  majority  pronounced 
a  decision  annulling  the  act  of  the  Prefect,  and  or- 

dering the  restitution  of  the  confiscated  property 
into  the  hands  of  the  liquidators  of  the  dissolved society. 

But  it  is  only  some  party  of  influence  that  can 
succeed  in  bringing  before  the  Council  of  State  the 
tyranny  of  the  Prefects. 

M.  DK  Lamartine  has  again  appealed  to  public 
sympathy,  in  an  elaborate  repl}'  to  the  attacks 
which  have  been  made  on  him,  and  to  the  objec- 

tions which  have  been  urged  against  the  proposed 
subscription  in  his  behalf. 

Any  impartial  reader  of  this  letter  must  acknowl- 
edge that  he  has  fully  established  the  point,  that 

it  has  been  customary  in  France  to  offer  and  to  ac- 
cept pecuniary  offerings  from  literary  admirers. 

It  had  been  said  in  the  Univcrs  that  Chateaubriand 
would  never  have  taken  a  farthing  in  this  way. 
M.  de  Lamartine  gladly  and  triumphantly  seizes 
on  the  instance  adduced.  He  recalls  to  the  recol- 

lection of  his  critic  that  Chateaubriand  opened  a 
subscription  in  1818,  to  sell  at  a  fancy  price,  by 
lottery,  his  estate  and  residence  in  the  Vallee  aux 
Loups.  Of  this  lottery,  it  is  true,  only  three  tick- 

ets were  taken,  and  those  by  three  political  op- 
ponents. The  Restoration  paid  Chateaubriand's debts  twice,  while  M.  de  Lamartine  never  allowed 

any  Government  to  pa}'  his.  It  is  also  to  be  remem- bered that  Chateaul)riand  was  four  times  Embas- 
sador and  once  ̂ Minister,  with  salaries  amounting 

to  300,000  francs  in  his  principal  embassies,  and  that 
he  also  enjoyed  the  pension  of  a  peer.  Lastly,  he 
opened  a  subscription  for  his  posthumous  memoirs 
at  the  price  of  50,000  francs,  with  an  annuity  of 
20,000  francs  for  himself  and  a  reversion  of  12,000 
francs  yearly  to  his  widow.  Foy,  Lafitte,  and  Du- 
pont  de  I'Eure  have  all  accepted  substantial  proofs 
of  the  sympath}'  and  attention  of  their  supporters 
and  admirers ;  and  de  Lamartine  may  there- 

fore lay  an  undenialde  claim  to  be  only  following 
a  well-established  method  of  relieving  himself 
when  he  lets  it  be  known  that  he  will  accept  what- 

ever may  be  offered  him. 
When,  however,  we  pass  from  this  broad  ground 

to  the  narrower  ground,  where  INI.  de  Lamartine 
meets  his  critics  in  points  of  detail,  we  can  not  say 
that  he  seems  to  us  equally  successful.  He  says 
it  has  been  objected  to  him  that  he  contTil)uted 
largely  to  the  Revolution  of  1818.  He  replies  that 
if  this  were  true,  he,  at  any  rate,  fairly  employed 
a  revolution  to  overturn  a  government  established 
by  a  revolution,  and  tliat  it  ill  becomes  the  sup- 

porters of  the  Government  of  July  to  cast  in  his 
teeth  that  he  contributed  to  a  revolution.  This 
curious  argument  takes  for  granted  that  all  revo- 

lutions are  equally  advantageous.  If  jNI.  de  Lam- 
artine had  permitted  himself  a  moment's  reflection 

he  must  have  seen  that  a  supporter  of  constitution- 
al liberty,  although  he  approved  of  a  revolution  hy 

which  constitutional  liberty  was  established,  need 
not  be  supposed  to  approve  equally  of  one  l)y  which 
it  was  overturned  ;  and  that  when  asked  to  give 
money  to  help  a  man  alleged  to  have  been  distin- 

guished by  his  efforts  to  do  away  with  the  system 
4 
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of  moderate  freedom,  the  Constitutionalist  may  but- 
ton up  his  pocket,  not  because  the  Eevolution  of 

18i8  was  a  revolution,  but  because  it  was  a  revo- 
lution that  practically  tended  to  a  degrading  mili- 

tary despotism. 
5l.  de  Lamartine  has  also  been  charged  with 

squandering  considerable  sums  of  money ;  and  to 
this  he  replies,  first,  that  at  present  he  lives  very 
economically ;  and,  secondly,  that  he  has  only  been 
guilty  of  a  "  folly  of  the  heart,"  and  given  way  to 
a  "madness  that  may  be  called  holy."  This  is 
merely  saying  that  his  extravagance  has  not  been 
of  a  purely  seltish  kind.  "We  may  form  a  higher impression  of  the  character  of  a  man  who  has  not 
spent  money  solely  on  his  own  pleasures  ;  but  still 
extravagance  of  any  sort  is  an  injustice,  and  ]M.  de 
Lamartine  has  been  unjust  both  to  himself  and  to 
the  many  persons  who  have  a  sincere  respect  for 
him  and  his  \vi'itings.  It  may  be  an  injustice  that 
is  easily  pardonable ;  but  a  public  man  who  asks 
for  pecuniary  assistance  is  always  in  some  degree 
in  a  wrong  position  when  his  embarrassment  lias 
been  of  his  own  creating.  All  that  can  be  fiiirly 
said  is  that  M.  de  Lamartine  has  never  done  any 
thing  dishonorable,  which  could  debar  him  from 
taking  advantage  of  the  French  custom  of  accept- 

ing this  sort  of  support ;  and  it  is  impossible  not 
to  sympathize  with  his  warmth  of  language  and 
tone  when  he  declares  that  he  will  have  no  altern- 

ative but  to  quit  France  if  his  appeal  shall  have 
been  made  in  vain. 

Of  operatic  matters,  and  the  theatres,  let  us  make 
this  mention  :  Tamberlik  is  engaged  at  the  Italian 
Opera,  at  the  pretty  largo  salary  of  forty  thousand 
fi'ancs  for  sixteen  representations ;  there  is  an  uf 
dieze  which  does  not  fail  to  be  productive  to  its  for- 

tunate possessor.  There  are  no  longer  any  chil- 
dren. The  collegians  of  our  time  permit  them- 

selves to  get  medals  struck  and  to  dispense  glory. 
The  students  of  the  College  Louis-le-Grand  have 
just  sent  M.  Sivori  a  medal,  in  acknowledgment 
of  the  concert  which  that  violoncellist  gave  them 
on  the  8th  of  July  last,  in  the  hall  of  their  college. 
The  Opera  must  not  be  joked  with.  The  singers 

■  sing ;  but  they  fight  also.  M.  Belval,  an  artist 
of  that  house,  has  sent  his  seconds  to  M.  Felicien 
David,  because  that  eminent  composer  had  given 
a  part  to  M.  Obin  Avhich  he  had  promised  to  Bel- 

val, in  the  Dernier  Jour  cV Ilerculancum.  It  is,  how- 
ever, not  supposed  that  the  afi'air  will  have  serious consequences.  This  new  work,  promised  under  the 

title  which  we  have  indicated,  by  the  author  of  the 
Perle  da  Bresil^  is  no  other  than  the  opera  prom- 

ised originally  under  the  title  of  the  Dernier  Jiuje- 
ment ;  the  decorators  not  being  able  to  agrefe  among 
themselves  as  to  the  proper  mode  of  representing 
the  Last  Judgment  (at  which,  be  it  understood, 
none  of  them  have  yet  been  present).  M.  Mery, 
the  author  of  the  words,  was  forced  to  modif}'  his 
poem,  and  to  descend  to  a  level  more  within  the 
reach  of  the  imagination  of  the  painters.  The 
Bouftes,  under  the  direction  of  Offbnbach,  having 
left  Berlin,  are  now  drinking  the  waters  at  Ems, 
and  will  resume  their  position  in  the  theatre  of  the 
Rue  Choiseuil  on  the  1st  of  September. 

Witli  respect  to  the  other  tlieatres  there  is  no- 
thing new,  with  the  exception  of  the  first  repre- 

sentation of  a  faerie  miroholanie  at  the  Palais  Royal, 
called  Le  Fils  de  la  Belle  au  Bois  Dormant,  written 
by  three  fortunate  authors,  L.  Thiborst,  Siraudin, 
and  Choller,  and  played  by  Hyacynthe  and  comic 

actors,  ejusdem  nasi;  the  engagement  at  the  Pre- 
Catalan,  since  Tuesday  last,  of  a  troop  of  English 
comic  actors  ;  and  the  plan  adopted  by  the  director 
of  the  Ambigu  to  attract — feminine  spectators.  At 
the  bottom  of  the  bill  of  this  latter  house  you  may 
read  the  following  notice  :  "  All  the  ladies  supplied 
with  a  ticket  at  the  first  bureau  will  receive,  on  en- 

tering, a  fan."  But  this  is  not  all ;  the  bill  adds  : 
"  representing  one  of  the  principal  scenes  in  the 
drama  Les  Fugitifs.'"  Another  theatre  is  about  to 
present  a  nosegay  to  every  lady  who  will  please  to 
honor  the  house  with  her — money.  The  successes 
of  the  Boulevards  are  still  the  same.  The  Mare- 
chal  de  Yillars,  who  continues  to  lose  the  battle  of 
Malplaquet  a  la  cantonnade,  and  Jean  Bart,  meta- 

morphosed into  a  Sgagnarelle,  and  frothing  up  the 
waves  of  the  sea  (of  the  Porte  St.  INlartin)  in  his 
pursuit  of  the  putative  lover  of  his  wife,  while  all 
the  time  performing  his  service  to  the  king  ;  but  at 
the  fifth  act  appears  a  ship  of  the  line,  which  requires 
from  the  patience  of  the  audience  an  entreacte  of 
half  an  hour  to  set  it  afloat,  and  to  get  up  a  tem- 

pest— of  applause.  Here  is  a  good  opportunity  for 
M.  Raphael  Felix,  the  brother  of  the  celebrated 
tragedian  who  died  lately,  to  renew  in  the  prov- 

inces the  exploitation  which  he  has  already  accom- 
plished, of  the  ship  in  the  Fils  des  la  Nuii ;  but  with- 

out doubt  he  is  too  busy  at  the  present  moment, 
for  he  is  getting  ready  for  the  quart  dlieure,  and  is 
preparing,  with  the  assistance  of  M.  Jules  Janin, 
for  the  publication  of  a  book,  to  be  called  Made- 
m  li^elle  Rachel  et  la  Tragedie.  This  is  a  pious  la- 

bor, on  which  we  can  not  but  congratulate  him. 
Besides  this,  he  is  organizing  another,  which  de- 

serves some  attention,  namely,  the  foundation  of  a 
theatrical  and  artistical  bank,  for  the  purpose  of 
advancing  to  directors  of  theatres  the  funds  neces- 

sary for  the  advances  required  for  their  artists, 
and  for  their  traveling  expenses.  We  only  hope 
that  love  of  the  arts  may  be  the  sole  motive  which 
has  led  to  this  idea. 

The  Comedie  Francjaise  will  perhaps  have  a  dra- 
ma from  jMadame  George  Sand.  They  say  that 

the  subject  of  it  is  selected  from  the  Roman  his- 
tory. The  theatrical  works  of  this  extraordinary 

woman  excite  particular  interest,  because  it  is 
known  that  the  author  of  Consuelo,  Lelia,  Indiana, 
and  so  many  other  remarkable  romances,  pursues  a 
theory  of  dramatic  reform  which  has  hitherto  been 
received  with  more  or  less  benevolence  by  the  pub- 

lic and  the  critics,  and  been  crowned  with  more  or 
less  success.  In  any  case,  a  drama  from  Madame 
Sand  can  not  fail  to  have  the  merit  of  being  a  lit- 
eraiy  and  Avell-written  work  —  which,  for  a  long 
time  past,  has  very  rarely  been  the  case  at  any 
theatre,  not  even  excepting  the  Theatre  Fran9ais. 

Literature  having  abandoned  the  boards  the 
dramatic  art  naturally  degenerates.  The  actors 
are  no  longer  what  they  were  in  former  times.  On 
this  account  they  are  not  going  to  appoint  a  new 
societaire  in  place  of  Ansehn  Bert,  whose  death 
was  announced  a  short  time  since,  and  who  was 
the  type  of  noble  fathers.  The  foyer  of  the  Thea- 

tre Fran9ais  is  shortly  to  be  ornamented  with  his 
bust  in  marble.  This  bust,  which  has  been  exe- 

cuted by  the  sculptor  Maindron,  after  a  photograph 
by  Richebourg,  is  to  be  presented  to  the  TheAtre 
Francais  by  the  members  of  a  society  of  which  An- 
selm  Bert  and  the  two  artists  in  question  were  also 
members,  and  which  is  called  "  La  Societe  de  Jeu- 
di."  This  society  is  simply  a  club  formed  of  four- 
teen  men  of  talent,  who  meet  once  a  week  to  smoke. 
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drink,  and  discourse  de  omnibus  rebus  et  quibusdam 
alii.<. 

The  Theatre  Fninvais  luis  just  concluded  an  en- 
ga^^cincnt  with  Madame  Kmilie  Guyon,  who  had 
so  much  success  hust  winter  at  the  Porte  St.  Mar- 

tin, as  the  mother  of  Jack  Sheppard  in  the  Cheva- 
liers da  BrouHlard.  She  is  the  widow  of  Guyon, 

who  was,  in  the  first  instance,  an  actor  at  tlic  Am- 
bigu,  and  afterward  at  the  Theatre  Fran(,'ais.  He 
was  an  actor  of  considerable  talent,  who  in  his 
time  divided  public  favor  with  Bocage,  Frederick 
Leniaitre,  an(l  Mclingue.  The  Gaito  has,  on  its 
side,  engaged  INIadame  Doche,  the  famous  Dame 
aux  Cnmelins.  She  is  to  play  the  princip;il  part 
in  a  drama  entitled  Ixi  Bigame,  a  continuation  of 
the  contagion  which  exists  just  now  in  the  the- 

atres. In  the  stage  world,  just  now,  viarriage  is 
the  order  of  the  day.  Thus  you  have  seen  that  at 
the  Gaito  they  are  preparing  to  perform  a  double 
marriage.  The  Vaudeville  is  rehearsing  a  piece 
of  which  the  author  is  the  son  of  a  vaudevilliste  of 
renown,  Jaine,  fils.  His  play  is  simply  to  be 
called  Le  Mariarje.  And  the  Odeon  is  to  reopen 
on  the  1st  of  September  with  Le  Mariarje  de  Vade, 
by  M.  Amedee  Roland,  the  ea;-editor  of  a  paper 
called  Dio(ji:iie. 

TiiosK  interested  in  the  African  explorations  of 
Dr.  Livingstone  (and  who  is  not  ?)  will  read  w^ith 
interest  this  first  report  of  the  arrival  of  his  little 
squadron  off  the  Zambesi : 

"  The  Aveather  has  been  delightful ;  no  sign  of 
fever;  in  fact,  nothing  can  be  more  delusive  than 
the  belief  that  thi^  is  the  region  of  death.  We 
found  ourselves  off  the  Great  Zaml)esi,  in  the  Pearl, 
on  May  14 ;  but  the  river  being  rough  and  the  wind 
fresh,  we  did  not  attempt  to  land  until  the  next 
day,  when  the  Hermes  hove  in  sight ;  and  as  it  had 
been  decided  b}'  the  expeditionists  that  the  great 
river  would  be  more  easily  reached  by  the  West 
Luabo,  and  less  risk  run,  than  by  entering  the 
Zambesi  at  once,  where  the  bar  is  shallow  and  the 
surf  heavy,  we  decided  for  West  Luabo,  accom- 

panied by  the  Hermes*  It  was  low  water  when  Ave 
reached  the  mouth  of  the  river,  with  the  sea  in  a 
state  of  fury  right  across  its  mouth  ;  so  we  waited 
till  3  P.M.,  when,  the  water  having  risen  six  feet, 
we  made  a  run  for  it  in  the  Pearl  (her  captain 
showing  much  pluck),  and  got  over  the  bar  (which 
just  broke),  two  and  a  quarter  fathoms  being  the 
least  water  we  found.  Upon  entering  the  points 
of  the  river  a  fine  sheet  of  water  opened  out,  the 
shores  of  which  are  densely  clad  with  mangrove 
and  other  tropical  trees  ;  but  the  river's  banks  were 
quite  level,  and  elevated  only  two  or  three  feet 
above  the  spring  tide  level.  This  feature  is  uni- 

versal throughout  the  delta.  We  anchored  for  the 
night,  and  at  day-dawn  on  Sunday,  the  16th,  the 
operation  of  hoisting  out  the  steam-launch  was 
commenced.  I  started  off  with  tAvo  Kroomen  and 
three  of  the  members  of  the  expedition  to  survey 
the  estuary,  and  get  astrononiical  obserA^ations, 
Captain  Bedingfield  and  myself  acting  as  leads- 

men. We  did  our  Avork  by  5  p.:m.,  and  returned 
to  the  Pearl  ]\\s.t  as  the  centre  and  heaviest  part  of 
the  launch,  Aveighing  five  or  six  tons,  Avas  going 
out.  All  Avent  well ;  and  at  sunset  Ave  gaA'-e  three 
cheers,  and  joined  the  fore  part  of  the  launch  to  the 
middle,  and  so  ended  the  first  da}'.  We  found  a 
group  of  eight  hippopotami  living  in  a  creek  just 
at  our  observation  spot,  and  they  by  no  means  ap- 
proA'ed  of  our  intrusion.    We  fired  at  them,  heard 

the  bullets  strike  their  heads,  but  they  only  grunt- 
ed, sank  down  and  rose  again,  again  to  receive  an- 

otlior  leaden  salute  Avith  tli(!  like  indifference.  I 
measured  tlie  foot-prints  of  these  animals  on  the 
stiff  claA  cy  bank  of  tlie  river,  and  found  them  fif- 

teen to  sixteen  inclies  and  tAvelve  inches.  Dr.  Liv- 
ingstone declares  their  flesh  to  be  delicious,  and 

A'ery  similar  in  flavor  and  delicacy  to  sucking- 
pig.  I  have  made  arrangements  for  a  hippopotamus 
hani.  Having  got  all  ready  for  forward  Avork, 
such  as  trying  the  launch,  testing  the  compasses, 
etc.,  Ave  loft  our  first  anchorage  on  the  20th  of  May, 
Avith  the  launch  ahead  to  lead  the  Avay.  We  soon 
got  aground  about  seven  miles  up  the  river,  but 
did  not  remain  long  there,  and  by  G  v.yi.  had  ad- 
A'anced  a  good  many  miles  from  the  sea,  Avhere  Ave 
anchored  in  six  fathoms  for  the  night.  We  found 
the  river  more  than  anticipation  had  pictured  it  to 
be — broad,  deep,  and  floAving  Avith  riverly  strength, 
Avhich  raised  our  hopes  far  beyond  Avhat  they  had 
formerly  been  for  success  Avith  ease  and  rapidity. 
Vain  hopes,  too  soon  to  be  confronted  Avith  reality, 
in  the  shape  of  reeds  and  buUrushes  right  across 
the  river  !  The  mosquitoes  began  to  be  A'ery 
troublesome.  I  saAV  and  closely  examined  six 
different  species,  all  venomous  and  brutally  fero- 

cious ;  but  Ave  found  that  by  keeping  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  river  our  sufferings  Avere  somewhat  alle- 

viated." Sir  William  NAriER  has  just  noAv  edited,  in 
London,  a  posthumous  Avork  of  (jcneral  Sir  Charles 
Napier,  being  a  historical  romance,  entitled  "  Will- 

iam the  Conqueror."    In  a  preface  the  editor  in- sinuates that  Sir  Buhvcr  Lytton  Avas  indebted  to  a 
sight  of  this  manuscript  for  the  hint  and  the  ma- 

teriel of  his  story  of  Harold.    A  trenchant  notice 
in  the  Saturdau  Retnezo  says:  "  The  development 

!  of  the  butterfly  out  of  the  grub  is  A'ery  Avonderful ; 
j  but  snch  a  transformation  Avould  be  a  trifle  to  the 
I  development  of  the  truth,  the  vigor,  the  magnifi- 
1  cence  of  Harold  out  of  the  utter  rubbish  of  '  Will- 

iam the  Conqueror.' 
"  The  Avhole  tale,  from  beginning  to  end,  is  Avild. 

extravagant,  and  AA'hat  is  called  'melodramatic' It  is  ushered  in  by  an  absurd  preface,  under  the 
name  of  'Peter  Grievous,'  Avhich  the  editor  in- 

forms us — Ave  should  not  haA^e  found  it  out  for  our- 
{  selves — has  some  reference  to  the  real  or  supposed 
I  injustice  endured  by  Sir  Charles  Napier  at  the 
hands  of  Sir  Frederick  Adam,  Avhen  the  former  Avas 
Resident  of  Cephalonia,  and  the  latter  Lord  High 

j  Commissioner  of  the  Ionian  Islands.  The  thread- 
bare dcA' ice  of  haA'ing  found  an  ancient  MS.  is  re- 

peated for  the  thousand-and-first  time,  and  the  story 
is  supposed  to  be  dictated  by  William  IMallet  in 
his  hundredth  year  to  Wace  in  his  boyhood.  As 
the  editor  tells  us,  *  sarcastic  political  irony  runs 
through  the  romance  of  "  William  the  Conqueror ;" it  Avas  excited  at  the  timo  of  Avriting  by  the  Beform 

•  agitation.'  That  is  to  say,  ever  and  anon  the  tale 
stops  for  the  author — sometimes  in  his  OAvn  person, 
and  sometimes  in  that  of  William  Mallet — to  quiz 
sometimes  the  cleA^enth  century  and  sometimes  the 
nineteenth.  Noav  all  this  is  just  as  it  should  not 
be.  In  such  a  tale  as  this  Ave  do  not  Avant  auA- 
thing  about  Sir  Charles  Napier  or  Sir  Frederick 
Adam  ;  Ave  do  not  Avant  any  thing  about  the  Re- 

form Bill  or  the  New  Poor  LaAv ;  but  Ave  want  a 
true  and  A'ivid  portraiture  of  two  of  the  mightiest 
men  that  ever  Avalked  God's  earth — William  the 
Bastard  and  Harold  the  son  of  GodAvine.    This  we 
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get  from  the  hands  of  Sir  Edward  Bulwer  Lytton 
— we  do  not  get  it  from  the  hands  of  Sir  Charles 
Napier.  In  the  hitter,  the  real  exploits  of  the  two 
heroes  are  altogether  overlaid  by  a  mass  of  violent- 

ly improbable  adventures  on  the  part  of  the  sub- 
ordinate characters.  Ever}'  man  is  constantly  on 

the  point  of  being  murdered,  and  ever}'  woman  of 
being  ravished,  only  William  or  Harold,  or  some- 

times William  and  Harold  together,  are  sure  to 
appear  miraculously  to  rescue  them.  Now  we 
have  no  doubt  that  life  in  the  eleventh  century 
was  considerably  more  exciting  than  life  in  the 
nineteenth ;  but  we  do  not  believe  that  people, 
even  then,  lived  the  sort  of  life  of  perpetual  prod- 

igy which  Sir  Cliarles  Napier  depicts.  We  have 
no  doubt  that  there  were  a  good  many  days  on 
Avhich  Duke  William  had  nothing  to  do  but  ride 
after  his  hawks,  and  the  Duchess  Matilda  nothing 
to  do  but  sit  still  at  her  tapestry.  But  Sir  Charles 
Napier's  tale  is  at  least  a  commentary  on  the  doc- 

trine that '  neither  the  greatest  of  kings  nor  the  best 
of  men  are  more  exempt  from  violence  than  from 
natural  death.'  The  more  exalted  his  personages 
the  greater  the  scrapes  they  get  into.  One  ruffian 
has  actually  the  good  luck  to  carry  off  at  one  swoop 
the  wife  of  William  and  the  mistress  of  Harold. 
The  mass  of  errors  in  names,  incidents,  and  the 
like,  and  the  amazing  extent  to  which  Sir  Charles 
Napier  has  drawn  upon  his  own  imagination,  form 
a  striking  contrast  to  the  wonderful  accuracy  of 
Sir  E.  B.  Lytton." 

A  VERY  spirited  and  somewhat  embittered  dis- 
cussion is  occupying  the  London  journals  anent  the 

opening  of  the  Sydenham  Gardens  upon  Sunday. 
A  vote  of  the  stockholders  has  declared  in  the  affirm- 

ative ;  but,  on  the  other  side,  it  is  alleged  that  not 
one  half  of  the  stockholders  voted  at  all,  and  stren- 

uous efforts  are  being  made  to  defeat  the  plan. 
A  Sunday  National  League  has  been  formed, 

abetted  by  the  Examiner,  Leader^  and  other  liberal 
papers,  to  defeat  Sabbatarian  restrictions.  This 
National  Sunday  League  challenge  the  Sabbatarian 
or  Hebrew-Christian  party  to  prove — 1.  That  the 
contemplation  of  beautiful  objects  of  nature  and 
of  art  has  upon  Sundays  a  worse  effect  than  upon 
other  days.  2.  To  explain  by  what  means  the 
people  may  infallibl}'  discriminate  between  a  tune 
good  for  Sunday  and  one  good  for  Monday  or  other 
week  days.  3.  To  explain  Avhy  it  is  good  on  Sunday 
to  read  in  the  Bible  about  Nineveh  and  Egypt,  and 
had  to  go  to  the  Crystal  Palace  or  the  British  Mu- 

seum in  order  to  see  the  objects  referred  to  in  the 
sacred  book.  4.  AYliy  it  is  good  on  Sunday  to  read 
in  the  Bible  about  the  lilies  of  Jerusalem,  and  wick- 

ed to  look  upon  the  buttercups  of  England.  5.  To 
define  accurately  what  may  and  what  may  not 
be  done  on  Sunda}-.  G.  To  explain  how  it  is  that 
cooking  the  hot  dinners  and  making  the  clergy- 

man's bed,  and  driving  the  Bishop's  coach  on  Sun- 
day are  pious  or  permissible  actions,  while  con- 

ducting an  excursion  train  or  driving  the  poor  man's 
vans  are  deadly  sins.  7.  To  show  Divine  au- 

thority for  establishing  the  soH  of  Sabbath  which 
the  Hebrew  Christians  contend  for,  on  any  day  or 
at  any  period.  8.  To  show  Divine  authority  for 
transferring  the  obligation  of  any  Old  Testament 
Sabbath  from  the  seventh  to  the  first  day  of  the 
week.  9.  To  show  Divine  authority  for  altering 
the  old  Eastern  mode  of  reckoning  the  commence- 

ment of  days,  and  exactly  what  change  was  per- 
mitted, so  that  we  may  be  able  to  ascertain  the 

precise  hour  at  which  secular  things  become  sinful, 
and  again  become  lawful.  10.  To  prove  that  what 
they  call  Sabbath-keeping  is  a  cause  of  the  pros- 

perity of  nations,  or  that  Sabbath-breaking  is  the 
cause  of  their  decline.  11.  To  account,  upon  Sab- 

batarian principles,  for  tlie  prosperity  of  England, 
when,  according  to  the  census  on  the  Sunday  in- 

vestigated, 4,105,797  persons  were  absent  from  the 
morning  services  in  churches  and  chapels  "  iciihout 
cause  of  inability,''^  5,569,114  were  so  absent  from the  afternoon  services,  and  5,688,830  so  absent  from 
the  evening  services ;  when  the  Archbishop  of  Dub- 

lin sanctions  the  Sunday  opening  of  the  Zoological 
Gardens  in  that  city  ;  when  railways  and  steam- 

boats are  crowded  Avith  Sunday  excursionists  dur- 
ing the  fine  weather ;  when  the  Queen  employs  a 

military  band  to  play  secular  tunes  on  Sundays  at 
Windsor,  and  the  people  employ  similar  bands  to 
play  similar  tunes  on  Sundays  in  the  London  parks. 
12.  To  explain,  upon  Sabbatarian  principles,  how 
it  is  that  Holland  merits  the  description  of  M'Cul- 
loch  — "perhaps  no  country  has  so  little  crime  " — 
when  Dutch  newspapers  teem  with  advertisements 
of  Sunday  concerts.  13.  To  explain,  if  Sabbath- 
breaking  leads  to  national  ruin,  how  it  is  that  Switz- 

erland, though  surrounded  by  powerful  enemies, 
has  preserved  her  liberties  and  grown  in  prosperity, 
althougli  Sunday  is  the  favorite  day  for  rifle-shoot- 

ing, meeting  in  pleasure-gardens,  and  other  so- 
called  Sabbath-breaking  amusements.  14.  To  ex- 

plain how  it  is  that  Scothmd,  where  Sabbatarianism 
is  most  in  regard,  is  renowned  for  drunkenness  and 
illegitimacy.  In  Sabbath-breaking  France  the  il- 

legitimate births  amount  to  7  "1-10,  and  in  Sabl)ath- 
breaking  Belgium  to  6*7-10,  while  in  the  rural  dis- 

tricts of  Sabbath-keeping  Scotland,  the  Registrar- 
General  reports  them  11 -1-10  in  Peebles  to  17 "5-10 in  Nairn ! 

Two  curious  pamphlets  have  appeared  in  France, 
under,  be  it  remarked,  the  regime  of  a  strict  censor- 

ship. This  fact  alone  causes  them  to  be  noticed. 
One  is  called  "  Aurons  nous  la  Guerre  avec  V Anrjlc- 
ierreV  It  is  not,  like  other  incendiary  pamphlets 
of  a  similar  kind,  anonymous.  The  individual 
who  stands  forth  as  the  author  prints  his  name  thus 
— S.  Medoros.  According  to  the  statements  in  the 
journals,  this  pamphlet  opens  by  saying,  that  while 
diplomacy  imagines  the  attention  of  Europe  con- 

centrated upon  the  Paris  Conferences  and  the  ques- 
tion of  the  Principalities,  "it  would  appear  that 

grave  events,  of  a  nature  to  remodel  the  map  of 
Europe,  are  ripening  under  a  mysterious  vail."  In the  next  sentence  it  is  stated,  in  more  absolute 
terms,  that  "  a  grand  historical  event  is  in  prepa- 

ration." Further  on  we  are  informed  that  "Are 
we  to  go  to  war  with  England  ?"  is  the  "  simple 
question"  which  every  body  is  asking  in  France, 
and  that  the  idea  of  such  a  war  is  so  deeply  rooted 
in  the  minds  of  all  purveyors  of  news,  that  the 
splendid  fetes  of  Cherbourg  seem  to  them  rather  a 
parade  of  force  than  a  friendly  demonstration.  A 
little  lower  down  our  author  says  that  all  the 
peoples  of  Europe  firmly  believe  that  "  Napoleon III.  is  meditating  one  of  those  great  deeds  with 
which  he  has  before  this  astonished  the  world;" 
and  that  "this  belief  of  the  people  is  encouraged 

by  the  Imperial  silence." 
'  The  writer  discusses  the  chances  of  landing  men 

on  English  coasts,  admits  the  difficulty  of  the  en- 
terprise, but  regards  it  as  feasible  to  land  300,000 men. 
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Hut  then  he  says,  the  question  arises,  could  they, 

although  they  ini^^lit  he  the  host  troops  in  the  >voi  l(l, 
.sul)ju{^ate  21,01)0,000  of  people  wlio  t;lory,  above  all 
things,  in  their  independence?  He  gets  over  this 
diniculty  by  supposing  that  Napoleon  III.  could 
l>ersuade  tlie  masses  in  England  tliat  he  came  not 
as  a  con(iucror  hut  as  a  deliverer.  "  Brea(i  and 
Liberty"  would  be  his  rallying  cry  :  and  the  writer 
is  of  opinion  that  tlie  people  would  not  be  asliamed 
to  accejit  bcuelits  at  his  hand.  With  all  Jack 
Cade's  mottoes  on  his  standard,  lie  would  make  Avar 
in  the  name  of  the  English  people  upon  the  English 
aristocracy.  A  war  with  England  conducted  on 
such  principles  would  conunand  the  enthusiastic 
support  of  the  pamphleteer,  who  exclaims,  "  When 
we  should  sec  our  ships  in  line  and  our  regiments 
proudly  deliling  before  Napoleon  III.,  we  would 
say  to  the  Emperor,  '  Sire,  the  English  people  is 
not  against  you ;  you  have  only  to  face  all  those 
Sardanapaluscs  of  the  Thames  who  drink  in  golden 
cups  the  sweat  of  a  hundred  millions  of  helots  and 
set  up  to  be  the  Pachas  of  civilization.  Sire,  your 
glory  will  not  be  that  of  conqueror,  but  your  aslies 
will  be  deposited  in  the  temple  of  humanity.'  " 

The  second  pamphlet  is  called  "  Cherbourg  et 
VAngleterrej'  A  few  passages  \Yill  give  an  idea  of the  work. 

"  The  inauguration  of  Cherbourg,"  says  its  au- 
thor, "is,  for  France,  a  festival  of  glorification  for 

her  navy,  for  the  nations  a  festival  of  hope,  and  for 
England  a  festival  of  expiation. ' '  ' '  Long  enough , ' ' 
he  elsewhere  declares,  "has  England  paraded  her 
maritime  brigandage,  and  prided  herself  on  it.  The 
history  of  England  is  a  permanent  scandal;  the 
success  of  England  disturbs  the  conscience,  like  the 
sight  of  a  fortunate  bandit.  But  if  the  bandit  lives 
too  short  a  time  always  to  meet  his  punishment 
here  below,  it  is  not  the  same  with  a  cit}'  or  a  na- 

tion. Where  now  is  Carthage  ?  Where  will  su- 
perb England  be  to-morrow.'"  Again,  "In  her 

heart,  England  is  afraid ;  and  what  excites  to  so 
high  a  degree  her  ill-concealed  terror  is  her  evil 
conscience."  "Steam hascontinentalizedEngland; 
she  is  no  longer  an  island,  as  formerly.  We  can 
land  on  her  shores  when  we  please,  and  where  has 
she  soldiers  to  combat  ns  ?"  At  times,  this  impet- 

uous and  impartial  writer,  carried  away  by  his 
patriotic  and  bellicose  ardor,  abandons  the  condi- 

tional for  the  future  tense,  and  talks  of  what  France 
icill  do  when  the  war  he  evidently  thirsts  for  shall 
break  out.  lie  also  gives  us  some  rather  startling 
intelligence.  "England  lost  nearly  all  her  arm}- in  the  Crimea ;  to  repair  her  losses  at  Inkermann 
she  recalled  licr  troops  from  India ;  hence  the  in- 

surrection ;  in  reality,  it  was  from  Sebastopol  that 
sprang  the  independence  of  India.  .  .  .  The  dom- 

ination of  the  English  in  India  is  finished.  No- 
thing can  again  lift  up  English  power.  They  may 

command  days  of  prayer  and  of  public  fasting ;  they 
would  need  to  change  their  souls.  .  .  .  They  have 
wearied  Providence,  and  their  reign  is  past  
The  power  of  England  was  never  any  thing  but  a 
usurped  power.  .  .  .  She  remained  in  the  first  rank 
only  as  the  consequence  of  a  surprise.  She  is  re- 
descending  to  her  natural  place.  She  will  sulk  at 
first ;  then  she  will  get  used  to  it.  If  she  kicks 
she  is  lost ;  and  she  will  end  b}'  listening  to  reason 
and  by  learning  justice,  for  Chei'bourg  is  there." 
The  writer  inveighs  against  the  "  privileged  class- 

es" in  England,  and  predicts  that  they  would  find 
no  support  from  the  people  on  the  day  wlien  a 
French  General  should  present  himself  with  the 
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great  Charter  of  Tnivcrsal  Suffrage  in  one  hand, 
and,  in  the  other,  the  Code  Napoleon,  with  all  its 
principles  of  social  eijuality.  "  Henceforward  it 
is  no  longer  Heaven  alone  that  the  ICnglish  work- 

man will  invoke  in  his  misery,  he  will  turn  his 
eyes  towanls  Cherl)Ourg,  seeking,  in  the  mists  of 
the  horizon,  the  liljcrating  lieet." Tlie  rci)uted  author  of  this  extravagant  nonsense 
is  IM.  Jules  Leclievalicr,  some  time  a  socialist  ref- 

ugee in  England,  now  an  employe  in  France. 

(Eiiitar's  JDrnuiBr. 
How  man}'  thousands  of  the  readers  of  the Drawer  have  been  excrcisod  with  the  enigma 
published  in  the  September  number  of  the  Maga- 

zine it  is  impossible  for  us  to  sa}' ;  but  the  numer- ous answers  avc  have  received  are  the  best  evidence 
that  the  ingenuity  of  many  of  them  has  been  at 
work  with  very  various  results.  From  the  bundle 
of  answ^ers  before  us,  we  shall  select  a  few  which 
are  so  happily  expressed  that  they  are  well  worthy 
of  reading,  "whether  they  are  or  are  not  satisfactory 
solutions.    A  Boston  correspondent  writes  : 

"  I  herewith  send  you  a  leaf  taken  from  Knight's 
Penny  Magazine^  vol.  ii.,  1846,  page  175,  which 
gives  the  author's  own  solution,  as  appears  by  the 
allegorical  cut  accompa4iying  it,  viz.,  '  Knight- 

hood.' 
"This  is,  undoubtedly,  the  author's  solution,  for 

his  writings  w'ere  originally  published  in  the  mag- 
azine conducted  by  IMr.  Knight." 

We  will  copy  the  enigma  with  tlie  aUegorical 
solution,  and  then  the  answers  of  our  correspond- 

ents may  be  compared  with  it. 
ENIGMA. 

Sir  Hilary  clip.rgoJ.  at  x\gincourt, 
Sootii!  'twas  an  awful  day! 

And  though,  in  that  old  age  of  sport, 
The  rufflers  of  the  camp  and  court 
Had  little  t-ime  to  pray, 

'Tis  said  Sir  Hilary  nuittevGd  there 
Two  syllables  by  way  of  prayer. 
My  first  to  all  the  brave  and  proud 
Who  see  to-morrow's  sun ; 

My  next,  with  her  cold  and  quiet  cloud, 
To  those  who  find  their  dewy  shroud, 

Before  to-day's  he  done! And  both  together  to  all  blue  eyes 
That  weep  when  a  warrior  nobly  dies. 

The  enigma  has  often  been  republished,  and 
many  years  ago  the  following  solution  was  ofFered 
in  the  Home  Journal : 

Sir  Hilary  looked  aloft  in  prayer, 

And  only  said    Beau  del  f'' Then  rushed  into  tho  battle,  where 
He  fought  for  England's  weal. 

J.  A.  K.,  of  Chicago,  Illinois,  offers  another. 
To  the  "brave  and  the  proud"  in  Agincourt's  fight, Hearts  to  strike  home  for  God  and  their  right! 
Ease,  blest  ease,  to  the  valiant  dead 
Who,  ere  night,  "in  their  dewy  shroud"  shall  bo  laid! 
And  the  Heart" s-ease  of  Kesignation  meek, 
May  it  chase  the  tears  from  sad  Beauty's  cheek! 

A  fair  friend  in  Northampton,  Massachusetts, 
sends  an  answer  originally  published  in  the  Phila- 

delphia Bulletin: 
When  the  two  hosts  at  Agiucourt 

Met  in  their  fierce  array, 
The  rain — so  clironiclers  report- 
Fell  fast  on  forest,  field,  and  fort, 
And  'twas  "an  awful  day;" 

For  on  the  wet  and  slippery  soil 
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Horsemen  and  footmen  sadly  toil, 
And  weary  in  the  fray. 

"On,  on,  my  men!"  the  leaders  cry, 
"The  sky  breaks  in  the  West — 

On,  on,  ye  English  chivalry, 
For  they  who,  fighting,  nobly  die, 

Shall  find  a  grave  most  blest; 
And  they  who  see  'to-morrow's  sun,' Shall  find  this  weary  labor  done, 
And  gain  their  needed  kest." 

Ah,  many  of  that  battle  crowd, 
Before  the  day  was  o'er. 

Had  found  a  wet  and  "dewy  shroud" 
Beneath  the  rain's  "cold  quiet  cloud;" But,  maiden,  I  implore, 
Cease  all  your  vain  regrets  and  fears, 
llESTEAiN,  BESTKAiN  your  ])itter  tears. 
And  mourn  your  lord  no  more. 

'Tis  done!  St.  George's  banner  now 
Floats  proudly  o'er  the  plain  ; 

Sir  Hilary  wipes  his  dripping  bro^r, 
Vows  to  the  Church  a  holy  vow, 

Looks  sadly  o'er  the  slain. And  then  recalls  the  prayer  he  made. 
When,  charging  on  the  foe,  he  said. 
With  upward  looks,  "Eest,  kain!" 

A  lady  in  New  Hampshire  very  modestlv  pro- 
ses the  following  classical  reply  to  the  riddle  : 

The  coming  foe.  Sir  Hilary  eyed. 
And,  raising  eyes  to  Heaven,  he  cried, 

"/SoZ-we/" — absolve  my  sin; 
Then  rushing  boldly  to  the  fight. 
Arms  loudly  clashed  with  warriors  might, 
And  rose  the  conflicts'  din. 

Oh,  "SoL"'  bright  Sim,  how  dear  thy  light 
To  him,  who,  victor  in  the  fight, 

Eose  from  that  deadly  fray; 
"  Fae" — iro  to  him  Avho  sleeps  beneath ; 
No  morning  sun  nor  victor's  wreath His  eyes  shall  greet  to-day. 

Sol-ve  V — dissolve  in  tears,  blue  eyes! 
XJpon  the  field  the  warrior  lies; 

Well  may'st  thou  weep,  fair  maid; 
Brightly  Avill  shine  full  many  a  sun. 
And  many  a  field  be  lost  and  won. 

Ere  aught  that  rest  invade ! 
From  Detroit  we  have  the  following  original  so- 

lution.   The  "Avriter  says  of  the  riddle  : 
"  It  has  never  before  been  solved  since  it  was 

written,  which  is  npward  of  twenty  j-ears  ago. 
You  M  ill  perceive  that,  in  the  enigma,  Praed  has 
ingeniously  woven  its  solution  into  the  rhyme  of 
two  of  the  feet  of  the  last  verse,  thus  rendering  it 

both  simple  and  suggestive." Unto  the  young  and  brave  he  cried, 
With  arm  uplifted,  "On!" 

They  still  would  live,  whate'er  betide, 
Howe'er  the  fray  might  run. 

To  those  enwrapped  in  Fate's  dun  cloud 
He  eoftly  murmured  "Done." The  paths  to  glory  and  the  shroud 
Shall  meet,  alas!  in  one. 

And  unto  those  blue  eyes  that  weep. 
Though  fame  itself  be  Avon, 

That  o'er  the  cold  dead  vigils  keep. 
He  only  said  "Undone!" 

A  coiTespondent  in  Milton,  Massachusetts,  sends 
the  following,  being  another  version  of  one  printed 
above : 

When  Hilary  charged  at  Agincourt, 
Upon  that  bloody  day. 

It  was  no  scene  of  knightly  sport, 
Played  for  the  pleasure  of  royal  court. 
That  then  before  him  lay; 

And  he  raised  his  helm  a  moment  there. 
And  muttered  these  hurried  words  of  prayer: 

"  May  all  whom  Heaven  this  day  shall  save 
To-morrow  best  attain; 

While  on  the  slaughtered  warrior's  grave 
— (Sweet  Nature  Aveeping  o'er  the  brave) — Descend  the  gentle  rain; 
And  may  the  fair,  Avho  mourn  the  dead, 
Eest-eain  tlieir  tears,  in  sorrow  shed." 

Westerly,  Rhode  Island,  contributes  this,  which 
very  clever : 

At  Agincourt  Sir  Hilary's  charge, 
Made  on  that  "  awful  day," 
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Is  known  o\t  all  the  world  at  large, 
How  by  his  valor,  sword  and  targe, 

IIo  won  his  glorions  way; 
'Tis  said  tliat  on  the  martial  air 
IIo  spoke  two  words  "by  way  of  prayer." 
lUs  first,  to  all  tho  brave,  was  "  Coo(/," 
Who  see  tlic  morrow's  light; 

The  next,  who  ne'er  the  shock  withstood. 
But  lay  enwrapped  in  death's  dark  hood, 

To  them,  'twiis  endless  "  nt'aht.'" "What  better  wish  than  a  "  Good  KnighV 
To  any  blue-eyed  lady  bright? 

And  our  Westerly  correspondent  tries  again,  as 
foUoweth  : 

"When  old  Sir  Hilary  charged  amain At  Agincourt,  they  fay, 
Upon  the  bristling,  warlike  plain, 
Fell  faiit  a  furious,  drenching  rain. 
Through  all  the  weary  day; 

'Tis  said  that  then  a  prayer  ho  muttered, 
Of  just  two  words — 'twas  all  he  uttered. 
His  first  to  all  the  brave  and  gay— 

The  low-born  and  the  high— 
"Whoe'er  survived  that  fatal  day. Like  traveler  on  the  desert  way, 

They  would,  he  kncAv,  be  "dev." Then  charged  he  on  -with  furious  shock, 
As  waves  descend  upon  a  rock. 
The  next  to  those  who  nobly  stood 

Upon  that  "awful  day," 
Witli  spears  as  thick  as  "  Biniam  Wood," And  glistening  swords,  so  sharp  and  good, 

And  cast  their  lives  away ; 
He  promised  them  the  martyr's  cup, 
To  heavenly  rest  should  they  go  "up." 
To  mourning  maidens  -with  blue  eyes The  ifhole  can  now  be  spoken. 
Who  weep  when  a  warrior  nobly  dies, 
And  fill  the  groaning  air  with  cries 

Wliose  cadence  is  unbroken. 
Old  Hilary,  glancing  o'er  the  plain, 
Cried  "Dry  up!"  unto  the  falling  rain. 

Out  of  all  these  answers  the  reader  will  take  his 
choice.  We  call  attention  to  the  fact  that  all  of 
them  whose  origin  is  known  came  to  us  from  New 
England,  whose  people  a'-e  proverbially  good  at 
guessing. 

TiiK  sudden  transition  from  the  sublime  to  the 
ridiculous  was  never  more  amusingl}'  illustrated 
than  it  is  by  an  actual  occurrence  in  the  famil}^  of 
a  friend  of  the  writer  of  this  in  Georgia.  It  ne- 

cessarily trenches  on  serious  things ;  and  the  desire 
of  the  Drawer  to  avoid  every  thing  that  may  justly 
give  offense  to  serious  minds,  is  respected  by  all 
its  sensible  correspondents.  But  in  the  simple 
story  we  are  about  to  tell  there  is  so  much  truth  to 
nature  that  we  shall  not  hesitate  to  repeat  it  as  it 
comes : 

"In  one  of  the  genteelest  families  of  the  State, 
Miss  ̂ loUie  and  Miss  Peggie  are  two  sisters.  Miss 
Mollie  is  the  eldest — a  very  upright  and  amiable 
young  lady,  wliose  good  sense  always  prompts  her 
to  conduct  herself  with  the  utmost  propriety  under 
all  circumstances.  She  is  not  a  member  of  any 
church  ;  but,  like  all  well-bred  j'oung  ladies,  says 
her  prayers  before  retiring.  One  night  she  carried 
with  her  to  her  room  a  pickle,  and  laid  it  upon  her 
bureau,  thinking  she  would  eat  it  after  her  devo- 

tions. She  knelt  at  the  foot  of  herjjaed  for  the  pur- 
pose. Peggie  entered  the  room,  and  seeing  her 

deeply  absorbed,  thought  to  improve  the  opportu- 
nity by  appropriating  the  pickle  to  her  own  use. 

She  had  bitten  off  a  piece,  and  in  chewing  it  made 

a  noise,  which  her  si.ster  lieanl,  who,  wishing  to 
know  the  cause,  looked  up,  and  beholding  Peggie 
devouring  the  pickle,  hurriedly  arose,  e.xclaiming, 

Lord!  excuse  me  a  moinait;  is  eat  in  f/  vp 
my  pic/ile!'  Peggie  told  it  tlie  next  day.  We laugh  at  Miss  Mollie  aljout  it ;  but  .she  takes  it  all 
in  good  part,  and  ujiholds  her  conduct  admirably 
by  averring  that  it  is  when  in  just  such  company 
that  we  are  commanded  to  '  watch  as  well  as  pra>/.^  " 

Ix  Sayljrook,  Connecticut,  of  Platform  celebrity, 
lived  Roger  Green,  whose  misfortune  and  vice  it 
was  to  be  a  sad  drunkard.  lie  was  a  man  of  good 
family  connections,  but  his  habits  nuide  him  a 
burden  and  disgrace  to  all  who  were  compelled  to 
own  his  relationsliip.  The  only  good  thing  he  was 
ever  known  to  do,  was  to  write  the  following  epi- 

taph for  himself: 
"Here  lies  a  dead  man — who  do  you  think? 
Poor  Roger  Green,  pray  give  him  a  drink. 
What!  drink  for  a  dead  man?    Yes.    And  why? 
Because  when  alive  he  was  always  dry." 

jMany  of  the  readers  of  /farper^s  Magazine  re- 
member the  great  race,  many  years  since,  between 

the  two  famous  horses,  Eclipse  and  Sir  Ilenr}-,  over 
the  Long  Island  Course.  Eclipse,  being  a  North- 

ern horse,  was  backed  by  Northern  men  ;  and  Sir 
Henry,  for  similar  reasons,  was  the  choice  of  the 
Southerners,  among  whom  was  the  celebrated  John 
Randolph,  who  had  been  betting  heavily.  While 
the  decisive  heat  was  being  run,  all  eyes,  of  course, 
were  intently  fixed  on  the  two  horses,  and  the 
greatest  excitement  manifested.  On  the  home 
stretch  Sir  Henry  had  slightly  the  advantage  of 
Eclipse,  and  passed  him,  when  John  Riindolph 
shouted,  "Two  to  one  on  Sir  Henry!"  "I  take 
that !"  promptly  answ-ered  a  voice  from  the  crowd 
around  him.  While  this  was  passing,  however, 
Eclipse  recovered  himself,  and  in  turn  passed  Sir 
Henry.  This,  of  course,  was  observed  by  Mr. 
Randolph,  who,  turning  to  the  point  whence  the 
voice  proceeded,  said,  in  his  inimitably  sarcastic 
manner,  "I  didn't  speak  to  you.  Sir." 

"  A  fp:w  months  since,"  writes  a  correspondent, 
"two  of  our  well-known  citizens,  Mr.  C  and 
]?>Ir.  S  ,  were  sauntering  through  the  streets  of 
Cincinnati,  viewing  the  sights,  and  of  course  look- 

ing into  all  the  shop  windows.    Mr.  C  ,  who 
is  somewliat  of  a  wag,  observed  a  man  seated  mo- 

tionless in  a  show  window,  I'esting  from  his  exer- 
tions in  cleaning  the  panes,  with  his  left  elbow'  on 

his  knee  and  his  face  in  the  palm  of  his  hand. 
Drawing  his  companion's  attention  to  the  man,  he remarked,  in  his  careless  way, 

"'That's  pretty  natural;  ain't  it,  John?'  and, 
passing  on  a  short  distance,  stopped. 

"i\Ir.  S  ,  however,  stopped  short,  and,  after 
viewing  the  supposed  y?^7?<re  a  moment  or  two,  said, 
in  a  surprised  3'et  confident  manner, 

"  'Blamed  if  that  don't  look  natural!'  and  ap- 
proached the  window  for  a  closer  inspection.  Rest- 

ing his  hands  on  the  railing,  he  stared  fixedly  at 
the  figure;  when,  to  his  great  surprise  and  dis- 

comfiture, the  man,  raising  his  right  hand,  with 
outspread  fingers,  to  his  nose,  made  a  most  signif- 

icant gesture.    Mr.  S  left  rapidly,  and  to  this 
day  is  plagued  about  the  man  in  the  window  look- 

ing so  natural." 
' '  Lawyers  and  Judges  have  to  stand  the  '  brunt' 
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of  a  good  many  jokes,  and  those  of  our  State  [Wis- 
consin] seem  to  have  as  light  a  load  of  it  upon 

their  shoulders  as  any  in  the  Union. 
"  Here  is  one,  recently  perpetrated,  in  the  hear- 

ing of  your  correspondent  by  a  Judge  of  the  Su- 
preme Bench. 

"In  a.  '  Dutch  garden,'  at  the  capital,  a  few 
evenings  since,  a  few  young  men,  who  had.  been 
participating  rather  freely  of  'lager,'  sang  two 
verses  of  'Old  Dog  Tray;'  and,  amidst  the  clap- 

ping of  hands,  was  heard  the  voice  of  one  of  the 
by-standers  imitating  the  musical  voice  of  a  mule  ! 
The  Judge,  who  sat  close  at  hand,  coolly  rose,  took 
off  his  chip  hat,  and  said, 

"  '  That  is  too  natural  to  be  artificial !' 
"  Our  man  of  mulish  propensities  gave  the  Judge 

credit  for  making  the  best  'hit,'  and  silentl}'  walked 
away,  while  the  singers  ordered  a  '  drink'  for  the Judge.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  a  deafening  roar 
of  laughter  followed." 

The  Drawer's  readers  "will  be  certainly  under 
grea-t  obligations  to  the  correspondent  who  con- 

tributes two  or  three  things  that  follow: 
"No  Penns^Tvania  kitchens  could  boast  of  finer 

Irish  '  maids'  than  my  neighbor's,  Mr.  P  ,  and 
our  own,  when  graced  by  the  respective  pi'esence 
of  the  two  sisters,  Bridget  and  Norah  Snodd}'. 
Young,  blooming,  cheerful,  and  refined  to  an  unu- 

sual degree  for  girls  in  their  situation  in  life,  they 
did  not  lack  for  plenty  of  jolh'  Patricks  to  pay  them 
the  homage  so  dear  to  every  woman's  vanity  ;  but, 
while  Bridget  (the  younger)  lauglied,  danced,  joked 
and  flirted  with  '  ivery  jintlemon'  who  offered  his 
'  attintions,'  Norah  preserved  a  dignified  composure 
toward  all  her  admirers,  which,  while  it  did  not 
repel,  neither  excited  any  hopes  as  to  who  should 
be  the  favored  one.  At  length  Larry  Dolan,  a  fine- 
looking,  dashing,  independent  son  of  Erin,  appeared 
upon  the  field  of  contest,  and  soon  the  claims  of  all 
others  shrank  into  insignificance  before  the  might 
of  his  powerful  attractions.  A  strong  rivalry  was 
excited  between  the  sisters — the  one  fearlessly,  the 
other  timidly  attesting  her  love  for  him  in  a  hun- 

dred little  ways ;  yet  for  a  long  time  his  choice  re- 
mained undecided.  Norah,  finally,  resolving  upon 

a  bold  stroke  for  victory,  fell  sick.  Larry's  heart 
was  '  broken  intirely ;'  and  in  a  few  days  she  pri- 

vately became  Mrs.  Dolan.  Her  affectionate  na- 
ture, however,  prevented  her  from  making  any 

joj'ous  demonstration  or  wifely  acknowledgments 
before  the  defeated  Bridget. 

"  '  Norah,'  I  asked  of  her  one  day,  as,  entering 
our  kitchen,  I  saw  her  bidding  her  sister  farewell, 
'  where  w  ill  you  live  now  since  you  are  married  ?' 

'■ '  At  Dauphin,  Miss.' 
"  '  Why  not  here,  in  town  ?' 
"  '  Because  he  has  work  there,  Miss ;  and  he 

says  it  is  the  healthiest  place.' 
"  '  Who  is  "  he,"  Norah  V  I  asked,  with  a  know- 

ing smile. 
"  '  Larry  Dolan,  Miss  !'  she  answered,  hesita- tingly. 

"  'And  who,  pray,  is  Larry  Dolan?' 
"With  a  blush  that  spoke  volumes,  she  said, 

'  Bridget  JSnoddy^s  beau,  3Iiss.^  " 

"  A  MAN  of '  infinite  wit  and  humor'  was  Samuel 
D.  Franks,  presiding  Judge  of  Dauphin  County 
some  tliirty  years  since.  Gifted,  among  other  in- 

tellectual traits,  with  powers  of  memory  remarka- 
bly strong  and  active,  he  as  often  made  it  the  tool 

with  which  to  perpetrate  practical  jokeS  upon  his 
friends  as  for  more  dignified  and  useful  purposes. 
It  is  said  of  him  that,  having  read  a  newspaper 
through,  he  could  immediately  afterward  repeat 
verbatim  every  word  of  its  contents.  In  tlic  city  of 
Reading  there  resided  Mr.  Coleman,  a  well-known 
stage  proprietor  and  owner  of  several  large  livery 
stables.  The  J udge  happening  into  a  barber's  sa- 

loon one  morning,  where  Mr.  Coleman  was  getting 
shaved,  drew  from  his  pocket  a  copy  of  the  United 
States  Gazette,  and,  unfolding  it,  began  to  read  aloud 
'  Great  Sale  of  Horses.  Will  be  sold,  at  Phila- 

delphia, on  the  10th  of  next  month,  the  largest 
collection  of  superior  and  valuable  horses  ever  be- 

fore offered  to  the  public,  consisting  of — '  Then 
followed  a  lengthy  and  minute  description  of  horses 
of  ever}'  variety  of  color,  character,  and  perfection  ; 
the  whole  advertisement  apparently  occupying  a 
colunm  or  more  of  the  paper.  Mr.  Coleman  hav- 

ing listened  to  his  reading  with  the  utmost  atten- 
tion and  eagerness,  said,  'Judge,  when  3'ou  are 

through  that  paper,  please  put  it  into  my  hat ;  I 
must  attend  that  sale  for  certain !'  The  Judge  did 
as  requested,  and  soon  left  the  room.  After  a  wdiile, 
again  sauntering  into  the  saloon  with  some  friends, 
to  whom  he  had  told  the  joke  played  upon  Cole- 

man, they  found  the  latter  poring  with  flushed  face 
and  knit  brows  over  the  Gazette. 

"'Halloa!  Coleman,  what's  the  news?'  asked one. 
"  '  Oh,  don't  bother  me !'  he  amiably  answered ; 

'  I'm  worried  enough  already.  Franks  read  me  an 
advertisement  a  few  minutes  ago  about  a  splendid 
horse  sale,  but  hang  me  if  I  can  find  it  any  where ! 
Judge,'  turning  toward  him,  '  haven't  you  left  me 
the  wrong  paper?' 

"'Oh  I  guess  not,'  said  the  Judge,  taking  it 
from  him,  and  coolly  running  his  eye  over  the 
fourth  page.  '  Here's  the  place  ;  I'll  read  it  again.' 

"And  commencing,  he  repeated,  ?yorcZyb/*  word, 
the  column  he  had  pretended  to  read  half  an  hour 

previous. "  '  Well,'  said  Mr,  Coleman,  scratching  his  organ 
of  marvelousness,  'it's  the  queerest  thing  that  I 
couldn't  find  it  too.  Now  just  fold  the  paper  up 
tight  and  give  it  here  ;  I'll  take  it  home,  and  find 
it  this  time  for  sure  P 

"But  that  he  never  saw  it  was  a  fixed  fact,  since 
no  such  advertisement  ever  existed  save  in  the  fer- 

tile brain  of  Judge  Franks." 

During  Judge  Franks'  term  of  office,  he  had  at 
one  time  associated  Avith  him  Mr.  F  ,  of  Harris- 
burg,  a  man  remarkable  for  his  mathematical  tal- 

ent, but  not  particularly  brilliant  in  matters  per- 
taining to  the  judiciary.  At  a  certain  morning 

session  in  court,  a  dispute  arose  between  the  law- 
yers and  Judge  relative  to  the  correctness  of  some 

testimony  that  had  just  been  rendered.  Not  being 
able  to  agree.  Judge  Franks,  turning  toward  Judge 
F  ,  whom  he  had  observed  busy  with  a  paper 
during  the  trial,  said, 

"  'Judge  F  ,  you  have  been  taking  notes,  I 
see  ;  can  not  you  set  us  right  ?' 

"  'No,'  answered  the  surprised  gentleman,  slow- 
ly raising  his  head ;  '  /  vas  no  takin  any  notes ;  I 

vas  shust  makin — a — c-o-w  P  " 

Teue  to  the  life,  and  true  to  nature,  is  this  beau- tiful sketch : 

"  A  wee  bit  of  a  philosopher  is  our  little  Marj', 
and  the  truths  which  sometimes  fall  from  her  cher- 
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ry  lips  are  (luitc  as  good  as  tlic  'pearls  and  diii- 
n'loiuls'  of  fairy-tale  memory.  A  few  v/ccks  ago, 
Iilary  and  her  mamma  -were  sitting  in  the  snn.sliine 
near  an  open  ■window.  IMamma  was  sewing,  and 
Mary,  not  in  a  very  good  humor,  with  slate  and 
pencil  on  her  knee,  was  trying,  with  all  earnest- 

ness, to  copy  the  straight  trunk  of  a  locust-tree, 
whose  flower-laden  branches  almost  touched  the 
window-sill.  Four  or  five  times  she  had  brought 
the  slate  to  mamma,  asking,  as  she  pointed  to 
strokes  as  curved  as  rainbows,  'Ma,  ain't  it  right 
this  time  ?' 

'  No,  darling,'  mamma  would  say,  rubbing  out 
the  lines,  '  the  real  tree  is  straight,  yours  is  very 
crooked  ;  try  once  again.' 

"  'No,  I  Avon't,'  said  Mary,  at  last,  petulantly  ; 
'  I  am  sick  with  trying ;  nobody  could  draw  that 
old  tree  straight,  and  I'll  just  let  it  alone.' 

"Mamma  sewed  on  very  quietly.  Mar}'  pouted 
prodigiously  a  few  minutes,  then,  without  saying 
any  thing,  took  up  her  blank  slate  and  again  sat 
down.  A  golden-breasted  oriole  was  skimming 
through  the  leaves  like  an  arrow  of  light ;  she 
watched  him  a  moment,  then,  as  her  little  white 
lingers  again  clasped  the  pencil,  she  began  to  sing, 
almost  unconsciously.  Now  her  eyes  once  more 
sought  the  abused  tree;  her  hand  moved  slowly 
over  the  slate,  faster  and  more  merrily  she  sang, 
quicker  and  lighter  grew  the  pencil  touches,  until 
suddenh'  bringing  her  song  to  an  abrupt  finale, 
and  springing  to  her  mother's  side,  she  triumph- 

antly displayed  a  correct  drawing.  'Mamma,' 
she  asked,  after  it  had  been  sufficiently  admired, 
'  do  you  know  what  made  it  come  right  this  time  ? 
I  just  worked  the  music  in  P  " 

A  CORRESPO^JDENT  in  Savannah,  to  whom  we 
hope  to  be  indebted  for  many  contributions  in  fu- 

ture, furnishes  several  amusing  reminiscences  of  a 
distinguislied  citizen  of  one  of  the  Southern  cities, 
lie  is  long  since  dead,  and  there  will  be  no  one 
more  pleased  to  read  the  anecdotes  than  the  few 
who  remember  him. 

"  ?tlr.  II  v»  as  a  self-made  man,  and  from  ex- 
treme poverty  became  one  of  the  wealthiest  men 

in  the  city,  and  one  of  its  most  esteemed  and  best 
beloved  citizens.  He  had  no  advantages  of  early 
education,  and  was  very  illiterate.  But  he  was  a 
man  of  rare  good  sense,  and  one  of  the  best  finan- 

ciers in  the  country.  Still,  his  ignorance  of  the 
English  language  led  him  into  many  amusing- 
blunders,  a  few  of  Avhich  I  send  you. 

"  Some  years  before  his  death,  an  English  noble- 
man was  entertained  Ijy  Mr.  II  ,  who,  in  addi- 

tion to  being  a  man  of  great  wealth,  was  noted  for 
his  hospitality.  He  drove  his  guest  over  the  city, 
and  showed  liim  all  its  'lions,' and  among  other 
things,  informed  him  that  there  were  a  great  many 
descendants  of  the  Juggernauts  in  the  city !  He 
meant  Ilvguenots. 

"Mr.  II  was  for  many  years  an  Alderman.- 
Soon  after  the  death  of  INIr.  Calhoun,  a  proposition 
was  made  to  have  a  marble  bust  of  that  distinguish- 

ed man  executed  and  placed  in  the  Council  Cham- 
ber.   Mr.  H  wanted  to  amend  the  proposition 

and  have  a  full-length  bust  ordered. 
"  He  was  an  ardent  railroad  man,  and  a  regular 

attendant  upon  all  railroad  meetings,  and  his  sound, 
practical  sense  gave  him  much  weight  in  these  con- 

vocations. At  one  of  them  he  moved,  after  the  bus- 
iness was  gone  through  with,  that  the  meeting  '  ad- 

journ sine  die,  to  meet  ag;iin  next  Tuesday  night.' 
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"  Some  years  before  his  <leath  he  visited  Europe. 
"When  he  returned  liis  friends  were  anxious  to 
know  what  he  had  seen  that  was  remarkable.  To 
one  of  these  he  replied  that,  while  in  Paris,  he  had 
visited  the  palace  of  the  Fooleries!  He  went  to  Na- 

ples, and  to  Mount  Usurvms,  where  he  saw  the 
burning  saliva  thrown  dovn  to  the  hdght  of  many 

feet." 

"  Tliere  are  many  other  anecdotes  of  ]\Ir.  H  , 
but  I  have  given  you  enough  for  the  jjresent.  1 
will  give  you  an  anecdote  related  to  mc  by  Mr. 
Siuims,  the  great  novelist,  and  which,  he  assured 
mc,  was  founded  on  fact. 

"  In  the  interior  of  South  Carolina  there  lived, 
some  years  ago,  an  old  man,  very  rich  and  very 
ignorant.  H  is  only  son  was  educated  at  the  South 
Carolina  College,  and  after  graduating  Avas  sent  to 
Europe  by  his  indulgent  parent.  On  his  return 
his  father  asked  him  what  he  saw  in  Europe.  The 
son  replied  that  he  had  seen  a  great  many  rare  and 
wonderful  sights,  and  many  line  cities. 

"  'Did  you  see  any  place  you  liked  better  than home  y  asked  the  old  man. 
"  '  Oil  yes,'  was  the  reply  ;  '  I  saw  London  and 

Paris,  both  very  fine  cities.' 
"  '  Which  did  you  like  best  V  queried  the  father. 
"  '  Paris,'  replied  the  son. 
"  'You  liked  Paris  a  great  deal,  did  you.^'  con- tinued the  old  man. 
"  '  Oh  3'es,  very  much.' 
"'Then  Pll  hug  if  for  youP  triumphantly  re- 

plied the  old  gentleman." 

'■  CooTE  was  a  civil  engineer  engaged  upon  one 
of  the  new  railroads  concentrating  at  Jackson,  and 
when  not  'in  the  field,'  camped  in  his  friend  Holt's 
law-office.  Holt  once  went  oft"  to  an  adjoining 
county  on  business,  leaving  Coote  in  full  possession  ; 
but  while  Holt  was  gone,  Coote  received  orders 
from  his  Chief  to  go  to  New  Orleans  after  certain 
instriniients.  But  what  to  do  with  the  office  key, 
so  that  others  could  not,  yet  Holt  might  find  it, 
puzzled  him.  At  last  he  spied  a  certain  place  to 
hide  it  Avhere  no  one  could  ever  find  it  without  di- 

rections. * 
"  So  he  writes  a  letter  to  Holt  all  about  it,  hides 

the  key,  and  vamoses.  Holt  came  home,  but  rath- 
er than  break  a  fine  lock,  kept  out  of  his  ofilce  three 

days  until  Coote  returned,  IMeeting  him  at  the 
depot.  Holt,  quite  irate,  asked  him  what  he  kept 
him  shut  out  of  his  own  office  so  long  for — why  he 
didn't  leave  the  kej^,  etc. 

"  '  Why,'  said  Coote, '  I  did  leave  it  hid  for  you, 
and  left  3'ou  a  letter  telling  you  where  to  find  it.' 

"  '  Left  a  letter!'  said  Holt,  '  Avhere,  pray  ?' 
"  '  AVhy,  where  else  should  I  leave  it,  but  stick- 

ing in  the  looking-glass  on  the  mantle-piece,  where 

you  couldn't  help  seeing  it.' "'What  looking-glass?  What  mantle-piece? 

Where?' 
"'In  your  office,  as  a  matter  of  course!'  an- 

swered he,  innocently;  and  he  angril}-  Avondered 
Avhat  Holt  and  all  the  by-standers  'gufiaAved'  so 
about. 

"  Need  I  add  that  Coote  Avas  an  Irishman  ?" 

A  Kentucky  correspondent  sends  his  congratu- 
lation to  Harper  on  the  success  of  the  two  great  in- 

stitutions of  the  age,  the  Atlantic  Telegraph  and 
the  Drawer,  and  then  he  adds  several  capital  sto- 

ries, from  Avhich  Ave  take  tAvo  or  three.    lie  says : 
"During  the  last  election  in  this  State,  a  man 
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b}'  the  name  of  Johnson  was  the  candidate  for  Cor- 
oner of  County,  and  found  it  to  his  taste  to 

go  about  the  country  and  burlesque  the  speeches 
of  the  opposition  candidates.  On  one  occasion  he 
followed,  in  his  speech,  a  man  who  was  generally 
considered  half-witted,  and  who  had  just  given  a 
glowing  account  of  his  sufferings  in  the  Indian 
war,  in  which  he  and  General  Harrison  figured. 
Mr.  Johnson  had  also  been  in  the  wars.  He  had 
served  in  the  brilliant  campaign  under  General 
Taylor,  in  Mexico.  'And,  gentlemen,'  Mr.  J. 
continued,  '  at  Buena  Vista  I  was  wounded — terri- 

bly wounded.  My  friends  all  thought  I  was  about 
to  die.  I  guess  none  of  you  ever  sa-w  such  an  aw- ful attack  of  the  measles  as  I  had  in  Mexico.  But 
I  finally  recovered,  was  taken  care  of  by  my  friends, 
returned  to  my  native  mother  and  rejoicing  State 
to  live  among  you,  and  to  urge  you,  in  considera- 

tion of  these  important  facts,  to  vote  for  me  for 
Coroner  of  this  county.'  At  this  point  he  sat 
down,  but  to  rise  almost  immediately  and  remark, 
'  I  forgot  to  state,  gentlemen,  that  it  was  not  my- 

self but  my  friend,  Mr.  Adkins,  who  was  attacked 
with  the  measles,  and  who,  I  regret  to  say,  never 
falhj  recovered  —  for  the  fact  is,  Adkins  died. 
Therefore,  gentlemen,  vote  for  me.  Kemember 
that  great  truth,  which  reads  —  that  immortal 
phrase  in  the  old  school  speller — that  soul-stirring 
motto  which  spells— United  we  stand,  provided  we 

fall.' " 

sinlc,  perish  or  survive^  I  give  my  heart  to  this 
cause!"  as  Daniel  Webster  said,  when  he  signed  the 
Declaration  of  Independence .'' " 

A  Virginian  writes  to  us,  and  relates  one  more 
anecdote  of  that  remarkable  campaign  when,  he 

sa3's,  "Mr.  "Wise,  our  present  Governor — the  man 
who  '  never  failed  nor  quailed' — was  on  that  famous 
stumping  tour  in  which  he  killed  Sam  so  very  dead. 
[Did  he.']  He  was  introduced  to  a  famous  char- 

acter of  that  county,  Mr.  F  ,  when  the  follow- 
ing conversation  occurred : 

"  Mr.  F.  '  Glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Wise  !' 
"  Mr.  W.  '  Happy  to  see  you,  Mr.  F  !' 
"  Mr.  F.  '  Sorry  I  can't  vote  for  you,  Mr.  Wise.' 
"  Mr.  W.  '  Sorry  for  that  too ;  but  this  is  a 

free  country — a  man  can  vote  as  he  pleases.' 
"Mr.  F.  '  But  I'll  bet  on  you,  Mr.  Wise.' 
'•Mr.  W.  'Glad  to  hear  that  from  you,  Mr. 

F  ,  as  you  are  a  man  of  discernment  in  all  bet- 
ting matters.' 

"  Mr.  F.  '  Let  me  tell  you  a  story :  Some  years 
ago  I  was  at  the  Richmond  races.  There  were 
several  fine- looking  horses  entered.  Presently 
they  led  in  the  uyliest,  raic-boniest,  scraioniest-look- 
ing  beast  that  you  ever  did  see;  but  he  had  Jire  in 
his  eye.  I  got  any  odds  I  pleased,  and  won  every 
bet.  So,  if  I  can't  vofe  for  you,  Mr.  Wise,  Pll  go 
my  death  betting  for  you  !' 

"Wise  laughed  heartil}',  and  accepted  the  re- 
mai'ks  of  3Ir.  F         as  a  good  omen  ;  which  was 
in  a  few  weeks  afterward  verified,  in  the  most  w^on- 
derful  result  of  an  election  that  ever  occurred  in 

this  State,  or  probably  in  this  country." 

The  Tennessee  contributor  who  sends  the  fol- 
lowing to  the  Drawer  vouches  for  its  literal  verit}', 

and  Ave  hold  him  responsible : 
"An  earnest  and  eloquent  divine  in  this  part  of 

the  State  was  holding  forth  to  a  very  respectable 
congregation  on  Sunday  night.  After  the  sermon 
was  over  he  called  on  his  hearers  to  contribute  to 
the  cause  of  Missions.  In  the  course  of  his  remarks 
on  this  subject,  he  broke  forth  with,  '  You  should 
all  have  for  your  motto,  "Live  or  die,  stcim  or 

Who  is  not  carried  back  to  good  old  times  as  he 
reads  this  sketch  of  Connecticut  goin'  to  meetin' 
fifty  years  ago  ?  It  is  a  genuine  story  contributed 
to  the  Drawer : 

' '  In  the  early  part  of  the  ministry  of  Rev.  Jehu 
C  k,  Avho  preached  many  years  in  one  of  the 
pleasant  towns  in  the  western  part  of  Connecticut, 
it  was  the  custom  of  many  of  the  good  ladies  from 
the  distant  parts  of  his  parish  to  bring  with  them 
food,  which  they  ate  at  noon ;  or,  as  they  used  to 
say,  '  between  the  intermission.'  Some  brought  a 
hard-boiled  egg,  some  a  nut-cake,  some  a  sausage ; 
but  one  good  woman,  who  had  tried  them  all,  and 
found  them  too  dry,  brought  some  pudding  and 
milk.  Li  order  to  bring  it  in  a  dish  from  Avhich 
it  would  not  spill  over  on  the  road,  and  yet  be 
convenient  to  eat  from,  she  took  a  pitcher  Vvith  a 
narrow  neck  at  the  top,  but  spreading  at  the  bot- 

tom. Arrived  at  the  meeting-house,  she  placed 
it  under  the  seat.  The  exercises  of  the  day  soon 
commenced,  and  the  old  lady  became  wholly  rapt 
in  her  devotional  feelings.  Though  no  philoso- 

pher, she  knew  by  practice — as  many  church-goers 
seem  to  have  learned — that  she  could  receive  and 
'  inwardly  digest'  the  sermon  by  shutting  her  eyes, 
opening  her  mouth,  and  allowing  all  her  senses  to 
go  to  sleep.  While  thus  prepared,  and  lost  to  all 
external  impressions,  she  was  suddenly  startled  by 
a  rustling  and  splashing  under  the  seat.  She  had 
no  time  to  consider  the  cause  before  she  discovered 
her  dog,  Put,  backing  out  with  the  neck  of  the 
pitcher  over  his  head,  and  the  pudding  and  milk 
drizzling  out.  Poor  Put  had  been  fixing  his 
thoughts  on  material  objects  alone ;  and,  taking 
advantage  of  the  quietness  of  the  occasion,  had 
crept  under  the  seat  of  his  mistress,  where  he  was 
helping  himself  to  a  dinner.  His  head  had  glided 
easily  througli  the  narrow  portion  of  the  pitcher  ; 
but,  when  quite  in,  it  was  as  securely  fixed  as  an 
eel  in  a  pot.  Unable  to  extricate  himself,  he  had 
no  alternative  but  to  be  smothered  or  back  out. 
The  old  lady  bore  the  catastrophe  in  no  wise  qui- 

etly. A  thousand  terrible  thoughts  rushed  into 
her  mind  ;  the  ludicrous  appearance  of  the  dog  and 
pitcher,  the  place,  the  occasion,  the  spattering  of 
her  garments,  the  rascally  insult  of  the  puppy — 
but,  above  all,  the  loss  of  her  '  Sabber-day'  dinner. At  the  top  of  her  voice  she  cried, 

'"Get  out.  Put!  get  out!  Oh,  Jehu!  I'm 
speakin'  right  out  in  meetin' !  Oh  !  I'm  talkin'  all 

the  time !' •'  The  scene  that  followed  is  not  to  be  described. 
The  frightened  old  lady  seized  her  dog  and  pitcher, 
and  rushed  out  of  meeting  ;  the  astonished  preach- 

er paused  in  the  midst  of  his  discourse,  Avhile  the 
whole  congregation  were  startled  out  of  their  pro- 

priety by  the  explosion  ;  and  it  was  some  time  be- 
fore order  and  the  sermon  were  again  resumed." 

Well,  we  have  been  "  sold,"  as  well  as  many  a 
reader  of  the  Drawer ;  but  the  explanation  is  the 
best  part  of  the  story.    We  give  it  as  it  comes  : 

"  In  your  Drawer  for  August  I  observe  a  story 
about  two  letters — one  directed  to  Miss  Susan  Al- 

len, and  the  other  to  Miss  Barbara  Ditto,  both  of 
St.  Joseph,  Missouri.  Now  the  chief  fun  of  the 
thing  to  us  out  here  is,  that  there  formerly  lived 
in  this  county  a  lady  whose  name  actually  was 



EDITOR'S  DUAWP:K. 

Miss  Barbara  Intto;  and,  what  is  a  still  more  re- 
markable coinoiJcnco,  she  removed  a  few  years 

ai;o  to  St.  Joseph,  Missouri.  So  you  see  the  let- 
ters may  have  been  right  after  all. 

"There  is  a  good  story  current  here  of  John 
Ditto,  ]\Iiss  I?arbara's  brother.  Once,  while  going 
down  the  Mississippi,  he  got  into  conversation  with 
tJie  captain  of  the  boat,  and  asked  his  name.  '  My 
name,'  said  the  captain,  '  is  Smith  ;  and  may  I  ask 
what  is  yours  ?'  '  Ditto,'  was  the  reply  ;  and  the 
captain  called  John  Mr.  Smith  for  the  rest  of  the 

trip !'' 
A  gentle:max  in  Louisiana  writes  respecting 

Colonel  M'Clung's  "  requiem." 
"  In  the  Drawer  of  the  August  number  of  your 

^Monthly,  I  observe  mention  made  of  Colonel  A.  K. 
M'Clung,  wlio  delivered  the  eulogy  on  old  '  Harry 
of  the  West,'  at  the  end  of  Avhich  you  give  his  '  Ke- 
quiem  to  Death,'  from  a  correspondent,  saying  that 
it  was  wu'itten  only  a  few  months  before  his  death. 
I  saAV  the  same  statement  in  the  New  Orleans  Delta^ 
a  short  time  ago,  and  thought  to  correct  it,  but  it 
escaped  me.  I  now  wish  to  state  to  you,  that  the 
'touching  lines'  were  written,  and  at  his  request 
set  to  music,  before  the  war  with  INIexico  broke  out, 
i.  c,  in  1845,  and  that  the  original  and  only  copy 
of  said  music  extant,  is  now  in  the  possession  of  my 
wife,  to  whom  he  gave  it,  with  the  request  for  her 
to  learn  it  for  his  sake. 

"  As  there  appears  to  be  a  disposition  to  make  it 
notorious,  I  can  furnish  a  copy  of  the  music,  if  de- 
sired." 

Mr.  Bowne  has  never  made  a  will,  but  has  often 
felt  very  nnich  inclined  to  do  so.  Not  long  since 
this  inclination  reached  a  crisis,  and  a  will  lie  de- 

termined to  make.  So,  calling  on  his  business 
man,  ̂ Ir.  ('  ,  he  made  known  his  determina- tion, and  wished  him  to  write  as  he  should  dictate. 

"  I  am  ready,"  said  Mr.  ('  . 
"  Set  down  ̂ 50,000  for  John,"  said  ̂ Ir.  Bowne  ; 

"  6'50,00()  for  James  ;  850,000  for  Susan"— then  a 

pause. "Well,"  said  iMr.  C  ,  "  wliat  is  to  be  done 
with  the  balance  ?" 

"  /  guess  J 'II  keep  (he  rest  myself!" 

The  conceit  was  well  taken  out  of  a  dandy 
preacher  in  Tennessee  on  this  wise : 

"  Some  years  ago,  a  drunken  loafer  staggered 
into  a  country  tavern  on  the  mountains  near  Spar- 

ta, in  this  State,  and  asked  to  stay  all  night.  The 
landlord  refused  to  admit  him,  stating  that  there 
were  four  or  five  Methodist  preachers  in  the  house, 
and  he  would  not  have  them  annoyed  by  him. 
The  w'cather  was  very  cold,  and  the  fellow  begged 
so  hard  that  the  landlord  yielded  on  condition 
that  he  would  keep  perfectly  quiet.  After  supper 
he  took  his  seat  by  the  fire,  with  his  elbows  on  liis 
knees  and  his  head  in  his  hands.  In  this  position 
he  sat  for  an  hour,  adhering  to  his  promise  to 
'keep  quiet.'  Among  the  preachers  was  the  Pre- 

siding Elder  of  the  Sparta  district — a  sedate,  dig- 
nified old  gentleman — listening  attentively  to  the 

i^pouiing  of  a  conceited,  self-important,  young 
preacher,  whom  the  elder  had  never  met  before. 
The  dandy  preacher  paced  the  floor,  twirling  his 
gold-headed  cane,  boasting  of  what  he  could  do, 
when  the  elder  asked  him,  '  Brother,  are  you  mar- 

ried ?' 
"  '  Yes,  I  married  one  of  the  Lord's  children.' 
"The  loafer,  who  had  not  spoken,  slowly  raised 

his  head  and  drawled  out,  '  See  here,  stranger,  ITl 
bet  you  mv  horse  you'll  never  see  vour  daddy-in- 

law.^' " 

Smi  curious  contributions  to  the  Drawer  are 
always  welcome.    Our  correspondent  writes : 

"I  transcribed,  the  other  day,  from  a  tombstone 
which  may  be  seen  upon  the  plantation  of  Charles 
S.  Contee,  Esq.  (than  whom  our  country  contains 
no  finer  specimen  of  a  gentleman  farmer),  near  the 
head-waters  of  Lhode  Rivei*,  in  Anne  Arundel  Coun- 

ty, i\laryland,  the  inclosed  inscription.  I  send  it 
to  you  for  insertion  in  your  ̂ Magazine,  if  you  think 
it  worthy  of  such  notice.  Nothing  is  now  known 
with  certainty  of  .Alajor  Erancies;  but  there  is  a  tra- 

dition in  the  neighborhood  that  his  house  stood 
near  his  grave,  and  that  it  was  the  only  house  for 
many  miles  around. HERE  LYETU  TUE  BODY  OF 

MAJOR  THOMAS  FPwAXCIES; 
WnO  DECEASED  YE  ICxU  OF  MAKCn, 

ANNO  1G':)5.     AGED  42  YEARS. 
now  in  silence,  I  am  lowly  laid 
tis  that  place  for  mortalls  made — 

Oh  therefore  doe  not  thou  thyselfe  more  greive 
Mourne  yu  noc  more,  but  doe  yrselfe  releive. 
And  then  in  time,  I  hope  you'll  plainly  see Such  future  Comforts  as  are  blessing  me. 
For  tho:  grim  death  thought  fitt  to  part  us  here 
Eejoyce  and  think  that  wee  shall  once  appear, 
At  that  great  day,  when  all  shall  summond  bee 
None  to  bee  Exempted  in  this  Eternitie. 
Cause  then  its  soc,  greive  yu  noe  more 
In  fear  that  God  should  thee  aftiict  most  sore, 
Even  to  death,  and  all  to  Ictt  yu  see 
Such  grieves  to  him,  offoncive  bee. 

Tho: Ila! 

Something  less  than  fifty  miles  from  Rochester 
lives  a  man,  the  possessor  of  great  wealth,  and 
who  is  as  penurious  as  he  is  wealthy.  Mr,  Bowne 
is  the  father  of  three  children — two  boys  and  one 
girl — named,  respectively,  John,  James,  and  Su- 

san. The  boys  were  once  what  are  sometimes 
called  "  fast  young  men;"  and  the  old  gentleman, 
fearful  that  tlsey  have  not  fully  turned  from  their 
early  ways,  is  rather  suspicious  of  his  "  hopes." 

One  of  the  most  accomplished  gentlemen  in  the 
U.  S.  Navy  sends  us  a  number  of  anecdotes  not  more 
remarkable  for  their  humor  than  the  extraordinarj"" 
chirography  in  which  they  come.  Its  beauty  is 
not  surpassed  by  any  thing  that  has  ever  come  to 
the  Drawer. 

"An  account  was  lateh'  published  under  the 
head  of  '  Posthumous  Benevolence,'  of  a  man  who 
bequeathed,  by  will,  his  fortune  to  various  chari- 

table institutions,  his  body  to  be  dissected  by  sur- 
geons, and  afterward  his  teeth  (which  wei'e  ver}*" fine  ones),  to  be  drawn,  and  sold  to  a  dentist,  the 

proceeds  to  be  expended  in  purchasing  food  for  the 
poor,  his  hair  to  be  given  to  a  plasterer,  and  his 
bones  sold  to  a  button  maker,  and  tlie  price  given 
to  a  society  for  the  relief  of  poor  needlewomen. 
But  the  following  instance  of  posthumous  revenge^  or 
rather,  intended  posthumous  revenge,  is  not  bad, 
and  has  never  been  in  print: 

"John  W.  W.  Dyes  was  a  master's  mate  in  the 
U.  S.  Navy,  and  w\as  attached  to  the  flag-ship  of 
the  Exploring  Expedition  under  Captain  Wilkes 
when  a  boat's  crew  of  that  ship  was  captured  by 
the  cannibals  on  one  of  the  Pacific  islands,  and 
Midshipman  Henry  killed.  Knowing  that  the 
savages  ate  the  bodies  of  their  enemies,  captured 
or  killed  in  battle,  an  armed  expedition  was  form- 
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ed  on  board  of  the  Vincennes  to  rescue  the  remains 
of  young  Henrr,  and  Dyes,  among  others,  detailed 
for  the  service.  When  the  boat  was  all  ready  to 
leave  the  ship,  Dyes  suddenly  recollected  that  he 
had  forgotten  something,  and,  telling  his  compan- 

ions that  he  would  return  in  half  a  minute,  darted 
back;  he  soon  re-entered  the  boat,  and  resumed 
his  seat,  apparently  much  pleased  at  something  he 
liad  accomplished,  as  he,  smiling,  held  his  hand  on 
liis  right  vest  pocket,  and  muttered  to  himself,  'I'll 
fix  'em,  the  bloody  scoundrels,  I'll  fix  'em !'  Curi- 

osity prompted  the  inquiry,  as  we  pulled  to  the 
shore,  of  the  occasion  of  his  return  to  his  mess- 
room,  and  of  his  subsequent  complacency,  when  he 
said  that  he  had  prepared  a  small  paper  of  arsenic 
cxpi'essly  for  that  occasion,  but  in  the  hurr}-  of 
preparation,  had  at  first  forgotten  it,  and  it  was  for 
that  he  Avent  back.  'And  now,'  said  he,  '  I  have 
got  it  here  in  my  vest-pocket ;  and  if  those  rascall}' 
cannibals  overpower  and  take  me,  I  purpose — the 
last  thing  I  do  before  they  kill  me — to  swallow  that 
package  of  arsenic  ;  awcZ,'  added  he,  with  an  oath, 
and  an  energetic  gesticulation  to  give  emphasis  to 
his  declaration,  '  /  will  poison  every  scoundrel  that 
eats  meP  " 

"Maxy  years  ago  I  was  stationed  at  Norfolk, 
Virginia,  and  had  occasion  to  cross  from  Norfolk 
to  Portsmouth  late  one  night,  when  I  overheard  a 
conversation  between  two  negroes,  which  struck 
me  as  so  racy  that  I  wrote  it  down  at  the  time, 
under  the  light  of  a  lamp-post,  as  snon  as  I  reached 
the  Portsmouth  shore,  and  now  send  it  you  for  the 
amusement  of  the  readers  of  the  Drawer.  It  is 
quite  equal  to  any  of  the  famed  conversations  be- 

tween Caesar  and  Pete  Johnson,  occasionally  re- 
ported in  the  New  Orleans  Picayune,  and  has  the 

advantage  of  being  strictly  and  Hteral'y  veritable. 
"  The  large  ferry-boat  that  during  the  day  plied 

between  Norfolk  and  Portsmouth  ceased  to  run  aft- 
er 11  P.M.,  and  its  place  was  supplied  by  a  skiff,  in 

which  any  chance  pedestrians  wishing  to  cross  the 
river  at  a  later  hour  were  ferried  over  by  an  old 
negro  of  the  name  of  Sam.  On  the  night  in  ques- 

tion I  heard  Sam's  voice  calling  out,  as  I  ap- 
proached the  wharf,  his  well-remembered  and  oft- 

en repeated  summons,  'Last  boat  to  Porcsmouf! 
Over,  over,  over!'  I  ran  to  the  boat,  jumped  in, 
and  threw  myself  on  a  seat  in  the  stern-sheets. 
There  was  no  other  white  passenger ;  but  a  negro, 
who  seemed  to  be  an  acquaintance  of  Sam's,  and 
whom  that  worthy  greeted  as  '  Jim,'  soon  after  got 
in,  and  assisted  Sam  to  row  across  the  river.  I 
paid  no  attention  to  their  conversation  at  first ;  I 
had  been  spending  the  evening  with  some  fascinat- 

ing; girls  in  Norfolk,  and  the  music  of  their  voices 
still  rung  in  my  ears,  and  the  light  of  their  smiles 
still  wreathed  a  halo  around  my  heart ;  and,  draw- 

ing my  cloak  over  my  face,  I  leaned  back  and  pre- 
tended to  be  asleep,  and  gave  myself  up  to  the  in- 

dulgence of  rose-tinted  fancies,  little  heeding  the 
conversation  between  Sam  and  Jim,  until,  about 
half-way  across  the  river,  I  heard  the  former  say, 

"  '  Jim,  I  want  to  ax  you  a  question :  Do  yow 
love  your  mother  V 

"  '  Yes,  Sam,  I  do,'  replied  that  gentleman. 
"  'Jim,  do  you  love  your  wife.'' 
'• '  Yes,  Sam,  I  do.' 
"  'Jim,  do  yon  love  your  child?' 
"  'Yes,  Sam,  I  do,'  for  the  third  time  responded 

the  darke}'  he  addressed. 
"  '  Well,  Jim,'  continued  Sam,  '  suppose  your 

mother  and  your  wife  and  your  child  were  all 
drowning,  and  you  could  only  save  one,  which 

would  you  save  ?' "  '  Why,  which  one  would  you  save,  Sam  ?'  said 
Jim,  without  otherwise  replying  to  the  question. 

"  '  First,'  says  Sam,  '  I  would  save  my  motherJ 
and  I  would  save  my  Avife'  by  all  means,  and  T would  die  before  I  would  let  my  child  drown.  But 
I  ax'd  you  the  question,  Jim ;  which  one  would 
you  save  V "'Sara,'  sa3's  Jim,  and  rested  on  his  oar,  'I 
don't  like  that  circumsunce ;  no  man  can  tell  be- 

forehand what  he  would  do  in  such  aflfair ;  them  is 
a  fraction  which  no  man  can  defraction;  and  I  con- 

sider it  a  sinful  sense  to  ax  such  a  question.  But, 
Sam,  I'll  ax  you  a  question  :  Do  you  ever  pray  ?' 

"  '  Yes,  Jim,'  replied  Sam ;  '  I  pray  to  God  every 
night,  and  I  pray  to  him  to  save  my  life.' 

"  '  Well,'  returned  Jim,  '  you've  got  no  right  to 
pray  to  God  to  save  your  life.  God  iias  a  right  to 
strike  you  dead  whenever  He  pleases,  and  3'ou've 
no  right  to  ax  him  to  save  your  life.  You  should 
pray  for  light;  and,  if  you  pray  for  light,  God  will 
give  you  that  light,  and  that  light  will  take  you 
straight  up  to  heaven.' 

"  '  Jim,'  exclaimed  Sam,  '  who  told  you  dat  ?' 
"  *  Neber  you  mind,'  replied  Jim  ;  '  it's  truf.' 
"  'Jim,'  said  Sam — unable  to  meet  his  opponent 

on  such  a  transcendental  platform  —  'Jim,  3'ou 
hush !  You've  neber  been  conwerted,  and  you  has 
got  no  right  to  talk  on  such  sumjcct,  and  you  has 
got  no  right  to  pray:  now  I'se  been  conwerted, 
and  I'se  got  a  right  to  talk.'" 

"Another  discussion,  which  struck  me  for  its 
intelligence  and  ingenuity,  I  overheard  at  a  differ- 

ent time  and  place.  I  was  standing  on  the  wharf 
in  Philadelphia,  and  overheard  two  negroes  dis- 

cussing the  oft-contested  question  of  whether  it  Avas 
right  to  say  '  to-morrow  ^V  or  'to-morrow  icill  6e.' 
One  said,  'To-day  is  Tuesday,  and  to-morx'ow  is 
Wednesday ;  Wednesday  is  to-morrow  noiu,  but 
after  to-day  it  Avill  not  be  to-morrow  any  longer, 
but  will  then  be  to-day ;  so  it  is  not  proper  to  say 
to-morrow  lolll  he,  but  to-morrow  eV.'  The  other 
said,  '  Well,  it's  a  poor  rule  that  won't  work  both 
ways.  If  3-0U  can  say  to-viorrom  is  Wednesday,  by 
the  same  rule  you  can  say  yesterday  is  Monday,  and 
nobody  ever  heard  that  expression.'  " 

A  Texxessee  youngster  showed  good  grit,  ac- 
cording to  the  note  of  a  correspondent  in  that  State, 

who  writes : 
"The  worthy  gentleman  who  rules  the  rising 

generation  of  boys  in  this  town  had  occasion  to 
correct  a  little  fellow,  named  Johnny  •  ,  and 
Master  Johnny  got  into  a  fit  of  sulks  about  having 
been  whipped.  The  pedagogue,  wishing  to  con- 

vince him  that  he  had  been  justly  punished,  began 
to  argue  thus : 

"  '  Johnn}',  suppose  yon  were  riding  a  big  horse 
to  water,  and  had  a  keen  switch  in  your  hand,  and 
all  at  once  the  horse  were  to  stop  and  refuse  to  go 

any  further,  what  would  you  do  ?' 
I  "  Johnny  stifled  his  sobs  for  a  moment,  and  look- 

j  ing  up  through  his  tears,  replied,  '  I'd  cluch  to  him, 

Sir.' 

"  '  But,  Johnny,  suppose  he  wouldn't  go  for 
j  3'our  clucking,  what  Avould  you  do  then  .'' I      "  '  I'd  get  doion  and  lead  him.  Sir.' 
j     "  '  And  what  if  he  Avere  obstinate  and  Avouldn't I  let  3'ou  lead  him 
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"'Why,  IM  take  off  his  bridle  and  turn  him 
loose,  and  icolk  home,  Sir.' 

"  '  You  may  ̂ 'o  and  take  your  scat,  Jolniny.' 
"  Johnny  could  not  be  nuule  to  sec  the  necessity 

for  using  the  siritc/i.'^ 

On  the  same  old,  y(  How,  smoked  sheet  of  paper 
that  contained  the  linos  by  Tom  Paine  recently  in 
the  Drawer,  came  the  fidlowing,  supposed  to  be  by 
the  same  pen.  "NVe  know  not  to  what  obliging  cor- 

respondent wo  are  indebted  for  the  use  of  them  : 
ON  GENERAL  WOLFE. 

In  a  moiilderiiig  cavo,  where  tlic  ■w-retchcd  retreat, Britannia  sat,  wasted  with  care; 
She  mourned  for  her  Wolfe,  and  exclaimed  against  Fate, 
And  gave  herself  up  to  despair: 

The  walls  of  her  cell  she  had  sculptured  around 
With  the  feats  of  her  favorite  son ; 

And  even  the  dust,  as  it  lay  on  the  ground, 
Was  engraved  with  some  deeds  he  had  done. 

The  Sire  of  the  Gods,  from  his  crystalline  throne, 
Beheld  the  disconsolate  dame; 

And,  moved  with  her  tears,  he  sent  Mercury  down. 
And  these  were  the  tidings  that  came : 

Britannia  forbear,  not  a  sigh  or  a  tear 
For  thy  Wolfe,  so  deservedly  loved; 

Your  tears  should  be  changed  into  triumphs  of  joy. 
For  Wolfe  is  not  dead  but  removed. 

The  Sons  of  the  East,  the  proud  giants  of  old. 
Have  crept  from  their  darksome  abodes: 

And  this  is  the  news,  as  in  heaven  it  was  told. 
They  were  marching  to  war  with  the  Gods. 

A  council  was  held  in  the  chambers  of  Jove, 
And  this  was  their  final  decree — 

That  Wolfe  should  be  called  to  the  army  above. 
And  the  charge  was  intrusted  to  me. 

To  the  plains  of  Quebec  with  the  orders  I  flew ; 
He  begged  for  a  moment's  delay, 

lie  cried,  "Oh,  forbear!  let  me  Victory  hear. 
And  then  thy  commands  Yl\  obey." With  a  darksome  thick  film  I  encompassed  his  eyes. 
And  bore  him  away  in  an  urn. 

Lest  the  fondness  he  bore  to  his  own  native  shore 
Should  induce  him  again  to  return. 

Lkt  the  Judge  who  delivers  the  following  good 
things  sentence  the  Drawer  to  receive  more  of  the 
same : 

"The  learned  and  venerable  Judge  ,  who  in 
his  time  was  an  ornament  to  the  New  York  judici- 

ary, heartily  enjoyed  a  joke,  even  at  his  own  ex- 
pense and  in  open  court.  Once  upon  a  time  he 

was  holding  a  circuit  in  one  of  the  northern  coun- 
ties, and  after  he  had  delivered  the  usual  charge  to 

the  Grand  Jury,  and  the  clerk  had  commenced 
calling  the  list  of  Petit  Jurors,  a  juror  desired  to  bo 
excused  on  account  of  partial  deafness.  For  the 
purpose  of  testing  the  capacity  of  his  organs,  the 
Judge,  in  an  ordinary  tone,  propounded  to  him  a 
few  questions ;  and  at  last  inquired  of  him  if  he 
.heard  his  charge  to  the  Grand  Jury.?  The  juror 
honestly,  and  witli  tlie  most  unaffected  simplicity, 
answered,  *  I  stood  here  while  you  Avas  speaking, . 
and  I  coulchi't  make  any  sense  of  itP  An  explosion 
of  laughter  followed,  in  which  the  Judge  heartily 
joined,  remarking  that  it  was  probably  more  his 
own  fault  than  the  juror's. 

"  AVhile  the  late  Judge  C  ,  some  twent3'-five 
years  ago,  was  holding  the  Circuit  Court  and  Oyer 
and  Terminer  in  the  neighboring  county  of  W  , 
a  backwoodsman  was  arraigned  and  convicted  of 
an  aggravated  assaidt  and  battery  upon  his  wife. 
The  Judge  ordered  the  prisoner  to  stand  up,  and 
concluded  a  solemn  and  appropriate  admonition  by 

.sentencing  him  to  ninety  days'  imprisonment,  the 
last  thirty  of  which  he  was  to  be  kept  in  solitary 
conhncment,  and  upon  bread  and  water  only.  The 
prisoner,  who  lived  in  a  region  where  luxuries 
were  never  known,  and  even  the  necessaries  of 
life  were  scarce,  rellected  a  moment,  and  replied, 

'  Judge,  say  irheut  bread,  and  I'll  go  it !'  " 
A  FiMKNi)  in  Tennessee,  after  relating  two  or 

tliree  pleasant  incidents  of  negro  life  in  that  part 
of  the  country,  goes  on  to  say: 

"  Old  I  'nclc  Antliony,  who  belonged  to  a  planter 
in  this  county,  died  a  few  years  ago,  at  a  very  ad- 

vanced age.  He  was  born  in  Virginia,  and  recol- 
lected a  great  many  incidents  which  took  place 

during  the  Revolutionary  ̂ ^'ar,  and,  like  most  of veterans,  was  never  tired  of  talking  about  what  he 
had  witnessed.  On  one  occasion  he  Avas  detailing 
to  a  young  friend  of  mine  the  appearance  of  the 
'  Britishers,'  and  what  he  had  seen  in  the  '  old 
Kevolution,'  Avhen  my  young  friend,  very  much 
entertained,  said,  'And  I  suppose.  Uncle  Anthony, 
all  this  came  under  j'our  own  observation  ?'  '  No, 
/S7>,'  said  the  old  man,  ̂   it  did  not,  fur  I  seed  it 

my  self r  " Ax  lowan  writes  to  the  Drawer,  and  says,  "I 
think  the  following  correspondence — which  I  as- 

sure 3'ou  is  genuine — is  sufficiently  spicy  for  the 
Drawer,"    We  concur : 

[corv.] 
Chaelestox,  Lee  County,  Iowa. 

Mr.  Stripe  Esq:  Dear  Sir.— I  have  bene  informed 
tluit  you  bav  got  the  apintment  from  the  giniril  guver- 
mcnt  to  make  observations  and  profesy  about  the  wheth- 

er— I  want  badly  to  no  what  sort  of  whether  we  shal  hav 
on  the  10  April  pleas  let  me  no  and  what  you  charg 

TuoMAB  Pattox 
March  10.  1658 

Kkokuk,  Iowa,  March  13,  '58. 
Mr.  Tnos.  Pattox:  Dear  Sir, — Yours  of  the  lOlh 

in-t.,  inquiring  about  the  M-eather,  is  before  me  ;  and,  in 
replj%  I  would  inform  you  that  I  have  received  no  ap- 

pointment from  the  General  Government,  and  that  any 
one  who  presumes  to  prophesy  so  far  ahead  as  you  desire 
must  be  a  charlatan.   Yours,  etc.,         "\V.  C  Stripe. Charleston,  Iowa. 

Mr.  Stripe  Esq:  Dear  Sir,— I  am  a  shamed  to  trubcl 
you  any  moor  but  I  thought  you  was  the  charlatan 
apintcd  by  the  gineril  guverment  will  you  pleas  let  me 
no  who  is  the  charlatan  for  this  county  and  oM eoge 

Yours  etc         Tiiojias  Patton. 

TiiK  truth  of  this  story  is  vouched  for  by  the 
Judge,  and  he  ought  to  know  : 

"  In  the  town  of  G  tliere  lived  one  Patrick 
 ,  and  his  spouse  Biddy,  the  current  of  whose 

lives  was  frequently  ruffled  by  breakers  in  the 
guise  of  '  whasky'  jugs. "Frequent  brawls  and  bloody  noses,  mutually 
given  and  received,  attested  the  love  of  each  for 
the  'crather.'  In  these  conjugal  bouts  victory 

.  would  perch  upon  the  banner  of  the  soberer — or, 
more  properly,  the  least  drunk — of  the  two.  Fi- 

nally, Biddy  outwitted  her  lord,  and,  getting  pos- 
session of  tlKi  jug,  contrived  to  get  'elegantl}"- 

drunk,'  while  Pat  was,  per  fvrce^  only  able  to  get 
'tight.' "This  was  too  much  for  Pat's  forbearance;  so 
at  it  they  Avent,  rough-and-tumble,  Pat  demanding 
his  full  share  of  the  driidv  at  every  blow,  and  she 
returning  a  Koland  for  his  Oliver  with  her  re- 

fusals. But  Pat  struck  one  blow  too  many,  and 

poor  Biddy  lay  a  corpse  before  him.    Pat's  mind 
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was  haunted  by  visions  of  a  'jug'  lie  had  not  bar- 
gained for,  but  he  made  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and 

■was  marched  off  to  jail.  Then  came  the  trial.  Pat 
plead  '  Guilty,'  and  claimed  the  mercy  of  the 
Court.  The  Court  demanded,  '  Prisoner,  what 
have  you  to  say  why  sentence  of  the  law  should 
not  be  passed  upon  you .?'  This  stumped  Pat,  but 
clothing  his  face  with  a  most  ludicrous  expression 
of  innocent  simplicity,  he  replied,  '  Shure,  yer  Hon- 

or, and  ye  won't  be  afther  punishin'  a  poor  Irish- 
man jist  for  killin'  such  a  baste  of  a  woman  as 

would  hide  the  whasky  jug  from  her  husband,  and 
niver  give  him  a  dhrop  at  all  at  all !' 

"His  Honor  considered  Pat's  plea,  and  sent  him 
to  the  State  prison  for  eighteen  years." 

A  Texas  correspondent  insists  that  the  wrong 
"Judge"  was  mentioned  in  the  Drawer  in  connec- tion with  a  criminal  trial.  A  man  was  tried  for 
stealing  a  pistol.  Judge  Henderson  was  said  to 
have  been  assigned  as  his  counsel  to  defend  him. 
Our  contributor  says  it  was  Judge  Ochiltree,  of 
Nacogdoches,  who  had  that  honor.  He  made  an 
eloquent  appeal  in  behalf  of  the  prisoner,  and  con- 

vinced Court  and  jury  of  his  entire  innocence.  He 
was  acquitted.  Taking  his  deliverer  aside,  the 
man  said,  "  I  have  no  money  to  pay  you,  but  you 
shall  have  the  pistol !"  and  handed  it  to  the  lawyer. 

It  seems  that  the  same  Judge  got  another  tool 
in  the  same  wa}'.  He-was  successful  in  defending 
a  prisoner,  who  asked  him  afterward  what  was  his 
fee.  The  Judge  said  an  X  would  be  enough.  The 
fellow  brought  him  a  beautiful  axe,  actually  un- 

derstanding his  counsel  to  name  that  article  as  his 
charge.  The  Judge  took  it,  axed  no  questions, 
but  told  the  story  often  of  the  heaviest  fee  he  ever 
got  in  his  life. 

Uncle  Ned  sends  three  or  four  very  neat  little- 
boyiana : 

"  Little  Franky,  five  years  and  five  months  old, 
said,  the  other  day, '  Oh,  uncle,  I  bought  a  cake  at 
the  baker's,  with  a  hole  in  it,  and  ate  the  hole ! 
Yes,'  said  he,  '  I  ate  the  ivhole  of  it.' 

"  Seeing  two  horses  and  two  cows  in  the  road — 
'There,'  said  he,  'there  go  two  kickers  and  two 
hookers.' 

"  I  was  cutting  up  a  chicken  at  dinner,  the  other 
day,  and  had  already  given  one  drum-stick  to 
Franky,  which  he  had  eaten  and  asked  for  the 
other.  I  looked  about,  but  couldn't  find  it,  and 
said  I  didn't  think  there  was  another.  '  Oh  yes, 
uncle,'  said  he  ;  '  there  are  always  two  sticks  to  a 
drum.'  " 
The  Drawer  has  often  amused  itself  with  men 

who  could  not  see  the  point  of  a  joke  till  all  the 
rest  are  done  laughing  at  it,  and  could  not  hold  on 
to  the  point  of  a  joke  long  enough  to  tell  of  it  when 
they  did  come  to  see  it.  And  the  Drawer  has  an- 

other capital  illustration  from  the  old  North  State  : 
"Mr.  Reporter  Jones,  of  the  Supreme  Court  of 

North  Carolina,  whose  fame  is  coextensive  with 
that  of  '  Cousin  Sally  Dilhird,'  tells  the  following 
with  inimitable  humor,  showing  clearly  that  some 
of  the  compeers  of  Gaston,  Puffin,  and  Pearson  are 
rather  slow  at  taking.  Judge  Billings,  of  the  Su- 

perior Court  Bench,  was  once  holding  court  at 
Fayetteville.  A  case  was  called  up  for  trial  in 
which  ex-Judge  Strange  was  counsel.  A  witness 
in  the  case,  named  Sarah  Mooney,  was  absent. 

Mr.  Strange  arose  and  stated  to  the  Court  that  he 
could  not  go  into  the  trial  of  the  case  witliout  cere- 
mony  (Sarah  Moony).  At  this  sally  the  whole  bar 
burst  into  a  giggle  of  merriment.  The  J  udge  was 
somewhat  irritated,  and  sternly  rebuked  the  mem- 

bers of  the  bar  for  their  want  of  respect  to  the 
Court.  After  adjournment  of  court  some  member 
of  the  bar  explained  to  his  Honor  that  the  merri- 

ment was  called  forth  by  Mr.  Strange's  pun.  The 
Judge  appeared  to  be  satisfied,  but  still  did  not  see 
the  point  of  the  pun.  At  the  close  of  the  circuit 
the  J  udge  returned  home  still  pondering  on  the  re- 

mark of  Mr.  Strange,  and  wondering  where  ihepun 
could  be ;  just  before  he  reached  home,  however,  the 
point  occurred  to  him,  and  he  commenced  laughing 
immoderatel3%  When  he  entered  his  yard  he  was 
met  by  his  wife,  who  was  amazed  at  his  cachina- 
tory  fit,  which  had  not  5'et  subsided. 

"'ISIy  dear  husband!'  she  exclaimed,  'what 
can  be  the  matter.^  are  you  beside  yourself?' 

"'Well,  my  dear,'  he  answered,  after  he  had 
become  somewhat  calm,  '  at  the  Cumberland  Court 
there  was  an  absent  witness  in  one  of  Mr.  Strange's 
cases  whose  name  was  Mary  Moony,  and  Sti'ange 
remarked  that  he  could  not  go  into  the  trial  with- 

out Mary  Moony,'  and  here  he  relapsed  into  a  hur- 
ricane of  laughter. 

"  '  Why,  Judge,'  replied  the  good  lady,  '  I  don't 
see  any  thing  laughable  in  that  remark.' "  'Well,'  replied  the  Judge,  after  a  long  pause, 
'  I  don't  see  the  point  just  now  myself,  but  I  did  a 
few  minutes  ago,  and  you  may  depend  upon  its  be- 

ing a  rich  one  if  you  Avill  only  discover  it.'  " Just  so ;  if  you  could  only  see  it !  Well,  the 
joke  was  not  very  smart,  and  the  Judge  was  very 
excusable  for  not  taking:  the  fun  of  the  thing  was 
the  after-clap. 

A  COMPANY  at  the  residence  of  the  Brownings 
had  been  discussing  the  future  state  of  the  dead 
and  the  possibility  of  their  communicating  with 
the  living.  A  child  of  the  poet's,  too  young  to 
speak  plainly,  being  asked  if  he  should  be  afraid 
of  a  spirit,  replied : 

"  I  don't  think  I  should  be  aflaid  of  a  little 
spilit,  but  if  a  vely  large  angel  should  appear  I 
should  be  a  little  aflaid !" 

As  this  is  the  last  Number  of  another  Volume — 
or  rather,  we  should  say,  as  the  next  Number  will 
begin  a  new  one — the  publishers  have  intimated  to 
the  best-natured  man  in  the  concern — meaning,  of 
course,  the  man  who  tends  the  Drawer — that  he 
should  intimate  to  his  innumerable  readers  and  ad- 

mirers words  to  the  following  import,  or  as  near 
the  following  as  the  Drawer  can  make  bold  to  say : 
viz..  That  the  Drawer  has  been  a  source  of  un- 

bounded entertainment  to  hundreds  of  thousands, 
and  all  those  who  wish  to  see  it  enlarged  and  im- 

proved, running  over  with  more  and  more  enter- 
taining and  amusing  matters  and  things  so  good 

for  digestion,  comfort,  and  health,  should  signify 
the  same  to  the  publishers  by  getting  up  a  club  of 
new  subscribers  on  the  terms  stated  upon  the  cover 
of  this  Number,  which  club  will  be  a  striking  indi- 

cation of  gratification,  and  will  encourage  all  hearts 
and  hands ;  and  as  the  present  is  the  most  favor- 

able season  of  the  year  for  such  an  amusement,  the 
publishers  will  expect  to  hear  from  something  less 
than  half  a  million  of  the  Drawer's  friends  in  the 
course  of  the  ensuing  month. 
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Mr.  Spasivm,  tliinkiii^^  liiiiisult'  insultc^d  by  his  lii-  Who  assures  him  that,  as  a  Man  of  Honor,  he  must 
val,  TuKMDLKTON,  consults  "a  i'riend."  "call  out"  his  Rival. 

TMr.  S.  says  that  he  has  never  fired  a  Pistol.  And  is  advised  to  practice  in  a  Gallery. 

First  Trial :  Hits  the  Floor.  Second  Trial :  Hits  the  Ceiling. 
Vol.  XVir.— No.  102.— 3  H* 
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Third  Trial:  Shuts  his  Eyes,  and  hits  the  Target   Xow  he  has  "got  the  hang  of  it,  can  do  it  every 
plump  in  the  centre.  i  time." 

Having  imbibed  sundry  Horns  of  Brandy,  writes   On  the  Ground. — Don't  like  his  Rival's  Coolness, 
to  Arabella.  |  — Would  like  to  apologize. 

The  meeting.— Both  lire  at  the  Word,  and  both  '  The  Seconds  rush  up,  and^  find  their  Principals 
fall,  mortally — scared. perfectly  uninjured. 

When  both  franticallv  apologize,  and  fling  them-  |  And  leave  the  Ground  sworn  Friends. -.
A  rabella 

selves  into 'e:.ch  other's  arms.  I   '  <  is  not  once  mentioned. 
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